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STOCKISTS:
Selectadisc Records, 2l
Market Street; The News
House, St James Street;
Programme World, Arkwright
Street; Sport-in-Print,
Radcliffe Road; West's
News, 1A Radcliffe Road
(opp. the TBI); Beeston
News, 86 High Street (opp.
the Greyhound); and from
freezing minions in the
vicinity of the ground.
Also:
Sportsview, 24 Royal
Exchange, Newark.
Sportspages, Cambridge
Circus, Charing X Road,
London WC2.
The stall outside No.18
Colwick Road will make a
return v Sheff Weds on

0April hth.
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SUBSCRIPTIONS:
Ã5.70 for the next 6 issue

OR
Ã9.50 for the next 10, P+P
included. Please state
which issue you wish your
sub to start from.
Overseas subscriptions
available on request.
BACK ISSUES:
No.s 3 + A (40p each)
No.5 9 to 24 (50p each)
No.5 25 to 28 (70p each).
Please add 30p P+P for one
magazine, plus 10p for eac
further issue.
SPECIAL OFFER:
Any ten for Ã5 including
P+P.

ALSO AVAILABLE:
* the when Saturday Comes
acclaimed BRIAN Annual,
three times the size of a
normal BRI for a mere Ã2.50
(Ã2 current subscribers)
inc. P+P.
* the Get Your Writs Out
For The Lads fanzine
compilation book, includes
loads of earlyðish BRIAN
stuff ð Ã7.
* T~shirts (Ã&), long-
sleeved (Ã8) - see
illustration in Annual.
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You'll notice that the mood of his issue changes from
page to page: from the vague optimism preðWhite Hart
Lane to the jubilant conviction that followed; from
postðSheffield United disillusionment to postðPompey
dejection. Everybody's gotta lose sometime, and I
suppose three Cups would've been n little bit greedy.
There are about 85 clubs in the Football League who
would dearly love to be in our position ð two Wembley
appearances to look forward to and 90 minutes away from -
the longðawaited return to Europe - but the burning
question is what the hell do we do with all our lucky
scarves, rituals and underpants that have accumulated I
over the Cup runs? If we continue with the
superstitions to wembley will our luck be w.H.L. or
Fratton?

Anyway, it's certainly been an eventful six weeks
since the last BRIAN. The astonishing vocal performance
at Spurs; Brian Laws being sent off (we are West Ham
and I claim my five pounds); Psycho captaining England
again (and if Taylor's got any sense he'll let him keep
the job for Sweden); the arrival of John Moncur (the
new John Sheridan?); the departure of Steve Sutton. The
latter has been expected for some time, yet most will
be saddened to see Sutty leave under such a cloud (and
for a fraction of his worth). But who can blame him

H
i

after the way
space in this
left to state

Clough has insulted and ignored him? No
issue for a full career resume, so it's
the traditional best wishes for his

future career. However, in view of the fact that he's
gone to Derby I can't quite bring myself to do this,
but thanks for all the pleasure you gave to us Steve,
and may none of the goals conceded during the Rams
inexorable slide be your fault.
In the League we've been as inconsistent as ever,

although I'm sure it'd be a different story if there
was a pre~Heysel level of UEFA Cup places to chase for.
The defence is thankfully starting to tighten up, and
we have "Ã2 million misfit" Teddy well on course for
beating the Clough Era record of 26 goals in a season.
Now that the Cup front is a little more relaxed we
should start picking up a few more points, thus
preventing any thoughts BC may have had about leaving
us in the same state that he found us, ie Division Two.
The Almighty has now declared his intention to have at
least one more crack at the Cup and the Title.
Hopefully we'll win the Rumbelows to give him another
tilt at Europe, and the ZDS would give a symmetrical
look to celestial mantlepiece. Two out of three ain't
bad.
On the BRIAN front, once again we apologise for being
late, but in all the excitement we just plain forgot.
Issue 30 ~ the League Cup Special ð is earmarked for
the Sheff weds game on 4th April, so please send all
contributions as soon as possible. See you at Wembley.
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"All we want is a home draw" is the

fervent wish of any 5th Round victors,
but it was no surprise when Forest were
drawn away at this stage for the 4th
successive time. As the previous three
ties, at Highbury, Old Trafford and
Carrow Road, had ended with memorable
victories, and with the Pompey tie just
a week after the tremendous White Hart
Lane performance, it was hardly
surprising that the "Red & White Army"
turned out in force once more. There's
nothing quite like the atmosphere of
such occasions ð although the football
quality rarely matches it - and this
year again proved the point, providing
enough incident to last the long journey
home.
Referee Lodge must have hoped for a

quiet day's work after a public mauling
from Graeme Souness the previous week,
but his sheer inconsistency, so typical
of referees these days, left one
wondering if he wasn't the son of one of
the Forest coaching staff. Some have
suggested that "Stephen Lodge" is in
fact Harry on a mission to wreak revenge
on Cloughie for leaving him out of last
year's Final. Whichever planet Mr Lodge
inhabits the other 6 days of the week,
he could have bought a one-way ticket
back there had he collected the coins
thrown at him by some meatheads in our
end (part of the "immaculately behaved"
crowd as described by everyone's
favourite surrealist, the Independent's
Joe Lovejoy, who presumably missed the
51 Pompey arrests, pitch invaders
flicking V-signs and mouthing "Come on
then, Forest" in front of the away end,
etc). Mr Lodge sensibly was first down

MARK CDOSSLEY In
LIES & DRUGS SHOCKED!

the tunnel at the end of the match, and
we never did work out who was the
mysterious figure, naked but for a light
blue towel, who joined the still kitted-
out Pompey heroes in the director's box
to take the crowd's applause.

The pitch invasion itself was possibly
led by everyone's favourite, Graham
"Smiler" Kelly, who watched the match
not from the neutrality of the
director's box but on the home terracing
at the Fratton End. Good to know how
impartial our lords and masters are. To
these bizarre sights one must add
others, such as the outrageously camp
sailor (in full uniform) mincing around
the perimeter with a wooden sign bearing
the legend "Play Up Pompey" (and one
imagines there is nothing he would
rather do); the unbelievably bad
national disco dancing pom-pom waving
pre-match entertainers (forty female and
one male dancer); the universally
acclaimed cure for hooliganism, DJ Bear
("I was just about to lob this brick
into the home end, but the sight of that
guy in the oversize panda suit booting
cheapo plastic footballs into the crowd
has made me think again about mindless
violence" ); the scandalously bad
policing, etc..

Of course at the end of it all we were
out of the Cup, but there are some
consoling factors:

1). Cloughie will have to stick
around for another year at least.

2). Two Wembley trips are expensive
enough in these recession hit times.

3). We were spared the emotional
trauma of another Liverpool v Forest
semi.

4). erm...that's it.
Still, with the FA Cup now relying on

penalties to divide teams, the Rumbelows
is the premier competition these days.
Roll on April 12th! by TEACHERMAN.

crap night?, and What's it
SEX. really like to, you know...

do it?!?
I think we should be told!

YOUR ROVING REPORTER
.1-r.____ððððð _-r _ M __.~.__S , In an exclusive repQ1_'t' admission when obviously " KITTUP.

Please make all cheques CONTRIBUTOR =_ h B b w_ the BRIAN can reveal that underage - lying? - but he
and Postal orders payable A Qockney Redô JO n en O ô Mark Crossley, the was also seen to gyrate his
to J_S_PR1TCHARD_ Brian Bumfluff; HarryDJ B _ n And Duke Nottingham Forest first body in a provocative

Carry; _rla Ä_ T.y l team goalkeeper, was seen manner whilst in close
COMING SOON: Johnny Garibaldi, im fre uentin RITZY ni htclub - - f 1
The BRIAN Summer Special, Goush; Steve Henley;
similar format to the Richard Harrison; the
Annual, available mid- May}$Humberside Red; Justified
June. All contributions Ancient Red; Damien
very welcome. More news Alfó M8Â1<iI'lT1@Y; Martin <5 Tim;
next issue. Alex Money; Glenn NOWBIS;

òVñòòñ-ñòñòññò' Others; Red Reg; Frances
And finally; 8 big thank Reeves; Rob from Bulwell;
you to my Na" for Providing Sandiacre Tree; Bob

a new Stevens; the

Pr1nter- HOPE You notice Teacherman; Nora Tiger;
the difference! Willo & Trev Woolley.

q g g proximity to
after the recent Leicester member of the opposite sex .
City v Nottingham Forest who is known to be a
ZDS Cup tie. "woman" - and we all know

8 EH13 E

The RITZY nightclub, what that sort of activity ii ,
formerly a favourite haunt can lead to.
of the ill-fated Nigel Urgent questions need to m
Jemson, runs an over 25 s be asked by the Forest þyô
night every Wednesday, management team if this
where it's known that drugs type of behaviour is to be I

ð alcohol, nicotine etc - curtailed, like Why was he ...blllISt1.|lpl'BfOlóþ1Q
are freely available. seen to be enjoying himself I

1 Not only did Crossley gain so much when I had such a
.2_ _3_
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That Promotion Season
There has been a lot written in past

BRIAN's about That Championship Season,
but I don't recall anything about the
momentous going's on of the season before
that; That Promotion Season. So...let's
put our younger readers in the picture,
stir up some memories for us old fogeys,
and take a trip back to I976ð77...
It's now fifteen years since we won a

place in Division One; something that
very few of us would have thought likely
as the notðso-Tricky Trees set off on
their adventures through the Second
Division. My own memories are somewhat
hazy, being only a gormless teenager
myself at the time, but these are the
things that stand out.
Things were different in them there

days, you could still stand in front of
the Main Stand, and the East Stand
(towards the Bridgford End) was home to
our more vociferous supporters ð and to a
fair sprinkling of psychopaths. The East
Stand was truly wonderful. You'd get
covered in crap trudging across the car
park out the back, the seats were no more
than benches in a dank and decrepit
wooden shed, but the view from the
terraces was perfect. Only the back few
steps were sheltered by the roof, but you
could easily clamber over the fence into
the seats if it rained. Away fans
generally stood in the other half of the
East Stand (towards the Trent End),
though teams like Chelsea (of whom more
later) and (if I remember right)
Southampton brought sufficiently
humungous numbers with them to be given
the entire Trent End. Ivor Thirst (for
Shipstones Ale) still adorned the old
County-style scoreboard, though it was
years since he'd waved his rattle when we
scored.

Times were rough and this season
probably witnessed the worst ever
violence in and around the City Ground.
Away travel was fraught with untold
danger. Scarves, silk ones worn around
the wrist, were essential fashion
accessories for home games but a strict
no-no when travelling. Us young beaus
craved six-button Oxford bags, a three
star jumper, and drooled over the ever-
present programme advert for herring-
boned patterned jackets with monster
lapels from Jeff's Fashion Centre. The
meaner elements of our support were still
easily identifiable by Doc Marten boots
and donkey jackets and went about their
way under the decidedly imaginative name
of the "The Mad Squad". "The Mad Squad,
united. will never be defeatedò as the
saying went. It was probably quite nearly
true. Forest had a reputation. The
sportswear craze was yet to evolve.
Designer labels had yet to hit the

ml?ó

terraces. However, these were indeed
groovy times and before the season was
halfway through the Punk thing had
exploded. The Pistols, Damned and Clash
etc. had mostly replaced Abba, Bowie,
Bolan and Elvis and the likes of Genesis
and Pink Floyd as the soundtrack for the
season. Our fashion aspirations veered
chaotically towards drainpipes and safety
pins. Undeniably, Chelsea became the most
respected (not to say fears) fans, being
at the heart of the scene and having a
gigantic following that included a vast
number of very órealô looking punk types,
weirder and harder than we Could even
dream of being. They even had a band
ónamed after themó. A crap band
admittedly, but who cared. By '77 we had
the Queen's Silver Jubilee and things got
well anarchic. "We mean it maaaaan!!"

The Forest shirts were a particularly
shapeless creation with a stripey floppy
collar by Uwin, and the away kit plumbed
hitherto unknown depths, being a yellow
thing with a broad white and blue stripe
running down the left-hand side of the
shirt and (I may be wrong about this)
continuing down the shorts. Not very
attractive. Our style hero of the time
was Terry Curran, well sexy with a 'tache
and a loose perm.

We were reasonably well supported. Home
gates started off around l2ðlA,000,
climbed to an average of 18-19,000 and
hit the heights of 30,000+ for the big
games. we took a fair sized following
away too, probably around the same
numbers as we do now, but unfortunately
this seemed to bring out the worst in the
loony fringes at the places we visited.
Travel was dirt cheap on footy special
trains, though you could guarantee that
the trains provided would be British
Rail's worst possible rolling stock
(designed for transporting cattle, I
remember always thinking), and you'd go
some hideously long, slow route to
wherever it was you were trying to get.

On the actual football front, we were
into our 2nd full season with BC at the
helm. Things had begun to look a little
more promising last season, after his
arrival. We'd finished 8th in 75-76, but
I doubt that anyone would have put too
much of their life savings on us getting
out of Division 2 in an upwards direction
- relegation maybe, but mid-table
mediocrity was probably the likeliest end
to the season. In fact, the Pies even
looked decidedly more promising than us.
Peter Taylor had signed a four year

contract, coming from a spectacularly
unsuccessful stint flying solo at
Brighton. BC was moved to say that this
was "the best stroke of business this
club has done for years". Prophetic words
indeed.

A typical Forest line-up at the
beginning of the season would have been:
Peter Wells; Colin Barrett; Frank Clark;

John McGovern; Sammy Chapman; Ian Bowyer;
Terry Curran; Martin O'Neill (or Sean
Haslegrave); John O'Hara; Barry Butlin;
John Robertson. At the time, not exactly
names to get over-excited about, but by
the end of the season heroes all.

A pre-season tour of Germany had
produced A wins, a single defeat and a
sizeable haul of goals - all admittedly
against teams we'd never heard of then
and teams you're never likely to hear of
again: - S.V.Furth, Jahn Regensburg,
Augsburg, Furstfeldenbruck and H.S.B.
Heidenheim. Not quite yer Bayerns,
Hamburgs and yer Colognes, but then we
were no big name at the time either.

We were also entered in the sadly missed
Anglo-Scottish Cup and came through a
reasonably severe qualifying group,
beating West Brom and Bristol City (both
in Div One then), and drawing away to
Notts. Glamour games v Ayr United,
Kilmarnock and Orient loomed on the
distant horizon. I said these were groovy
times, didn't I?

The season proper started on August
21st, with a rather demanding (believe it
or not) away game at Fulham. A good side
way back then. The Reds managed a
creditable 2-2 draw at Fulham (Aug 21st),
and followed this up midweek with a less
impressive l-l at home to Charlton. The
first Saturday home game (Aug 28th), and
my first of the season, was a tough
looking game against Wolves. wolves were
probably just about everyone's favourites
for the 2nd Division Championship and
were managed (I think) by the nearð
legendary Sammy Chung. wickedly funny as
we were, we could come up with no better
piss-take than "Sammy Chung and his
Chinese Iakeaway", but it was us that

o ' ónl 5- 3 L)þY-,
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ended up with the egg (foo young,
maybe...groan) on our chins as the
Wanderers romped to an all-too-easy
looking 3-l win in front of 17,222
people. The abiding memory of this game
is not what happened to the pitch, but of
the VEFY ugly crowd trouble which went on
throughout. Bricks flew to and fro across
the corner of the Bridgford End and a
number of blood-splattered people were
helped away from the Pavilion road and
the Main Stand Enclosure.
The next home game was a much more

pleasant affair ð a A-3 win against
Hereford, notable for a couple of
crackers from I.Bowyer Esq. In those
days, he seemed to have a Psycho-esque
rocket in his boots, but must have signed
some bizarre disarmament treaty soon
after because it disappeared without
trace. Also, John Middleton now began to
establish himself as the first choice *
goalie, ahead of Peter Wells.

I think Bomber might have picked up some
goal of the season type thingy for one of
the two goals v Hereford. Forest were
featured none too often on the telly
highlight programmes. Match of the Day
only occasionally lowered its sights to
the 2nd Division, and Star Soccer could
001? drag itself away from the West
Midland ógiantsô a few times a season.
Anyone who remembers it will surely miss
Star Soccer. Inevitably featuring the
classic "Beer at home means Davenports"
5Á08 in the adverts. and equally
inevitably featuring either Birmingham
City, NBA, Coventry, Derby or Wolves
{"0511 they 80t themselves relegated).
The memories though ..Brumós penguin
5hlFt5, COvós green and black away kit,
and the amazing number of those funny
little blue 3-wheeler cars round the
pitch at Highfield Road. Kevin Hector
doing forward rolls on the Baseball
Ground mudheap when he scored. what more
could you want after Space 1999, Joe 90

UFO on a Sunda aft rnoon han to be
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solidly entertained by the towering
talents of Huw Johns and Gary Newbon. Old
Huw was quite possibly the most inept
commentator imaginable. His commentaries
consisted of little other than glaring
mistakes when identifying players, and
the phrase "Kevin Hector/Jon Richards/
Ernie Hunt....ooooh, I say!!". Gary
Newbon, obviously, was a brainless
tosser. In an everchanging world, it's
very comforting to know that there's some
things that never change.

A storming 2-l win at home to Kilmarnock
(Sept l®th) in the Anglo-Scottish Cup put
the smell of silverware in our nostrils,
you could sense that maybe Ken Smales
would have to send out one of his
minnions to buy a tin of Brasso for the
first time since 1959.
Three days later, Forest made a hugely

important signing from Birmingham City.
Peter Withe agreed terms (and made his
debut later - Sept 25th ð scoring in a
5-1 home win v Carlisle). A legend had
arrived! A strapping bloke, who always
looked knackered to me, but had an
uncanny knack of sticking the ball in the
net. Goals began to flow. Also, around
this time, Forest supporters were living
in perpetual fear of BC, already the
undoubted saviour of the club, leaving.
Sunderland booted out Bob Stokoe and
there were serious worries that Brian
would head North-East. Later, in January,
the fears returned lOOðfold with the
distinct possibility of Brian quitting
football altogether to become a sheep
farmer. Well, manager of Derby anyway.
he were unceremoniously bundled out of

the League Cup at home to Coventry (Sept
Z1). This one finished 3-0 and we really
did look outclassed. This result caused
immeasurable personal heartbreak as I'd
supported Cov up until the age of seven
(don't ask, it's a long story), and began
to think I should never have fallen for
the charms of Duncan McKenzie ahead of
Willie Carr.

The next memorable game was at home to
Sheffield United (Oct 9th); another of
the promotion favourites, having only
just come down from Division l. The game
itself was a cracker, and I'll get Onto
that in a sec. The outstanding feature of
this particular Saturday afternoon though
was the awe-inspiring fashion sense of
one of our mates. Someone, who shall
remain nameless for reasons that will
become quite apparent, chose this
occasion to parade a set of togs most of
us would have killed for. A skinny-ribbed
jumper with "Nottingham Forest"
emblazoned on it (from Victoria Market, I
think) and phenomenally large Oxford bags
that, had they not been flapping so
violently in the wind, would easily have
covered the end of his shoes and achieved
that much sought after "Womble" look. And
the shoes...very stylish cream numbers
with monstrous platforms. The City Ground
was not ready for this. It was too good
to last though, something had to go and

it did, in spectacular style. Forest won
6-l and the surge of bodies that greeted
the 6th goal was the Style King's
undoing. The bloke behind him got caught
in his flares and our hero's trousers
were ripped from top to bottom. A truly
sorry sight and a lesson for all
potential fashion victims.
If the drubbing of Sheffield United

planted a few seeds of hope about
promotion, the next League match cruelly
dug them up again (Oct 16th). Blackpool
were going well and were a few places
above ourselves when we travelled to the
world's 2nd bestholiday spot (after
Skegsyi of course). It should have been H
good trip, this one. An afternoon on the
Pleasure Beach, a paddle in the icy,
polluted waters of the Irish Sea, kiss-
me-quick hats, candy floss and a
resounding win for the Reds. Sadly
though, it was not to be. First of all,
we were cornered on the pier by a
continguent of Blackpool subnormals, werv
chased along the beach, got caught,
duffed up and had our scarves nicked.
Secondly, Blackpool beat us 1-0 and we
came away from Bloomfield Road convinced
that we were far too average to go up.
Thoroughly depressing.

The AngloðScottish Cup brought a home
win (2-l) against Ayr Utd and suddenly wv
had a Cup Final to look forward to.

The next League game (Oct 23rd) was
another classic, but was ruined by an
injury to Terry Curran that put him out
for the rest of the season. "Promotion
has just limped out of the door", said W
of TC. A tragedy, no less, that took Chw
joy out of a classy 5-2 win against
Burnley. Still, at least Curran bowed oul
in suitably fantastic style. A miscued
goal-kick from the Burnley keeper landed
at the feet of Curran, who was somewheru
around the halfway line, kneeling down
replacing his shinpad. In true Tricky
style, he proceded to run full pelt
towards the unsuspecting goalie, ball at
feet, shinpad in hand, and planted the
ball in the back of the net. The
assembled 15,279 gasped in sheer
wonderment.

Tony Woodcock found a place in the Sidv
and formed a classy partnership with the
big feller, Peter Withe. This was a real
stroke of luck as Woodcock had earlier
been farmed out on loan to Doncaster and
was keen to get away from Forest.
Woodcock provided the pace we needed in
the absence of the great TC.
Another signing gave us a much healthivu

looking defence. Larry Lloyd had been
playing for us on-loan from Coventry and
signed properly around this time. The
team was beginning to take shape and Chv
nucleus of the future Champions was
established.

The opening of November brought wins
against Blackburn (3-0 at home) and
Orient (l-O away).

Next on the agenda was a visit from
Chelsea....to be continued. ..
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BACKRQQM) BCDYS
Looking at the Forest backroom staff

the Old Boy Connection is strong, and I
believe this practice must be maintained
so as to stave off any attempts by
future management to introduce alien
tactics such as the long ball and the
offside trap. The present team possess
The Forest Style and would hopefully
carry this on by coaching youngsters in
the True Way of Football. But which of
our heroes could be taken aboard the
management team once their playing
careers are over?

Young Norman could never be put in
charge of team selection given his
ability to drop things - he might drop
the whole first team squad, thus leading
to a disastrous slide into oblivion.

Gary "Scoophead" Charles? I don't think
so, if for no reason other than that I
could never watch a team picked by a guy
who has had an ice cream scoop taken out
of the top of his hairstyle.

OK, what about Psycho? His future may
lie as an untrained physio, charging
onto the pitch with his magic sponge and
even magicker line of chat ð "Get up you
****ing ****"...Couple this with
opponents mysteriously obtaining brown
stains on the back of their shorts just
at the sight of him running onto the
pitch and he's the ideal man for the
job - plus he'd only have to change one
letter and re~arrange his name, thus
enabling the Club Shop to update a 59th
version of the Psycho t-shirt.
I don't think des would be interested

in imparting the new tactical techniques
he picked up in Italy, probably he'd
rather laze around his swimming pool
supping Champers and nibbling Walker's
Crisps, which he'll undoubtedly
advertise once he's earned his 100th
Cap.
Tiler, Chet and Wassall ð central

defenders in management? Possibly Chet,

. H

but the call of selling Insurance or
being landlord of the village pub for
the others.

How about Roy Keane, another bound for
filthy lucre or lira? His frequent trips
to the homeland may lead to his
repatriation once his midfield days are
over, possibly serving Guinness.
Gary Crosby teaching youngsters to play

football???
Moving swiftly on to Scot Gerbil, the

technically brilliant son of a current
backroom staffer. With Scot as trainer
we could look forward to little l-2s on
the edge of a packed l8 yard area for
decades to come - possibly even from
Gerbil's Junior.

Young Nigel, now he is destined to
become Forest manager simply because all
other Football League chairmen would be
scared to employ him in case he's
inherited too much from BC. Can you
imagine Nigel being presented with the
Y.B.E. (Young Big 'Ead) by King Charles
for services to advertising?
Teddy is fated to be Danny Baker's in-

studio Messiah on the 606 show on radio
5, and possibly a chat show host in his
own right.
Kingsley Black will be offered the

manager's job but will turn it down in
favour of using his Oó Levels and love
of antiques in taking over from Hugh
Scully on the Antiques Roadshow; He will
become a sex symbol to a million OAPs
and will eventually diddle some poor old
sap out of a million quid by telling
them their Ming vase is indeed a fake,
offering to buy it for Ã5 before selling
it at Sothebys forza world record price
and running off with Dannii Minogue.

So it looks like we'll be stuck with
our current backroom boys until they all
look as old as Frank Muir!

by_THE STUDENT.
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