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IT ONLY HURTS WHEN I’M AWAKE
IT’S BEEN A ROUGH OLD MONTH, OR HAS IT?
Casting an eye back over the month past doesn’t really leave one grasping for superlatives regarding our team’s progress in all competitions, does it? 

Plenty of debate have ensued the globe over regarding not only players, team selections, the manager, the owners, and any combination of the lot, but add to the mix the inevitable arguments regarding our financial standing and degree of debt, and the pessimists have had a field day.
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The truth is we don’t really know how this season will pan out, but as we are, at present, it looks like a real battle on our hands to remain in the Champions League for this campaign, and possibly more significantly, whether we are able to extract ourselves from the mire and place ourselves in a position for qualification next term.

Yet we come out against Manchester United and literally blow them off the park. Strange old game, isn’t it.

Once again a warm welcome to the monthly Supporters Club newsletter, and I hope that you’ll find it as good a read as I have found writing it. Once again we have a couple of giveaways, and a reminder that you can only win it if you’re in it, so get your answers off to me, though no beach balls as prizes.
YNWA.

Guy.
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FROM SCOTLAND, WITH LOVE…
HOW TO GO FROM HERO TO VILLIAN
There is an excerpt in Fernando Torres’ autobiography in which he reveals the dinner-time conversation with 4 great former Liverpool players, and their views on a variety of subjects. One of those players was a certain Scot who, alongside Kenny Dalglish, formed the mainstay of perhaps the greatest team ever to grace the playing fields of the British Isles. His name was Graeme Souness.
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Born in Edinburgh on the 6th of May, 1953, the same day, and in the same city, as Tony Blair, former British Prime Minister, Souness was raised in the modest suburb of Saughton Mains, the stomping ground of two equally hard midfielders of a by-gone era, Dave Mackay, and the notorious Billy Bremner. Graeme’s early football was spent with the North Merchiston youth team, before moving to Tottenham Hotspurs as an apprentice, under the legendary Bill Nicholson. Rumour has it that the young Souness told Nicholson that he was the best player at the club, this notwithstanding that the Scot had managed just one first team appearance.
Frustrated, Graeme spend the summer of 1972 playing in the States for Montreal Olympique, so successfully that they named him their player of the year, before returning to London, where he played just once more before a £30,000 move to Middlesborough, then in Division 2, although a season later they would make their way back into the top-flight.
It was at ‘Boro that Souness developed a reputation as a tough, uncompromising midfielder who also happened to be supremely gifted, and it was as a replacement for the ageing Ian Callaghan that Bob Paisley brought the tenacious Scot to Anfield in 1978. It was to become a superb piece of business, as Paisley had bought Alan Hansen from Partick, Kenny Dalglish from Celtic, and Souness would be the third in a Scots trio that dominated Anfield in the late 70’s and 80’s.
In his 7 years on Merseyside, Souness would earn 5 league championships, 4 League Cups and 3 European Cups.

In 1981, following the Reds third European Cup triumph, and Souness’ undoubted contribution to a highly successful campaign, Paisley made the Scot club captain, much to the incumbent, Phil Thompson’s dismay, and as captain Souness would be the skipper that lifted many trophies in the seasons that followed, the one notable exception was the League Cup triumph in 1883, when Souness allowed Bob Paisley first up the steps at Wembley, in the latter’s retirement season, to collect the spoils. This harked back to Paisley’s immense disappointment of being left out of a Cup Final squad in his playing days, and was perhaps befitting the great man that in his swansong, he finally got to lead his victorious side up the fabled steps in North West London.
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By the end of the 1984 campaign, it had become common knowledge around Merseyside that the skipper was on the hunt for pastures new, and so when the club announced the sale of Souness to Sampdoria, in Serie A, for £650,000, it came as no surprise.
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       Souness spent two years in Italy, grooming the 







       rising talents of Roberto Mancini and Gianluca Vialli 







      before making the move into management when he 






       signed for Rangers. 







       The ‘Souness Revolution’ at Ibrox resulted from two 







       sources, the first a big-money backer in the shape

       of owner Lawrence Marlborough, and the second, 

       his ability to lure good English players north through

       the promise of European football.  The ban on 

       English clubs following the Heysel disaster proved a 

       major draw-card, and the ploy worked as he pushed

       Rangers back to the summit of the Scottish game.

       Given his pugnacious nature, Souness fell foul of the

       authorities, and was often on the receiving end of 

       touchline bans, which he circumvented by naming 

       himself as a substitute.
       His leaving of Rangers to take over Liverpool was 

       seen as a natural step for the Scot, but the 4 years

       that followed saw the club descend from the lofty 

       heights it had enjoyed for the previous 25 years.    









      A combination of poor tactics, bad man







      management, and some really ill-advised transfers brought with it a solitary FA Cup win, that in 1992, against then second division Sunderland, and plunged the club into one of its bleakest spells. Dressing room squabbles were rife, with Ian Rush telling Sky Sports that ‘flying tea-cups’ were a frequent occurrence.

To his credit though, the Scot saw fit to blood several promising youngsters, amongst them Steve McManaman and Robbie Fowler, and groomed them through regular first-team exposure. Both players would go on to become highly respected for both club and country.

However, a major heart-attack and subsequent surgery in 1992 dented much of Souness’ drive, and following a loss to Bristol City in the FA Cup, he was on his way.
The Scot remained in management, joining Galatasary following his Anfield exit, before returning to England at Southampton. His most memorable moment on the south coast was the signing of the Senegalese Ali Dia, supposedly on the recommendation of George Weah. The whole issue proved to be a hoax, as Dia’s sole appearance was as a substitute for Matt Le Tissier, and when it became evident just how bad Dia actually was, he himself was substituted

Managerial stints then followed at Torino, Benfica, Blackburn Rovers and Newcastle United, and these days Graeme does television work for RTE in Ireland, focusing on Champions League matches.
A REFLECTION ON GREATNESS
THE HISTORY OF LIVERPOOL FOOTBALL CLUB
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A SAVIOR FROM GLENBUCK
December the 1st, 1959 is a date that will forever be etched in the annals of Anfield history, as it dated the occasion of Liverpool Football Club’s announcement that the Huddersfield Town boss, Bill Shankly, would be the new gaffer, taking over from Phil Taylor.
It wasn’t the first time that the club had approached Shankly, though: “In 1951 Liverpool sent for me and offered me the job as manager but the only snag was that the manager didn't pick the team so I went and got the train at Exchange Station and went home. Nine years later they came back and offered me the job on my terms. I was the first manager to pick the team at Liverpool.”
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However, since being relegated in 1954, the club had battled in vain to return to top-flight football, eventually taking its toll on Taylor, who resigned in November of 1959.

Shanks had literally breezed through the gates of a then decrepit old stadium, and immediately set about the task of revolutionising the training schedule, modernising the facilities and radically shaking up the playing staff.
“I don't know if you ever saw Anfield when I first came but it was the biggest toilet in Liverpool! We had to bring the water in from Oakfield Road and it cost £3,000. There was no water to flush the toilets.”

Melwood was an old wooden shed and the grass almost non-existent. Players hardly ever used to do any training at the facility, focusing more on road runs. Training on tarmac was not ideal and how that method worked no one is quite sure. Basically the ground was shabby, the training was shabby and the directors picked the team, which was typical of the time. But Shankly wasn't having any of this.
Within a year he had released twenty four players. Fellow Scots Ian St John and Ron Yeats were signed from Motherwell and Dundee United respectively, striker Roger Hunt, winger Ian Callaghan and full back Gerry Byrne also established themselves in the team. By the beginning of the 1961/62 campaign, Shankly had assembled the nucleus of the new team. That season, Shank's third as manager, they won the Second Division championship by eight points and were promoted to the top flight where they have remained ever since, never finishing below eighth in the league.
Shankly officially took charge of his first Liverpool game on December 19th. Unfortunately, he could only sit and watch as the Reds crashed to a 4-0 home defeat to Cardiff City. Another loss at Charlton Athletic followed a week later, but on December 28th he recorded his first win with 2-0 in the Anfield return against the Addicks… and a new era was up and running.

In 1964, Liverpool lifted the League Championship. It was also the year in which the team adopted its now famous all-red strip. They failed to retain the championship trophy the following season but compensation came in the form of a first-ever FA Cup and their first ever European Cup campaign ended at the semi-final stage against Inter Milan. In a tie still remembered on Merseyside, Liverpool won the first leg 3-1 only to lose the second leg 3-0, going out 4-3 on aggregate.
For 73 years, the FA Cup remained a notable absentee on Liverpool Football Club’s roll of honour. Between 1892 and 1965, the Anfield trophy cabinet welcomed the arrival of six First Division titles. Yet, in their quest for success in the world’s greatest knockout competition, the Reds endured nothing but heartache and frustration.
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Having progressed to the final of the 1965 competition, and knocking out Gordon Banks’ Leicester on the way, only Leeds United stood between Liverpool Football Club and its holy grail. Not surprisingly every Reds fan was desperate to be at Wembley on the big day and a meagre allocation of just 15,000 tickets for each club caused a frantic scramble for tickets. Requests came from all over the world but Shanks declared: 'Any tickets I’ve got are going to the boys on the Kop.' 
A physical battle was expected and the game was only ten minutes old when Gerry Byrne sustained an injury that was to become part of Liverpool folklore. 
Gerry Byrne (player between 1955 to 1969): “I went in for a tackle with Bobby Collins. He put his foot over the ball and turned his shoulder into me. I’d never broken a collarbone before, so I wasn’t aware of what damage had been done straight away. It didn’t cross my mind to leave the field and I played on with my arm dangling motionless by my side.”

It was a match littered with fouls and one that will not be remembered as a classic. Despite Liverpool’s best attacking intentions, the defensive tactics of Don Revie’s men made for a dull spectacle and after the opening 90 minutes failed to yield a goal extra-time was played in a Cup Final for the first time since 1947. It was 3 minutes into extra-time that Roger Hunt netted for the Reds, sending the support into orbit. However the joy was short-lived, as Billy Bremner leveled, but in the 111th minute, Ian St. John met Callaghan’s cross, and the Cup was on its way to Anfield for the first time.
The following year Liverpool regained the championship, and also reached the European Cup Winners Cup Final, losing 2-1 to Borussia Dortmund. By now Shankly was one of the most highly rated managers in the game and his squad contained some of the finest players in England. Despite this success Shankly was already planning ahead.  Emlyn Hughes, Ray Clemence and Kevin Keegan were signed from clubs in the lower divisions as the 60’s team was dismantled. Liverpool won their first European trophy in 1973 in the UEFA Cup, as well as winning another league title that season. 
They won the FA Cup again a year later with a convincing 3-0 final win over Newcastle United. Shankly stunned the footballing world soon afterwards by announcing his retirement. The club's players and fans tried to persuade him to carry on, and a local factory even threatened to go on strike. Shankly ignored these pleas and joined the club's fans on The Kop as a spectator, while he handed over his managerial duties to Bob Paisley.
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FIRST ONE UP THE STEPS
WIN AN AWESOME LIVERPOOL FC DVD
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Step up to the penalty spot, folks, its competition time again!

Every month of the season, we’ll be giving away a piece of Liverpool FC history… it may be a DVD, it may be a book, or it may be a memento, but whatever’s up for grabs, it’ll be a ‘must-have’ for any self-respecting LFC fan.

As he enters into his third season as a Red, Fernando Torres can rightly be claimed as having already made the transition from player to icon, and nowhere more so than on his beloved Kop. Already the subject of a couple of biographical works, this month’s prize is el Nino’s autobiography, tracing his start in Madrid with Atletico, through to the tail-end of last season. Highlighted with plenty of pictures, even I could read it! 
All you have to do is answer: From which club was Bill Shankly signed as Liverpool boss in 1959?
Send your answers to anfield.express@gmail.com with LFC DVD in the subject line, include a daytime contact number, and hope the football gods’ smile upon you. Closing date for entries is the 27th of November 2009.
· The competition is open to all current, paid-up members of the Liverpool Supporters Club – Gauteng Branch. This will be ratified prior to the prize being posted.
· The judge’s decision is final, and no communication will be entertained regarding the outcome of competition draws.

· Winners will have to supply a manned daytime address, as the prizes are couriered to the winners.

· Prize winners will not be eligible for the next month’s competition i.e. September’s winner may not enter October’s competition, but is eligible for November’s.

The editor of The Anfield Express, and the Liverpool Supporters Club – Gauteng Branch management team reserve the right to terminate the monthly competition at any time. 

Prizes are couriered to winners via reputable companies, and therefore the Supporters Club will not entertain liability in the event of claims arising from either the non-delivery, or damage occurring during transit.

Prizes are sourced via companies who can verify the authenticity of the goods secured. The Supporters Club stands against the purchase of, or trade in, counterfeit goods.
Last month’s prize winner is: Dave Hughes, and the correct answer was: Don Welsh – the first manager sacked while still in charge of the Liverpool FC side.
Many congratulations Dave, and happy reading.
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THE BIG MATCH PREVIEW

A PREVIEW OF OUR NOVEMBER FIXTURE LIST
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Olympique Lyonnais versus Liverpool FC
UEFA Champions League (Group Stages)
Stade Gerland, Lyon
Wednesday 4th of November 2009
Kick-off: 19:45 GMT

It’s actually quite simple. Win, we stay alive in the group, lose or draw, and we face the prospect of Europa League football.
At Anfield we were naïve, at best. Having gone in front thanks to a Yossi Benayoun strike, we somehow managed to not only open the door for the French side, but gift them a late winner as well. What we achieved against United will have to be replicated here tenfold.

Editor’s prediction: A Liverpool win.
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Liverpool FC versus Birmingham City
Barclays Premier League

Anfield, Liverpool L4 0TH

Monday 9th of November 2009
Kick-off: 20:00 GMT

A lot of conjecture surrounds the future manager of the Blues, Birmingham’s perennial poorer cousins, with rumours that new ownership at St. Andrews will bring with it the demise of Alex McLeish as Birmingham boss.
Newly promoted, one cannot imagine that survival is going to be easy for City, despite the very best efforts of Hull, West Ham and Pompey, and the Reds have got to believe that this is a three-pointer, no questions asked.

Editor’s prediction: A Liverpool win.
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Liverpool FC versus Manchester City
Barclays Premier League

Anfield, Liverpool L4 0TH

Saturday 21st of November 2009
Kick-off: 12:45 GMT

Ah, the world’s richest club’s in town for a lunch-time kick-off. This should be a good match to watch, with City looking inspired at times, yet capable of squandering leads.
The full impact of the Abu Dhabi millions has not yet taken effect, but City’s summer purchases go a long way to creating a balance in the side. Still, we’re too good for them.
Editor’s prediction: A Liverpool win.
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Debreceni VSC versus Liverpool FC
UEFA Champions League (Group Stages)
Stadion Olah Gabor Ut, Debrecen
Tuesday 24th of November 2009
Kick-off: 19:45 GMT

This may, or may not, be a dead rubber, dependent on what transpired on match day 4 against Lyon. 
If we’re still alive, then logic is we must win, and put a score on the board as goal-difference may yet come into play in deciding who goes through to the knock-out stages. The Hungarians have put up a decent show, at home, apart from their demolition by Lyon. A 7-goal thriller against Fiorentina was lost by a solitary strike, and this after they had been 0-3 down, as well.

Although the group’s whipping boys, we would do well to remember that they arrived at Anfield and certainly appeared to be a well organized, disciplined side, if lacking on the creative front.

 Expect a blood and guts affair.

Editor’s prediction: A Liverpool win.
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Everton FC versus Liverpool FC

Barclays Premier League

Goodison Park, Liverpool, L4 4EL
Sunday 29th November 2009

Kick-off: 13:30 GMT

The derby, nearing 130 years of rivalry and passion, remains as big a fixture as any we play, bar, perhaps, Manchester United.

We’ve had the upper hand in the last couple of these feisty fixtures, but be under no illusions that when they say the form-book goes out the window with these ones, they’re usually right. This fixture has the added spice of numerous bookings, and more than the occasional sending-off.
The Toffees have battled this term, and the rumour mill has David Moyes penciled in as that chap Ferguson’s eventual replacement, but nothing gets a blue heart beating more than the thought of the bragging rights on Merseyside, even if it’s for a short while.
We arrive back on Merseyside on Wednesday, following the away trip to Debrecen, so a Sunday fixture is exactly what we needed if we’re coming back carrying any knocks, the lunch-time kick-off to be expected, given the magnitude of the game.

Editor’s prediction: A Liverpool win.

A DAY IN THE LIFE
HOW SUPAREDS SAVED RAFA’S BACON…
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By: Ryan Watson.

Finally, I had that opportunity that may only come around once in a lifetime for some of us. 
[image: image20.jpg]


One of my dreams since I was a laaitie, was to watch Liverpool play against Manchester United, at Anfield. Obviously that dream only had one outcome, and that was a spectacular win for the Reds and to experience the greatest crowd atmosphere on earth. How lucky was I to have fulfilled that dream on Sunday…

I must admit, I was worried about this fixture initially, as the form books were not for pleasant reading coming into this game for Liverpool. However I always had this confidence that it would be a good day – I just knew it. I’ve been to Anfield a number of times before this game to watch Liverpool play, as well as other grounds. As a lot of people also know, I boast a very promising record (as does my good friend Kevin, another frequent member on the forums) in watching Liverpool play live, call it a 100% record of Liverpool wins, or even that we have never lost a game that we have attended in the flesh…

Both of us were to be present at Anfield for this massive fixture, along with other members of the SA supporters clubs which included a large contingent who flew over from SA especially for this game. I would like to think we are Liverpool’s secret weapon, good luck charm, as Sunday would prove that once again…
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The nerves kicked in a few weeks before the actual match (as they normally do before this specific fixture). Not been able to concentrate at work, wondering how we would play, and hoping that the Kop has the belief in the team, and would be louder than usual to spur our boys on. 
We were not disappointed. Once I was in that stadium I knew that today was going to be a special day, you could feel the positive energy, the belief of every single supporter there - there was NO way we were going to lose the game today, we were ready for battle. 
When the time came for our anthem, suddenly 40 000 voices became one voice, 40 000 hearts became one heart – Anfield was alive and beaming with passion. 
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This energy transferred to players on the pitch – you could see it in their eyes, the way they played. If passion and belief could translate to goals, we were 10 nil up before the ball was even kicked. As I’ve said already, I’ve been to Anfield a number of times already, but have never sung You’ll Never Walk Alone as loud as that before. I have never heard any anthem been sung like it was sung on Sunday – I even have a video to prove it.

The game was great. We absolutely bossed United all over the park, with inspiring performances from Agger and Carra in the heart of our defence, and both Masch and Lucas dominating the midfield from the start. It was a moment of brilliance that set the game alight. A fantastic through pass from Yossi enabled El Nino to burst through the defense, skinning Ferdinand in the process, and driving a superb finish to the roof of the net that caused Anfield to erupt with noise. It was mayhem in the stands, I think I lost hearing in my left ear – everyone went completely mental, I didn’t even get to see Torres’ celebration. It was like getting hit by a freak wave whilst swimming in the ocean, and been tumbled around underwater for a minute – except much more pleasant than that

It was very tense during the last moments of the game as United were pushing for an equaliser, but the nerves did not silence the Kop. The singing never stopped, and the shouting intensified with every attack we had. We weren’t happy with a one goal lead, we wanted blood! When the 2nd goal went in, a cool finish by the promising N’gog, we knew that it was over. The most significant match I have ever witness had been concluded, and the world witnessed the power and might of the 12th man at Anfield, and I am proud, and forever grateful that I was part of it.

My voice was gone on Monday morning, however it would be ready for my next trip up come November, and I’ll be keen to test my 100% record yet again…

WHAT’S UP IN THE CANTEEN?

YES… IT’S TIME TO GET MEN OUT OF THE PUB, AND INTO THE KITCHEN


LAMB ROGAN JOSH, DONE DURBAN-STYLE!
Curry in South Africa draws its heritage from two sources, the Indian population in KZN, or the Malay population of the Cape, and in this much of the diverse nature of eastern cooking is revealed, as the Durban curry is noted for its spiciness, whereas a curry in Cape Town will be more subtle.
In recent years, a plethora of new culinary eastern experiences has opened up, firstly with the coming into vogue of Thai cooking, and then aided and abetted by a string of good, and some not so good, Indian and Pakistani restaurants all over South Africa. With it we were now introduced to some really special variations of the ubiquitous curry that we had grown used to. Balti cooking, for example, is exceptionally mild, but has subtleties in flavor that more than compensate the palate, and the fiery vindaloo’s and tikka recipes, now available, remind one the morning after of the gastronomical delights enjoyed the previous evening.
Something we’re not yet adept at are the multitude of ‘bread’ that are traditionally served with curry in India, we’ve all been exposed to roti at some stage, but naan or paratha are equally sought out as a delicacy by those in the know. Traditionally, the making of roti to accompany a meal is standard fare, yet the authentic recipe isn’t easy, especially for the uninitiated.
Before I delve into the Rogan Josh recipe, I came across a quite simple method of making roti, and while it may not be the ‘real’ thing, it’s a lovely, light and buttery accompaniment to the main dish. By the way, the way roti is used is that you’re meant to tear off pieces, and ‘wrap’ bite-sized bits of curry. You use it instead of rice, not as an addition to. 
You’ll need 200g cake flour, ½ teaspoon salt, about 20ml normal cooking oil, 150ml HOT water, not boiling, but cold water makes a stiff roti, and 50g of soft butter. 
In a large bowl sift the flour and salt together, add the oil and mix well with a spoon. Add ¾ of the water, and mix: you want a soft dough, so add more water if the mixture is sticky. Once done, knead the dough for about 10 minutes, and then on a floured surface, roll into a rectangle about 3mm thick. Cover the surface with all of the butter, roll up (like a Swiss roll), and allow the dough to rest, covered, for 30-odd minutes. Cut the roll into 12 equal portions, and roll each portion into a ball. Roll the ball out into a disc the width of a pan, and about 2mm thick, on a lightly floured surface.  In a frying pan, lightly coat the bottom with oil, and toast the roti over a medium heat until browned on both sides. You won’t get a uniform ‘brown’, but as the picture above shows, it’s not meant to be. Once toasted, place on a paper towel to drain the oil, but serve hot with the Lamb Rogan Josh I’m going to tell you about.

What I like about Rogan Josh is it’s creaminess, the result of mixing in plain yoghurt to the final dish. It’s also a really nice type of recipe to prepare if you’re having guests over who may not possess the titanium tongue required of any Durbanite who’s eaten a Patel’s bunny. (If you’re in Durban, Patel’s has the best curries by a long way). Off to the kitchen, then?
Actually… before we get into the kitchen, we’re going to need to pop out to the local supermarket, because you’ll need:

4 teaspoons crushed garlic
4 teaspoons freshly minced ginger (don’t use ginger powder.)

2 teaspoons cumin powder (jeera: if you have access to Indian spices)

1 teaspoon chili powder (if you want more heat, add a bit more)

2 teaspoons paprika

2 teaspoons coriander powder (dhania)

4 whole cloves

6 cardomon pods

2 bay leaves

1 stick cinnamon

1.2kg cubed lamb pieces: use leg or shoulder

1 large onion, grated (your eyes will love you)

100ml cooking oil

¾ cup full-cream plain yoghurt (low-fat works, but it’s not really the same)

Salt and pepper, to taste.

Fresh coriander to decorate

In a bowl, put the meat, garlic, ginger, cumin, chili powder, paprika and coriander. Mix it well, ensuring that each piece of meat has spices on it. Cover with cling film and place in the fridge for at least 3 hours, or preferably overnight.

In a large cast-iron casserole dish or a large heavy-base pot over a medium heat, heat the oil, add the onions and stir until the onions begin to brown. Now add the cardomon pods, cinnamon stick, cloves and bay leaves and cook for another minute or so, stirring the brew.
Add the meat, with all of the spices from the bowl, and stir for about 2 or 3 minutes. Reduce heat to low, place the lid on allow to cook for 15 minutes, stirring every 5 minutes, or so. Remove the lid and keep cooking until most of the liquid has evaporated. There won’t be much liquid so it will only take a couple of minutes.

Now you want to add ½ cup of water, cover again and let it cook for about 5 minutes or so, remove the lid and let the water evaporate again. This is all part of the tenderising and flavour enhancement process, so don’t shortcut. Give the meat another stir and now add 1 cup of water, place the lid on and simmer for 50 minutes on low without disturbing.

Remove from the heat, stir in the yoghurt, add about 1 teaspoon each of salt and pepper, stir well, and decorate with rinsed coriander leaves. Cover and serve. A nice side dish, which also covers the heat, is a raita: thinly slice ½ a peeled cucumber, halve the slices, and mix with a little lemon juice. Chop fresh mint and stir the mint and cucumber into 175ml plain yoghurt, add a touch of salt (to taste), and a grind of black pepper. It’s actually quite delicious, and perfect for curry.
THE TEMPLE OF BOOM

AN EXPLORATION OF NEW SOUND


By: Jim Abraham
If you’re as old as I am and your musical ethos leans towards the genre of rock/alternative, Pearl Jam’s iconic debut album Ten will sit prominently in your “most played list”. Since their opus, the Seattle grunge legends have delivered a discography that can best be described as random, not without controversy or incident. After the huge follow ups to Ten: Vs. and Vitalogy in the mid nineties, the band broke away from their grunge roots and became firstly more experimental with No Code and Riot Act (with the return to a rock in the form of Yield sandwiched in-between). 

Their sixth album Binaural was the first that could be considered a commercial failure, as it was the first not to go platinum. Binaural features binaural techniques that were utilised on several tracks by producer Chad Blake, known for his use of the technique. Binaural was the first album since their debut not produced by Brendan O'Brien, and produces a neo-psychedelic rock sound, borne out of extended jamming, a challenge to die-hard fans that had followed the band since their grunge days.

Further experimentation followed on seventh studio album: Riot Act, including noticeable folk influences and featured the inclusion of forthright political lyrics in the wake of 9/11, to which Eddie Vedder had to admit gave the album a rather uneven sound. For many fans, this was a step too far, especially in the aftermath of Pearl Jam’s much publicised boycott of Ticketmaster, seen by many in a similar light to Metallica’s anti-Napster campaign, and led to much criticism by some who thought the music had shifted to a secondary concern.

Having left Epic Records after the release of a collection of unreleased B sides, and a greatest hits album, PJ signed for J Records in 2006, and made a return to their old sound, having gone into the recording studio with nothing more than a handful of guitar riffs. The album has been likened to Vs. in style and content, a theme that continued as the band reissued a digitally re-mastered and remixed version of Ten; the first in a planned reissue series of the entire Pearl Jam catalogue in the run up to their 20 year anniversary in 2011. 

So fans waited with baited breath for what the latest release Backspacer might offer. Another delve into the unknown or a true to form rock/alternative original?   

But that’s the novel thing about Backspacer: there isn’t a single disc in the group’s entire back catalogue that it can even be compared to. Though individual songs can be referenced in order to give one an idea of what Backspacer sounds like (“Last Exit” from Vitalogy and “Wishlist” from Yield being chief among them), Backspacer is its own unique entity: a scrappy little rock record that barely lasts 37 minutes, making it the shortest and most up-beat album in Pearl Jam’s cluttered discography. Yet, critically,   Backspacer is the sound of Pearl Jam actually having fun again, and it’s hard not to picture Vedder sporting a huge goofy grin on more than a few of these tracks, here rocking out with more passion than he did during his three-song stint as the Doors’ guest vocalist during the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame induction ceremony in 1993. 

Backspacer starts off with the lurching strut of “Gonna See My Friend”, a ferocious number that sounds like it was made by a much younger band, one that worshiped at the altar of ‘70s album rock instead of participating in the ‘90s Seattle grunge scene. Though the band’s love of their heroes has been apparent in just about everything they’ve done—ranging from their massively successful take on Wayne Cochran’s “Last Kiss”, through the cover of the Who’s “Love, Reign O’er Me” from the soundtrack to the movie Reign Over Me—never before has Pearl Jam made such a direct, deliberate homage to their influences. Hell, “Supersonic” even manages to do the sounds-ridiculous-on-paper feat of marrying the non-stop guitar strum of a Ramones song with a Tom Petty chorus and solo-filled bridge that would make Jimmy Page (and the makers of Guitar Hero) proud. It even concludes with a “yeah yeah yeah” chant ...

... and that’s not the only time they use it either. “Yeah” makes up for a majority of the lyrics to the chorus of “The Fixer”, an unbelievably catchy rock single that even uses handclaps during its verses. No, this is not the same Pearl Jam that made No Code—far from it, in fact. As visceral as Pearl Jam was, it in no way could have prepared anyone for the radio-friendly pockets of joy that make up Backspacer, an album that moves from one Bic-lighter stadium anthem (“Amongst the Waves”) to another (“Unthought Known”) without as much as batting an eye. 

Oh sure, some songs fall back on tired rock clichés (“Force of Nature” relies on that wah pedal just a bit too much, just as how “Johnny Guitar” feels like a pastiche of other, less-interesting early-Pearl Jam rockers), but these moments are often over before they even have time to register, instead allowing us to just sit back and enjoy the six-string spectacle all around. Lyrically, Vedder focuses less on worldly woes and instead tackles relationship issues, getting caught up in his own contradictory promises to his lover during the lush folk-pop ballad “Just Breathe”, wanting to make things better for everyone during “The Fixer”, and then suffering the pangs of sexual inadequacy during “Johnny Guitar” (as in: “Oh and I had my disappointment / ‘cos for years I had been hopin’ / That when she came / She’d be comin’ just for me”). In short, Vedder has become vulnerable again, and for a record that’s so musically outgoing and forceful, the dichotomy between these two sides works extremely well.

Make no bones about it: this will not go down as Pearl Jam’s best album by any measure, but that’s because it’s not supposed to be. This is Pearl Jam’s “fun” record, a disc that was likely just as exciting as record as it is to listen to. Tracing things from Riot Act onward, it’s become apparent that Vedder & co. have truly rediscovered their passion for what they do, and even when Backspacer missteps, it never feels like it’s going to fall: it will just restudy itself and then crank the guitars back up to 11 all over again. 

During the album’s closing song (the aptly-titled acoustic number “The End”), Vedder warns us that “The end comes near”, and just as the string sections swell during his declaration “I’m here”, all the music suddenly drops out, and Vedder—by himself—ominously warns us “But not much longer”. Then the album, rather abruptly, ends. Fans can read into this as much as they want, but if Vedder is actually telling us that Pearl Jam’s days are truly numbered, then we truly have a tragedy on our hands here: we’re about to lose a band that—after years of being lost in the alt-rock wilderness—have finally re-discovered who they are, and sound stronger than ever because of it. 


RESULTS AND REVIEWS

WHAT HAVE THE LADS BEEN UP TO, THEN?

First Team:
4th of October 2009:
Chelsea 2 – 0 Liverpool FC
Stamford Bridge, London
Barclays Premier League

For an hour this was a highly entertaining game of football, with neither side looking likely to break the deadlock, but, once again, naivety in defensive situations gave the Blues the opening they required to open the scoring through Anelka, Masch losing possession in midfield with Johnson on the overlap allowing Drogba space and time to deliver. 
Sadly we never actually looked capable of scoring, with Torres off-key, and Gerrard sloppy, at best, and one realizes the gulf created by not having creative midfielders, and it begs the question as to why Rafa is not dropping Gerrard into the middle of the park, and pushing Kuyt up alongside Torres? Benayoun came on too late, again, and may well have been far more influential than a Riera very short on confidence.

Anfield Express Man of the Match: Yossi Benayoun

17th of October 2009:
Sunderland 1 – 0 Liverpool FC

Stadium of Light, Sunderland
Barclays Premier League

The beach-ball game, which Darren Bent took full advantage of in securing a home win for a resurgent Sunderland. Still, we had the best part of 90 minutes to put matters top right, and failed to do so. Concerning was the lack of penetration down the flanks, and questions regarding the creativity in midfield are bound to be raised.
Anfield Express Man of the Match: None deserving
20th of October 2009:
Liverpool FC 1-2 Olympique Lyonnais
Anfield, Liverpool
UEFA Champions League (Group Stages)

Following the defeat away to Fiorentina, this was an almost must-win at home. Benayoun put us a goal up, and then we went off to sleep, not only allowing Lyon a soft equalizer through some sloppy goal-keeping, but gifting them the win right at the death. 4 losses on the turn, and the alarm bells may not be ringing at Anfield, but they are certainly amongst the global support base. The substituting of Benayoun brought with it a chorus of boos’ from the Kop… when last did you hear the Kop boo its own, even if it is the manager?

Anfield Express Man of the Match: Yossi Benayoun
29th of October 2009:
Liverpool FC 2-0 Manchester United
Anfield, Liverpool
Barclays Premier League

I would imagine that the nerves amongst the faithful set in as early as Wednesday prior to kick-off, as the world kept telling us that we were destined to become cannon-fodder in front of the ‘relentless’ United machine…
A little under two hours on a Sunday afternoon has the ability to make everything seem warm and fuzzy, more especially as we record our third straight win over United, and did so in some style. Superb all-round performances from all 11 players, even the subs played their part, Skrtel to scare us with two wayward defensive headers, and N’gog to thrill us with as cool a finish as you could wish for.

Anfield Express Man of the Match: Lucas Leiva 

28th of October 2009:
Arsenal 2-1 Liverpool FC
Emirates Stadium, London

Carling Cup 4th Round

An entertaining outing for the second-stringers, and some of the up-and-coming players, and a corker of a goal from Insua, to boot, but too little in the way of quality finishers meant that we were unable to respond to Bentner’s second-half strike.
Babel missed a golden chance from 3-yards, and we had a decent penalty shout following Senderos’ hand-ball in the area. Decent outing for Aquilani debuting for the first team, and glimpses of N’gog’s new found confidence following the United goal.

Anfield Express Man of the Match: Philip Degen
31st of October 2009:
Fulham FC 3-1 Liverpool FC
Craven Cottage, London
Barclays Premier League
Gobsmacked, shattered, bereft of an explanation, just a few of the emotions that went through my pip at around 7pm after the match.
Make no mistake, we were abysmal, with an absolute surplus of possession, and absolutely no idea of how to make it count. Take Torres out of the equation, and we looked like mid-table mediocrity.

Rafa has a mountain to climb.

Anfield Express Man of the Match: Fernando Torres
A VIEW FROM THE BACKLINE

IRRELEVANT MUSINGS FROM A SENILE OLD FOOL…

I have a question for you: how many of you go through pre-match rituals in the belief that what you are doing has an indirect influence on Liverpool’s on-field performance?
Tell you a secret, I do, and have done so for as far back as I can remember. I think it harks back to the days that I actually played football, and with the very limited coverage we had back then of English football, me, like every other kid I knew, devoured football publications like ‘Shoot!’ magazine, and invariably mimicked what we had read about our heroes of the day. So developed certain superstitions, if you will, regarding how you mentally prepared for a match, how you dressed etc. and if the teams result was good, you continued the habit until fortune changed, and it was largely based on similar habits that you’d read about.

Silly things we did, sometimes too. I begged my mother for weeks, did every chore I could possibly do, even lugged my Dad’s golf-bag around 18 holes, just to be able to afford a pair of boots we’d seen advertised, and happened to be the footwear of choice of one Kevin Keegan. Never mind the fact (discovered later) that 6-stud boots are agony on rock-hard Highveld pitches, I wore them with pride on the field, and moaned like a girl after.
In high-school, Capital 604 started to broadcast football scores on a Saturday evening, and it meant that irrespective what you were doing at the time, come 7pm everyone huddled around a radio and battled through the medium-wave static to cheer, or jeer, as the various results were announced. Being a Liverpool supporter back then meant you cheered far more than you were jeered, but in a way you realized how you had manipulated your timetable to ensure that you were within reasonable proximity to a radio come Saturday evening.
An abiding memory was representing Vaal Schools in a fixture against Western Transvaal the night of our 1981 European Cup triumph, and when we discovered that there was a significant overlap in times between our match and the kick-off in Paris, we had the goal-keeper keep a small radio in the goal mouth tuned into the BBC, whose World Service carried commentary of the match. I played as a centre-back, and my best mate, he of Birkenhead origin, played as an attacking midfielder, in a team renowned for its attacking prowess. The truth be told, never before, and never since, did we defend as deeply as we did against the mealie farmers that night, but feeding a stream of constant match updates took precedence over a silly little thing like representing your province.
As one got older, so the ‘habits’ that one used in a pre-match routine became more refined, aided and abetted, I may add, by the advent of televised football matches, and the ‘commentary fill’ that many commentators still use to pad awkward moments of potential silence where commentary is unnecessary. Things that spring to mind are the taping up of shin-pads in a certain way that I believe Stevie Nichol employed, or so said John Motson, him of the Beeb fame. Thank the lord above that Davey Beckham’s penchant for wearing his missus’ knickers hadn’t quite become fashionable back then. 
Once English matches enjoyed greater press coverage, one starts to notice the link between deed and result, so much so that a win some 10,000 kilometers away MAY just have been because the previous evening you’d watched a video of an old game… so next Friday night, you do the same, watch an old video, and should Liverpool again win come Saturday, well, no prizes for guessing what next Friday night involves. 

My father’s words to me the day I started work remain… you’re earning your own money now, so stop pinching my bloody beer! And it was so. 

Before the introduction of satellite television, we may have been blessed with a Liverpool match, televised live, possibly once a month, and strangely enough, through the SABC as well. As a poorly paid carpenter (then), the rituals became more elaborate. If we knew that the Reds were to feature on Saturday, plans were made well in advance of kick-off, and sufficient beverage secured before the wallet ran dry. Girlfriends knew not to expect a night out (not that I could have afforded it anyway), and the mates arrived, dependant on their state of economic embarrassment, from anytime just after breakfast to a few minutes before kick-off. Discussion was loud and usually knowledgeable, and often well-oiled, but the pleasure of being part of this band of brothers to whom supporting Liverpool was not a deviation in life, but the essence of life itself, meant that the next broadcast of a Liverpool match couldn’t come quickly enough.
When replica strips first became available, it was only in the UK that one could actually buy one, and no such things as names on the back or fancy-pancy Premiership (still a dream back then) badges on the sleeve either… as it was, so you got it. Hell, to OWN one put you at least a yard ahead of everyone else, and to be able to walk into a gathering of the faithful, at whichever bar had been designated for mutual destruction, wearing THE strip… well, you were the man! It did mean, however, that a network started up where people going to the UK were contacted, harassed, bullied, whatever, to make the necessary purchase whilst they were there. You didn’t even have to know the people, they knew somebody who knew somebody who knew you, that’s how you got their name. I’ve since discovered, after the trend of names and numbers, that every name I’ve put onto my replica home strip has gone on to leave the club within a year of my purchase… next season we get new home strips, I’m thinking Voronin.
But to the modern day, and still this predilection with pre-match rituals that, somewhere in the grey matter occupying my pip, I believe have some sort of bearing on Liverpool results. They’ve changed over time, used to be that I’d sit back on a Friday night and put on a LFC DVD, have a couple of Grolsch’s, and hope all would work out, that ritual still continues, but I now know that it doesn’t always work, as happened on two occasions last term, and four times this, but it’s like a night-light for a scared ten year-old.

But there’s one habit that I have that I will never stop, irrespective of how we fare. I have a picture of the Hillsborough Memorial in a collage I made, all taken on my first visit to Anfield. It hangs at the top of the staircase, and every time I pass it, I run my fingers down the two columns of names. It’s in that moment that the connection between me, a simple fool in South Africa, and the club I love in L4, Liverpool, England is at its strongest.
YNWA.


Compiled By Elli Lechtman:
WELCOME TO THE CLUB

The following members have joined the club in the past few months

	FIRST SEASON

	Mark Furman

Dean Furman

Nicholas Aresti

Stephane Aresti

Keara Aresti

Jake Aresti

Roan Johnson

Imran Simmins

Zainunissah Simmins

Dale September

Fadil Hoosain

Grahame Jones

Gareth Jones

Heather Jones

Stuart Wilson

Jon Abraham

Daniel Abraham
	Daniel Govender

Leelan Govender

Subashni Govender

Bruce Sneddon

Adrian Cook

Carla Cook

Oliver Mateman

Strini Govender

Shabir Sarally

Manzura Sarally

Zulaykha Sarally

Darryl Sarally

Michael Jansen

Miranda Jansen

Nathan Jansen

Natasha Jansen
Dia Wilson


	SECOND SEASON

	Ebrahiem Abrahams

Shubnam Bhayat

Tasmiya  Abdool Aziz

Ayesha
Abdool Aziz

Silvan Chetty

Jay Shanmugam

Yashmir Shanmugam

Taahira
Shanmugam

Nadia Sarang

Haaniya Sarang

Peter Tolond

Beate Schoess

Eddy Blatt
	Heloise
Smith

Fred Allibone

Luke Mulder

Ravi Saroop

Nathan
Maduraimuthu 

Charmaine Maduraimuthu 

Bradley
Maduraimuthu 

Kegan Lee Maduraimuthu 

Craig Faure

Ethan Kahlberg

Hannah
Kahlberg

Gabriel
Kahlberg


	THIRD SEASON

	Nipun
Jeeva

Riaz Abdool Aziz

Richard
Ingram
	Charlotte Ingram

Trevor Cowie

Travis Johnston


	FOURTH SEASON

	Leo McKay

Mark De Wee

Mervyn
 Shanmugam

Chetin Ramjee

John Warburton
	Mark Page 

Jim Abraham

Jennie 
Abraham

Arthur
Rushmer

Dave Walters


	FIFTH SEASON

	Ziyaad Sarang   and Selwyn Kahlberg

	EIGHTH SEASON

	Daniel Lechtman

	NINTH SEASON

	Elli Lechtman

	FOURTEENTH SEASON

	Maria Manias

	SIXTEENTH SEASON

	Graham Nichols


MATCH TICKETS

SECOND HALF OF THE SEASON

Anfield have not yet communicated this month’s deadline for when applications have to be in for the second half of the season. 

In the mean time however, if any paid-up member wishes to travel to the UK and watch a match at Anfield in 2010, please send in your names and the match you’d like to attend so that I can submit numbers to Anfield per game.

A reminder that the Supporters Club only has access to home Premier League games.  Should we not obtain our complete requested allocation i.e. we ask for 10 but only receive 7, priority will be given to older members as well as members who applied for 2010 well in advance. 

GENERAL MEETING

NOVEMBER

Due to the postponement of October’s general meeting, I’d like to have it this month. Communication will be sent out once this has been finalised with the committee. 

Thanks

Elli Lechtman

Chairman

LFC Supporters Club

Visit us on the web on www.liverpoolfc.co.za 

The Anfield Express
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FACTFILE


Name:	Graeme James Souness


D.O.B:	6th of May 1953


Place:	Edinburgh, Scotland





PLAYING FACTS


Signed as a pro for Spurs as a 15 year old in 1968. 


Played 176 games for Middlesborough, scoring 22 goals.


Played 247 games for Liverpool, scoring 38 goals.


Capped 54 times by Scotland.


Has managed 8 different club sides, ending at Newcastle United in 2006.





DID YOU KNOW?


Souness was the first Rangers manager to sign a catholic player when he brought Mo Johnson to the club.


After his bypass operation, and while still in charge of Liverpool, Souness sold his story to the S*n newspaper, which released the article on the 15th of April, 1992 – the third anniversary of the Hillsborough tragedy.











LIVERPOOL FOOTBALL CLUB – OFFICIAL SUPPORTERS CLUB: GAUTENG BRANCH


PO BOX 2062


Bedfordview


SOUTH AFRICA


Email: �HYPERLINK "mailto:supportersclub@liverpoolfc.co.za"�supportersclub@liverpoolfc.co.za�


Web: www.liverpoolfc.co.za











There are precious few sporting entities with the history enjoyed by Liverpool Football Club. Over the course of this season, we bring you the history of our beloved club, serialized into bite-sized chunks, and essential bed-time reading for all supporters of the greatest club on earth.
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In next month’s issue: The Legacy of the Boot-Room.
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Join us on the web for the latest news, rumours and discussion: www.liverpoolfc.co.za
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Last year we ran a couple of recipes, which seemed to become quite popular, and it was suggested that we look at doing a recipe in each of the newsletters. So, armed with suggestions, or favourites, we hoofed the missus out of the kitchen and whipped up some really easy meals to make, and pretty good to eat, as well. Now, if I can just convince the wife to do the washing up…
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Looking across Anfield toward the Kop.





To those who don’t know, Supareds, the famed scribe on our site @ � HYPERLINK "http://www.liverpoolfc.co.za" �www.liverpoolfc.co.za� is also sometimes known as Ryan Watson. Ryan is a South African now living in London, and has the record of never having seen Liverpool lose, when attending a match. Ryan was at Anfield when United traveled the prerequisite 36 miles to greatness.








Every month, I’ve asked a guest reviewer to take a look at CD’s they believe are worthy of your hard-earned shekels. In this issue, Guitar Hero maestro, Jim Abraham, gives Pearl Jam’s new offering Backspacer a spin, and tells it like it is in his own unique style. Jim is an old friend of the South African Reds, and part of the committee that started our Hillsborough memorial. 
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Win a copy of Pearl Jam’s latest album:


Backspacer


Question: Which label did Pearl Jam sign for in 2006?


Email your answers to � HYPERLINK "mailto:anfield.express@gmail.com" �anfield.express@gmail.com� by the 27th of November 2009. Please put ‘CD Comp’ into the subject line. Competition is open to paid-up members of the supporters club only. Judges decision is final, and no debate will be entered into, irrespective of the size of the bribe.


Last month’s winner of the Muse CD is: Davy Moodley. Enjoy it, mate!
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The Kop... noisy before, during and after the game
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Finally calm after Torres’ goal, Ryan and boet.
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However hard you try, you just cannot find any sympathy.
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