
 

Compiled by Graeme Riley 

Date: 3 October 1992 
Opposition:  Sheffield Wednesday 
Competition:  League 

3 O
cto

b
e

r 1
992

 
Sunday Times 

 

 

Guardian 

 
 

Times 

 

British Soccer Wk   

 

    

 
Hutchison hands welcome tonic to ailing Liverpool 
Liverpool 1 Sheffield Wednesday 0. THE perceived crisis at Anfield if indeed there 
is one was at least temporarily blown away by one of the season's most 
improbable goals: a downward shot by Don Hutchison, one of the young players 
shouldering Liverpool's burden, that bounced high over the head of Chris Woods 
and then dropped behind him.  
Listening to Anfield's loyal crowd, at 35,785 the largest of the day, you would 
have thought that the goal had won the league title. Relief swelled, on the field 
and the terraces. Graeme Souness's team had, it seemed, at last turned the 
corner.  
Liverpool have not so much a crisis as a problem; being Liverpool, for 30 years the 
most consistently successful club in England, it is inevitable that the problem is 
disproportionately magnified by friends and enemies alike. Liverpool are, so to 
speak, football's Royal Family, and their troubles have provoked voyeuristic lip-
smacking.  
There was enough in this victory to send the doom-mongers home to think again. 
Liverpool dominated much of both halves, could have been two up at half-time 
against a Wednesday team that will trouble the league's best. Where was the 
crisis now?  
``They attacked with more purpose than we did,'' Trevor Francis, the Sheffield 
Wednesday manager, said with candour. ``We knew they'd play with five in 
midfield to steady their problems, and they adjusted to the conditions (a wet, fast 
pitch) better than we did. It looked as if Woods was unbeatable, and it needed a 
fluke to beat him.''  
The nature of Liverpool's problem is similar to that affecting the majority of the 
leading clubs. There are fewer good players in the game, fewer who can pass the 
ball accurately. The essence of Liverpool's game has always been that their 
passing was superior to everyone else's; and from this stemmed the fact that they 
often had more control, more time and usually appeared more at ease.  
Now that their passing is less effective, they become more physically caught up in 
the frenzy of the game. Less accuracy means less time to think. Yet on Saturday's 
evidence, the young players like Redknapp, Hutchison and Walters, and the 
newcomers such as Stewart and the Dane, Piechnik, are still capable of making 
this a satisfying season for Liverpool.  
Of course Souness is harassed, far more by the difficulties on the field than from 
being hounded by the media. He is more used to the latter than the former, but I 
don't doubt that he can handle it, even if he is looking drawn and pale, which is 
excusable for one who has suffered his recent surgical traumas.  
He said, all too truthfully, afterwards: ``The only crisis that we have is one of 
injury. All I've asked is that the young players keep their heads down and keep 
working ... I have seen difficulties before, but the players haven't. There was a 
time when we were twelfth at Christmas and won the league. Envy is the worst 
fault in human nature. This club has been the most successful in history, and 
people have waited a long time to have a go at Liverpool, and now they've got the 
chance.''  
Liverpool had several chances in the first half, the game tough and eventful with 
Bright and Warhurst booked, Woods hurting an ankle in making a clearance off 
Rush's feet outside the area, and Waddle squandering a splendid opening made 
for Wednesday with his inimitable body swerve, the final ball being directed at 
nobody.  
Mark Wright, standing at the back of the press box, declared that Waddle ``is a 
great player'', but this is not the moment to be moved by Wright's judgment and, 
great or otherwise, Waddle wasted further opportunities in the second half. None 
was as bad as that thrown away by Palmer when clean through some two or three 
minutes before Hutchison scored, only to scoop the ball into the crowd with just 
Grobbelaar to beat.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; M Marsh, D Burrows, S Nicol, T Piechnik, D Hutchison, S 
McManaman, P Stewart (sub: R Rosenthal), I Rush, J Redknapp, M Walters.  
SHEFFIED WEDNESDAY: C Woods; J Harkes, N Worthington, C Palmer, P Shirtliff, V 
Anderson, R Nilsson, C Waddle, M Bright, C Bart-Williams (sub: G Watson), P 
Warhurst (sub: G Hyde).  
Referee: M Bodenham.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Anfield awakens 
THE first clean sheet this season, the first win in three League games and a 
performance more redolent of the old Liverpool will muffle calls for Graeme 
Souness's head. But the day of judgment is only postponed while the manager 
addresses the daze of judgment which got the club into their mess in the first 
place.  
He has made so many errors in his 19 months in charge at Anfield that you would 
never have thought he was once a player there with insight into what made the 
club so successful for so long. Now he has had a crash course, and he seems to be 
learning from his errors.  
He recently admitted that his beefing up of training from the long-standing 
successful diet of five-a-sides may have contributed to the club's horrendous 
injury-list, injuries which have made him regret ending another of Liverpool's 
prize assets: continuity in players.  
He once said at Rangers, 'We're 25 years behind Liverpool because of their 
continuity,' but on arriving at Anfield shortly afterwards he immediately bought 
and sold heavily by Liverpool standards and he has since been forced to realise 
that Saunders is not a Liverpool- type player and that Wright may not be either.  
He is also in marriage guidance with the fans, having alienated the most loving 
members of the Anfield family by thoughtlessly consorting with the devil-
incarnate in Liverpool, The Sun. He directed the players towards the Kop at the 
end of this game and gave the fans fulsome praise afterwards. And it seems to be 
working. 'Souness, Souness,' cried the Kop towards the end of the match.  
So Souness has a second chance to get things right, to learn what managing 
Liverpool entails. On Saturday's evidence against a Wednesday side tired from the 
Thursday European game, injury-hit and playing for a draw, the old Liverpool 
traits of passing and pressing are still there, plus a desire in the players which 
belies recent suggestions that relations between them and Souness are at rock 
bottom.  
Piechnik added confidence and pace to the defence, Stewart, until going off with 
a pull, was powerful in midfield, and alongside him Hutchison continues to 
blossom with every game. His mis-hit shot into the ground which ballooned over 
Woods for Liverpool's winner was the bit of luck the club say they have been 
lacking. Palmer's missed sitter on 76 minutes added to that feeling. By luck or 
judgment, Liverpool and Souness are struggling back.  
SCORER: Liverpool: Hutchison (80min).  
Liverpool: Grobbelaar; Marsh, Burrows, Nicol, Piechnik, Hutchison, McManaman, 
Stewart (Rosenthal, 50), Rush, Redknapp, Walters.  
Sheffield Wednesday: Woods; Harkes, Worthington, Palmer, Shirtliff, Anderson, 
Nilsson, Waddle, Bright, Bart-Williams (Watson, 89), Warhurst (Hyde, 74).  
Referee: M Bodenham (East Looe). 
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Walters inspires Liverpool revival 
Liverpool 1 Sheffield Wed 0  
LIVERPOOL 1 (4-4-2): Grobbelaar; Marsh, Burrows, Nicol, Piechnik; Hutchison, 
McManaman, Stewart (Rosenthal 50min), Rush; Redknapp, Walters.  
SHEFFIELD WED 0 (4-4-2): Woods; Harkes, Worthington, Palmer, Shirtliff; 
Anderson, Nilsson, Waddle, Bright; Bart-Williams (Watson 88min), Warhurst 
(Hyde 75min).  
Goal: Hutchison (80min).  
Weather: wet. Ground: soft. Referee: M Bodenham (East Looe).  
THE ROAR of relief that greeted Liverpool's goal after 80 minutes must have been 
heard across the city. It earned a victory that was far from certain but probably 
just about deserved, and more important, it earned at least a temporary reprieve 
for their manager Graeme Souness.  
It came after 80 minutes of continuing and growing frustration. The frustration to 
begin with had been occasioned by a poor, and very ordinary, first-half 
performance. The frustration after the interval, after the Kop had at last roused 
itself and roused its team, was due to a succession of missed chances, near-
things, and goals that might have been.  
The win lifts Liverpool to 15th in the table and, since the goal in itself was a fine 
one, it is worth describing in detail. Sheffield Wednesday, a sporadic threat 
throughout, were building a pleasant move, having committed a number of their 
players forward. However, Nilsson, their full-back, over-elaborated when he was 
free on the right and was robbed by Walters.  
Walters, one of the few Liverpool players to have looked the part throughout, 
tore away down the left wing and should probably have attempted an early cross. 
Instead, he made his way into the Wednesday penalty area and appeared to have 
become engulfed by the defence. There were two men directly in front of him, 
but he cleverly managed to fool them both, reach the byline and cross to the far 
post.  
As so often before, Liverpool's first attempt yielded nothing. McManaman got his 
head to Walters's cross, but his shot was beaten away. Liverpool then had 
perhaps their only piece of good fortune of the afternoon. The clearance fell to 
Hutchison, whose first-time volley was struck well enough, but only beat Woods 
because it struck the ground in front of him and looped over the goalkeeper's 
head into the net.  
Liverpool's injury problems were exacerbated by the absence of Molby. Without 
him, there was a clear lack of understanding in midfield and a desperate lack of 
the killer ball.  
Grobbelaar has returned, but his presence during the opening stages did little to 
inspire confidence. Defending the goal in front of the Kop during the first half, he 
indulged in some of his more eccentric clearances, two of which brought 
immediate danger.  
Under the new rule, Grobbelaar, of course, needs to fly-hack the ball away from 
any back-pass. He should learn to be more careful than he was yesterday, and 
could especially learn from the example of Woods at the other end. Sheffield 
Wednesday make a point of leaving a man spare wide in defence when a back-
pass is made. On several occasions, Woods was able to clear the ball and retain 
possession.  
Even Rush, playing his 500th game for Liverpool's first team, seemed to have been 
affected by the general gloom. On occasions he made determined attempts to 
make the most of poor service, but he rarely threatened to celebrate with a goal.  
His best chance in the first half came after 25 minutes when Walters broke clear 
on the left and produced a low cross which beat Woods but also just evaded the 
lunging Rush. Rush appeared to blame Walters for not pulling back the cross 
sufficiently, and he may be right in that, but there was no escaping the thought 
that Rush not so very long ago would have managed to get on the end of it.  
With Walters ploughing up and down Liverpool's left wing, and Waddle, still 
smarting, presumably, from his  
absence from the England squad, operating down Wednesday's right wing, there 
were several treats of skill for those close to them in the main stand.  
Waddle just about had the better of it. Twice during the opening stages he beat 
Burrows all ends up and had an opportunity to set up something which could 
have given Wednesday the lead. But, and no doubt Graham Taylor is mindful of 
such things, Waddle, having done the difficult part wonderfully well, wasted the 
chance by producing crosses of low quality.  
Two of Liverpool's oldest hands were frequently the ones that gave them the 
greatest alarm. At times, Nicol's and Grobbelaar's attempts to clear the ball were 
comic. On one occasion Grobbelaar came so far from his own area that he was 
within touching distance of the halfway line. Nicol similarly was far more erratic 
than one would have expected, and appeared to have no understanding with 
Grobbelaar at all.  
Minutes after the interval, Liverpool suffered yet another injury. Stewart, who 
had been effective if rather lumbering, suddenly put his hand to his leg and was 
soon taken off with a pulled hamstring.  
Rosenthal, a striker, appeared, and some quick reorganisation was required. This 
was surreptitiously done when the game was stopped for an injury to Palmer, and 
Moran, Liverpool's trainer, was able to call McManaman to the touchline and to 
give him instructions for the new shape of the team. When a prying linesman  

 

 
appeared, Moran cleverly handed McManaman a new tape for his stocking.  
Rosenthal's presence up front with Rush did little to help. Frequently they were 
able to arrive in promising positions, but some small item went wrong. Either 
there was a poor cross, or a defender's leg got in the way, or there was a 
deflection.  
Rosenthal was most guilty. Midway through the second half, he raced free on the 
left with Rush well placed in the centre but, having opened the defence, 
Rosenthal passed behind Rush, who could do nothing with the ball. Minutes later, 
Rosenthal was again free on the left and again, having done the difficult work, did 
nothing but pass the ball straight to Woods in the Wednesday goal.  
Woods, who appeared to be suffering some sort of injury early on, was hobbling 
by the end. That, however, had nothing to do with Liverpool's goal when it finally 
arrived.  
It could well have been different, for shortly before that goal Wednesday had had 
their best chance, when Palmer found himself clear of the Liverpool defence and 
was unable to lob the ball over the advancing Grobbelaar.  
Once the goal had been scored, the game was transformed, with the crowd 
chanting Souness's name, and with Liverpool enjoying further chances to score.  
Rush, in particular, may have felt cheated when he was bundled off the ball by 
Nilsson with only minutes remaining, but the challenge, shoulder to shoulder, 
looked fair enough.  
 

 
 

BRITISH SOCCER WEEK 
Hutchison eases pressure 
Don Hutchison took some of the pressure off Liverpool manager Graeme Souness 
with a goal ten minutes from time to seal victory against Sheffield Wednesday. 
Hutchison's first Premier League goal for the club had more than a hint of luck 
about it, but was no more than Liverpool deserved after dominating the match 
against a Wednesday side with few attacking ambitions. 
It came after Steve McManaman challenged in the air for a Mark Walters cross 
and broke the ball to Hutchison on the edge of the area. The youngster struck his 
shot down into the turf and it looped high in the air over Chris Woods before 
dropping just under the bar.  
Liverpool kept their first clean sheet of the season with recent Danish 
international signing Torben Piechnik looking much more comfortable in central 
defence beside Steve Nicol. 
Woods performed heroics in the Sheffield Wednesday goal to thwart Ian Rush and 
McManaman during one furious first-half scramble and was relieved to see shots 
by David Burrows and Walters fly just wide. 
Wednesday skipper Chris Waddle had a muted match, proving woefully 
inaccurate on the rare occasions when he found room for a cross.  
 
Their best first half chance came when Mark Bright turned Roland Nilsson's near 
post cross just wide. Carlton Palmer made a dreadful mess of Wednesday's only 
real scoring chance of the second half, blasting high into the stands when he was 
through on Bruce Grobbelaar. 
Liverpool pressed forward powerfully in the second half, Rush heading one good 
opportunity wide and Woods gathering a long-range low drive from Walters at 
the second attempt. 
But with Wednesday's defence in resolute mood, a goalless draw had seemed on 
the cards until Hutchison's priceless intervention gave Liverpool their first League 
victory since September 5. 
A relieved Souness saluted his side for their performance in "a great game of 
football". And he insisted: "We've been playing well in the last few weeks - but 
defending like children. I couldn't have asked for any more in the last few weeks 
than I've been getting. Today we got the rub of the green. Wednesday had a 
chance which Carlton palmer missed and our goal wasn't spectacular but at the 
same time we deserved our three points from what I thought was a great game of 
football. Young players come into the team and want to feel they are wanted. We 
have the best crowd in the country and today they got behind the players as they 
have all season through all the criticism they have received." 


