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Frank's Wild Year
So we've done it. At the start of the season many feared that bad management

at boardroom level, and latterly at managerial level, had sent the club into
permanent decline. All credit to Frank Clark and the boys for escaping the olf-
lield pressures and getting on with the job. Many queried the choice of Frankie
as manager, but the look on Psycho's face as he grins at Frank in the picture in
Monday's livening Post says it all: Frank has instilled respect and commitment
without becoming a tyrant. If only we could've beaten Oxford - or even scored
against them - we could well be champions, but who cares: FOREST
BACK. l wonder how Martin O'Neill feels now.
With the beneýt of hindsight, events at Peterborough couldn't have unfolded

any better - a stonking comeback and classic goals from our two biggest heroes.
liy 8pm that night l was incapable on conversation, l could only hug people and
sing. l even rang my Mother to thank her for her part in my being bom and
therefore able to witness the Redsô Return. The only downer was Frank Clark's
comments re." the pitch invasion (dealt with in more detail elsewhere). Had there
been a nasty atmosphere between us and the Posh fans I could have Lmderstand
Frank's point of view. but this was pure celebration. A black mark also to the
Notts police liir refusing to allow the Market Square party after the Sunderland
game - surely now you'll just have gangs of people roaming the streets in search
of something to do before the pubs open, and not all of them are likely to be in
party mood.

So it's back to Monday night football, green referees, Match of the Day and
match reports in every Sunday paper. lt's hard to tell how well we'll do; so many
of the playing squad are ALMOST top class but not quite. We've only really
played WELL in a handful of games all season...no doubt there'll be something
ofa clearout, with perhaps Rosario, Glover, Bull, (lemmill and/or Webb, Black
and Tiler, liaaland or Chettle on their way. We need a centre half who can win
balls in the air, a good left-sided central midýeld player, and a fairly proliýc
partner for Stan. Who knows what Frank's chequebook will bring.

Despite the highs ofDerby and Peterborough, there would have been a lot of
very cheesed-off people had Frank chosen not to play Stan at (lrimsby. Ã250,000
(or now .L' 100,000) is not 'l'I lA'l' much when you consider how much Premier
League football will bring in. llad Stan been leli out, got stroppy and demanded,
and got, a transfer, Nl*'l~'C would have lost far more than Ã250,000 on the gate...

So it's goodbye to the Trent End - it's only Friday and vandals / souvenir
hunters have already nicked the sign. Virtually all of us started our Tricky
careers in the cattle-shed and there will be some tears shed. If only it could've
been replaced with a standing structure with a decent view.

We are very sorry to report that the seemingly unending sqimbbling at board
level has taken a further turn for the worse. The latest unsavotuy incident
followed a stormy board meeting on 19th April. Alter the meeting concluded we
are told that an incident occurred in secretary Paul White's room wlterbv vice-
chairman Irving Kom threatened (ieorge Watcrhouse with pliysicul violence. We
can only hope that some semblance oforder returns to the boarilrootii next
season, although it may be that the lid will blow right off at some point in the
ýtturc.

Sony if this issue is even messicr than usual, but it's been mimloi living to get it
out on time. See you next season, and happy promotion.
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A We-eè-e--- Holidays In Th
Peterboro 2 Forest 3. 30/4/94.
Wow, what a great day out! 8,000+
ticket-holding Trickies and loads more
locked outside. A sunny Saturday, and a
Bank Holiday weekend too. Round it oiló
with an away win, promotion and a few
beers - passport to happiness. The
demand for tickets was so great that
mine was actually for the home fansô
end, .but room was tbund on the "down
the touchline" terrace, so we were
escorted past the baying hordes (like
1,500 can be called a horde!) to our
rightýil place.
Looking at the respective positions of

the teams, you kind of knew we were in
tbr goals a go-go, and so it proved, with
two in the ýrst seven minutes.
Regrettably, the scorers of these goals
were clad in blue, and there wasn't a
body present who could quite believe
their eyes. The Peterboro No.9, possibly
Mr Dominic Iorfa, did little to help
himself by making what can only be
described as "inflammatoQ, gestures" to
the assembled Trickies behind the goal.
The resultant booing and (from some
quarters) monkey noises, which endured
for most of the first half, were only to be
expected.

For a good twenty minutes or so we
were struggling. Bob Rosario was
playing alongside Stan, and you could
imagine him playing either for his place
in the Premiership squad next season or
in the shop window for passing
browsers. To paraphrase Brian Laws, the
Rosario gonads were well and truly run
oiló. Three minutes from the end of the
first half, Stan got himself on the end of
a through ball from (surely unsung hero
of the season?) David Phillips and, via
the goalkeeper's hand, the cat crept in.

The half-time interval provided
entertainment of a unique nature. Not for
Peterboro the banality of a half-time
scores rundown. Nope, in this part of
Fast Anglia the powers that be provide a
key vantage point for the viewing of the
game, namely a þoodlight pylon. Much
upward clarnbering was attempted by
many a travelling Tricky, and one
foolhardy soul, resplendent in an orange
wig, began climbing the ladder. "Going
up, going up. going up ", we chanted.

Our hero paused about a third ofthe
way up: "Higher, higher" we
bellowed, in our best Bruce
Forsythian tones. Said goon decided
enough was enough, however he was
overtaken on his way down by
another character going up, this one
choosing not the traditional method of
self-elevation but climbing the actual
pylon itself. His progress was admired
by all present, including a number of
the Cambridgeshire Constabulary,
and when he conquered the peak he
received the best applause of the half.
He was later joined by another brave
soul, and between them they secured a
Forest þag on the þoodlights. It did
my vertigo no good just peering up at
them. Mind you, I've got no head for
heights - I don't even like being this
tall.

To return to the onýeld activities, the
second half was almost total Forest
pressure, with the odd Peterboro foray
to keep the nerves up - they even hit
the bar at one stage, which would've
been "Goodnight Columbus ", had it
gone in. At the other end the
Peterboro goalie was playing
brilliantly, saving from Stan, Ian
Woan, Stoney, , , until TBBM
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e Sun
roared: "You're playing too well,
goalkeeper, f'""* oþ", to the '
amusement ofall, custodian included.
It took until the 82nd minute, and a

superhero type lunge forward for
Psycho to head the equaliser, which
meant we were up - current scores
standing. It all became immaterial six
minutes later when Stan walloped
Stoney's pass into the roofof the net.
Such was our glee that dozens of
Trickies ran onto the pitch. Cue police
dogs, police horses, and eventually a
Smart Pearce nmning over and ..
screaming: "USE YOUR F***ING
HEADS" at us. You could see his
point, of course.
Anyway, a couple ofminutes on, and

so were we all. Frank and Psycho
appeared in the stand to receive our
hero worship, and all was well with
the world.

So we are back. Thousands of
travelling supporters and not a hint of
trouble. Like Ipswich last year, red
and white good humour everywhere.
A flag on the highest point in
Peterborough (well, pretty high
anyway). A cracking game, good
football, passion, skill, commitment.
That's why I'm proud to be a Forest
fan. STEHE HANLEY.



0 FRANK CLARK
blasted the Notting-

ham Forest fans after
yesterday's promotion
party _was wrecked by a
pitch invasion following
the 3-2 triumph at
Petcrborough.
0Clnrhýiiild not con-

_ cal his delight after
his players had enabled
him to go some my to-
warrk laying the ghost of
Brian Clongh.
0 But the scenes of

_ crazgd: euphoria
Wlþdl followed the win at
London Road ruined his
planned celebrations.
0 Clark, who issued a

publicpleafororder
after the ñA
E-Pelt day the glub has
been spoiled in some way
by the scenes at the end.
0 "The pitchinvasion

by the hns= takes
some of-jhegloss offthe
occasion;-l But, when you
take the fencesó down,
what can you expect?
0 ñII the fans had

stopped in their
Pliers. the players would
have goneout to do a lap
of. honour, so the sup-
porters; could - have
acknowledgcd them.
0 :'Bnt that was made

impossible "by the
action of the fans ówho
threatened to ruin what
was a marvellous day for
the club.ò

ee eel es...._

Frank Clark Talks
Garbage Shock

Let's consider the facts, Mr Clark. Firstly.
the PA system at Petcrborough was inaudible
in the Moves terrace behind the goal. Any
announcements regarding safety. laps of
honour etc could not be heard by the 5.000
Forest fans behind the goal where I stood
( the PA ..s_\ stern may have been heard on the
(ilebe terrace, \\ here a further 3.000 Forest
fans it ere housed). Secondly. following
Stan's u inner. a senior police ofýccr walked
onto the pitch and appeared to beckon Forest
fans on the (ilcbe terrace t.o run onto the
pitch, presuniably to relieve the crushing at
the front ofthc terrace. The same police
olliccr again beckoned Forest fans onto the
pitch follow ing the ýnal whistle, at which
points the gates tilting the front of the l\/loyes
terrace \\ ere all opened by stewards to allow
the Forest fans behind the goal to get onto
the pitch. although by this time Forest fans
ringed the touchline.

I gather Mr Clark requested fans leave the
pitch in an orderly manner, although again
the PA system could not be heard in the
Main Stand above the noise of the
celebrations. From my position, fans of both
clubs were standing on the pitch with not a
hint of trouble, and in the Main Stand fans

\

The Best Day Of My Life
It \\ as S.30ai1i on the Saturday when I was woken up

by the sun shining. Alex came round at 8.45 and we set
offon our trek. from Portsmouth to Petcrborough. The
trallic was quiet and Vt e were there by noon. The sun was

were shaking linnds, so why the appeal for
calm. Mt" Clarkô?

The comment that really annoyed me was
the reference to the fences. There is no more
emotive subject than that of fcneces, Mr
Clark, particularly for fans of Forest and
Liverpool. 25,000 of us stood at
llillsborough while lifeless bodies were lined
up in front ofthc Kop - leave the subject of
fences well alone, we don't want them.

I wouldn't pretend that Forest fans didn't
cause some trouble last Saturday, notably in
Stamford and Loughborough, and if the
police can identify the hooligans then let's
ban them ýorn Trentsidc, we don't want them
either.

Petcrborough was the third time in three
seasons that Forest fans have been involved
in pitch invasions at the season's end, West
Ilam and Ipswich being the other two. At no
time was there any trouble, in fact the sets of
fans mingled happily together, many
exchanging scarves etc.. At Petcrborough,
sheer exuberance more than anything else
brought us onto the pitch.
If Mr Clark had wanted to make a stand

against pitch invasions he had ample
opportunity in 1974, when hooliganism
rather than passion brought the Geordie
scum onto the pitch.
If anything marred a marvellous day for

Nottingham Forest at Petcrborough, it was
Frank Clark's comments rather than the
actions of the supporters.

TIM G0..UGH..

We were going up. We knew.
The second half was better. We came at them, and that

wondemian Phillips kept their winger quiet. Stan, Bob

Forest Go Hi-Tech - Shocker!
I ceased venturing to the Sheep Dip for local derbies a

long time ago, when the league rules were changed
allowing home teams to keep all the gate receipts. No way
was any of my hard-earned cash ýnding its way into
Derby's coffers. Very childish, I know, but there you go.

Anyway, when the opportunity came to view the match
live on the "big screen", I snapped it up. The price seemed
a bit high at ýrst, Ã6 just to sit and watch the telly (Ã4 for
kids), but when it was pointed out that Forest had laid out
Ã25,000 just to set it up, it didn't seem so bad alter all.
The screen seemed rather small at ýrst, being dwarfed by
the Main Stand. Even though 34 square metres might
sound a lot, when you consider the average football pitch
is about 8,250 square metres the screen seemed to pale
into insigniýcancc in comparison. But as with all screens,
TV or cinema, once you're engrossed you see nothing else.

It was strange sitting in a football ground with no
players to chant at, but after a couple of false starts when
fans had felt too self-conscious to sing to a TV screen,
things started to warm up. Once the game had kicked otf
it was as though we'd all been transported to the game.

Gary Charles provided the highlight of the night, tbr
obvious reasons. I know the goal was credited to Steve
Stone but for me and many others it will always be
CharIes's goal. Only he knows why he plays balls like
that, but thank god he does. llis substitution gave the big
screen viewers a sight to savour for a long time. The
cameras followed him off the pitch and into the dugout,
where you could see him in close-up as he went all "Titty

MODEL SUPPORTERS

Forest tans will be horriýed to discover that the
supporters of some clubs are in the habit of booing and

Mammy" and had to be consoled by McFarland, who
gently patted his chest and gave him a fatherly hug. I'm
sure the mardy bastard was about to burst out crying.
Overall the night was a huge success. More people

watched the televised match at our ground (over 8,000)
than watched the promotion clash at Meadow Lane three
days later. Maybe if we'd lost I'd have felt differently
about the night, but we didn't and I don't. There are plans
for more screenings in the ýtture, and with the crap ticket
allocation we get at some away grounds it could become a
regular thing.

For any teclmo boffs out there, the game wasn't beamed
directly from Derby to Nottingham. First it was
transmitted to Central studios in Bimiingham, then it was

al
Stransferred to I3T's ýbre optic network and relayed to

Nottingham, where it was diverted to the City (órround
where there's a pemianent link to the system. It was then
transferred to the screen. Simple really when you know
how.

One amusing part of the whole proceedings came early
on when they tried to play a video tape of Forest's greatest
cup victories. We got a picture but no sound. After about
15 minutes they sorted the problem, but by then the game
was about to start so they took off the tape. It appears that
your average bog standard VHS household video tape just
isn't compatible with a hi-tech ýbre optic satellite down
link. So much for technology. I wonder if that's why my
CI)s won't play on my (irandma's gramophoneó?

TLREI--' W()()LLlÄI1.

gives Gary a

1
A delighted fan

piggy-back to Notts

still shining.
Alter a couple of beers we walked to the ground. Oftlie

ýrst 500 fans we sau less than ten were Posh supporters.
I was wearing my Bohinen regalia and was picked up b_v
the local TV cameras. I hope it \\ as never shoun - all I
managed was a goofy grin, fearing that my vocal chords
might take on an unwanted wave should I chant my
Viking hero's name. Alter putting my money on Lars to
score ýrst, we plundered into the ground to hear that he
had been dropped. Yet the sun was still shining.
Five minutes into the game Petcrborough scored, their

impressive winger skinning Dessie. I looked at Alex and
smiled. We knew we would win. Two minutes later.
when Chet sliced and Charlery banged the ball home, we
weren't so sure. Yet the sun kept shining. Then alter about
half an hour, somewhere in the seats to my left the chant
started: "Frankie (."larlr's red & white army". An attack
failed. Slowly but surely, the chant came again, gaining
volume. Within minutes, the Forest faithful were noisy
again. Within seconds, Stan had scored. The sun smiled.

.q__ ..S-

and Woany all went close. Some bloke climbed the
lloodlight. Fortunately he could not block out the sun.
Their keeper saved again from Stan. "llôetIr'r score soon",
I commented. From the corner we did. It was Psycho.
liuphoria. We all know that Stu has had an average
season by his standards, but I~wouldn't swap him for
anyone. lle is our Leader. The crowd were on the pitch.
Leicester were losing. I'm sure the sun winked at me.
Five minutes later Stan broke through, aýcr a

knockdown from big Jason. I remember little about the
shot except that it tlcw in. We were up and we knew it.
For the next ten minutes I bounced. I saw nothing but a

sea ofred arms. Psycho went to encourage people to get
off the pitch. A police horse had a massive piss on the
edge of the area. A police dog went for the important
looking bloke with the stick. We were walking on
sunshine (as I believe Katrina & the Waves had predicted
on the journey up). I felt like I knew every Forest fan
there. lfl could afford it, I would glmllv buy them all a
pint. And one for the sun. ./1 W RES7I4LL. ~

@ 

jeering players who have exercised their professional right
to leave their beloved club and play for another. The
recent Cantona saga (Leeds v Man Utd) shows just how
ugly some of these incidents can be. Once again, Forest
fans are in the trend-setting vanguard of good behaviour
for others to follow. Gary Charles, who had left us for our
bitter local rivals Derby after what might be
euphemistically termed a "difýcult" season for both
himself and the team, was not only cheered as he left the
ýeld, but had more positive chants about him in twenty
minutes as an opposition player than he had in three
seasons at Forest: -

1). When he gels the hall he scores ogoal, Gary (Jory
(lharles.

2). There 's only one Gary.
3). Nice one Gary, nice one son.
4). l-I-"ho needs Cantona when we've got Gary-' Charles.
5). Garjv (Tharles is aýaotboll genius.
6). Blue Moon..... '(.óos Garjv's made it 2-0.

Kiev"ii

7). Garjv(.ñI1urle.s', Garfv Charles, Gary ( Vrarles.
S). Hurrah.ô (and wild applause) - every time he

touched the ball.
9). Sign him on, sign him on, sign him on.
I0). Oh, (óiary (iarjv.

(And whatever Stoney and the media may say, all
know who really scored that promotionðclinching decider
against the Sheep).

7'11ó.-l;( .ó[l1:'1iiól 1.-I.-V.
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The game against Bolton on Saturday 19th March was
signilicant lbr more than Stan's eventful comeback. I didn't
realise the meaning of this game until a couple of days later
- many other Forest fans won't have given it a thought and
the club probably don't care. The West Brom game has
been moved to Sunday 24th April for television coverage,
and all First Division games on the last weekend of the
season are to be played on Sunday 8th May. This means
that the Bolton game was very probably the last ever
Saturday game to take place at the City (iround with the
Trent I ind still standing.

l.et's lace it, as a building the Trent I-Ind is a cowshcd. It's
amazing that this bus shelter survived as long as it did -
surely it sl1ould've been redeveloped during the successes ol
the late 70's. surely it should've been pulled down before
the Bridgford (the ground would have had a much-
improved atmosphere ifthe Trent [ind had been
redeveloped lirst). But no, just like the man who gave us
the greatest football ever that has been witnessed from the
steps ofthc Trent lind, this impressive piece of structural
engineering pegged on well past it's sell-by date until it
became unable to cope with the demands of the modem
game. But remember. the Trent End wasn't sacked and it
hasn't resigned - it's simply retired in order to spend more
time with its grandchildren.
The period of time I have spent as a Trent Iind regular is

relatively short compared to the number of years some
people have spent craning their necks, but those ten years
have seen as many highs and lows as it is possible to
experience as a football supporter. More importantly. these
were my formative years as a Forest fan. I was a kid and it
all meant so much. livery victory resulted in a weekðlong
high, every defeat caused me to plummet into a trough of
depression which my family and lriends would have to bear
the brunt. of. This post-defeat despondency disappears more
quickly as you get older and wiser and start to realise that
the team you support is inept. lflast season's apocalyptic
events had occurred ten years earlier I would have been
driven suicidal with despair. At that time my faith in and
devotion to C lough knew no bounds.

Anywvay, back to the Trent End. For all its faults - no
room to swing a cat, crap view for anyone under seven feet
tall, yellow steps that appeared down the middle of each
section circa '87 - the Trent End did have a lot going for it.
Its lack of size was a godsend during the barren years of the
early and mid-80's when a larger terrace would've been half
full most of the time. Even a last minute consolation goal
when 4-1 down against Coventry could guarantee at least a
moderate amount ofjumping around and hugging people
you'd never met before.

It was from the Trent End that I lirst started supporting
Forest regularly around ten years ago, midweek UEFA Cup
and League Cup games providing my ýrst glimpses of such
talents as Paul Hart and Steve Wigley (Saturday games
were out of the question because of crap train times).

_ 6__ ' There 's only one Peter Tea/lor" - 7"ó -_(__\l1_)_[_;(_(_'1QÄYR/{}{_

Games that stand out from this period are the Anderlecht
UTZFA Cup semi-final when Stevc Ilodge's two late goals
put us within reach ofan all-linglish linal, and Portsmouth
in the League Cup - a game which provided the rare
spectacle of a Bryn (iunn goal contributing to an extra-time
victory.
The first eight Forest games I attended unbelievably

resulted in eight Forest victories. However, I was to make a
momentous decision - my first weekend game. Sure
enough, the run came to an end one Sunday in October
I984 when Liverpool won a televised clash 2-O, the goals
coming from Whelan and Rush. My ýrst Forest defeat, and
worse was to come as we struggled to a l-l draw against
Sunderland (eventual tinalists) in the League Cup.
Suddenly I came to realise that I wasn't going to walk away
from the City Ground over Lady Bay Bridge every Saturday
discussing the merits of another memorable victory.

liven so, _just a couple of months later I witnessed one of
the classic Forest games ofall time, when we came back
from 2-(J down to beat Manchester United 3-2, with Ã1 last
minute free-kick from Johnny Metgod causing the sort of
celebrations not seen since VE day - remember Johnny
sprinting half the length of the pitch with the rest of the
team in hot pursuitó?-

From 1989-9l I was exiled in the Executive Upper Tier.
During this time I did venture back into the Trent End for
one game, a Simod / 7.DS (or whatever it was calling itself
at that time) Cup tie against Newcastle. This visit was
made under the impression that the Trent End was to be
developed at the end of the 1990-9| season and I felt I had
to pay my last respects. As it tumed out this game was
memorable for another rcason as I seem to remember we
scored a late winner with a header from a corner (T) But I
was straight back up to Row 26 for the next game. Seduced
by the somewhat improved view and civilised half-time pie
and Bovril lacilities, I spent two years getting more and
more annoyed by the constant moaning sound emitting
from this part of the ground and was eventually drawn back
to the terraces of the Bridgford End. This lasted for one
season only, and for the ýrst game of 1992-93 I retumed to
my spiritual home, the Trent End, just in time to witness
Teddy's last goal for Forest.
Celebrating a goal from the comfort of your seat cannot

compare with surging wildly down the terrace steps and
then fighting your way back to your original position once
the celebrations have subsided. But looking at some of the
stadiums that are now being developed around the country,
it's hard to put up any kind of argtunent against all-seater
grounds. It just makes you realise what medieval death-
traps a lot ofour stadiums had become. By the time of the
1996 European Championships we will hopeýilly be
celebrating a resurgence of not only our national team but
of the whole football industry.

One thing that will be impossible from next season is the
pastime of moving around during the game. How many

y a enou
bloke behind you constantly moaning? You just shift to a
different area of the terrace to find the view's brilliant and
the company much-improved. When you get your season
ticket in the new Brian Clough Stand and ýnd you're stuck

Trent End Memories No; 1 '

FOREST v SOUTHAMPTON 1980

The infamous Wembley collision between Shilton and
Needham will always be remembered as one of the great
Garibaldi goofs and one which brought our glorious
League Cup run to an inglorious end. More humiliating
than that, however, was the trouncing meted out to us the
following season by 2nd Division Watford at Vicarage
Road allotments.

What's all this got to do with Forest v Southamptonó? Well
Saturday 1st November 1980 was the date on which the
Trent End rebelled against Brian Clough.

Let's recall that Watford game in the League Cup 4th
Round on 28th October. It was one of those occasions
when Brian had jetted off for an early season break in Cala
Millor while we were shouting ourselves hoarse in the
slightly less glamourous climcs of the Vicarage cowshed.
Well our beloved Trickies turned in their most spineless
display of the season, losing 4-l to the Homets.

The following Saturday Forest played host to
Southampton in ýont ofa crowd of 24,669, which included
a smattering of barely audible Saints fans. Nevertheless,
after about 15 minutes of the ýrst half the Saintly few
managed to make themselves heard with the highly
original:

"We hate Nottingham Forest",
to which the Trent End replied, with admirable gusto:

"And Nottingham Forest hate you, you bastards."
As per usual, Brian Clough duly emerged from the dug-out
and waved his ýst at the Trent End by way of
adrnonishment.
Now, what usually happened in those circumstances was

that the Trent End would collectively hang its head in
shame and fall silent, in much the same way as a schoolkid
who's just received the sharp end of the teacher's tongue.
However, the combination of the defeat at Watford, the
European Cup exit at the hands of CSKA Sofia, the sore
throats, C-loughie's tan and the waving fist was just a bit
much for the Trent End to take.

Far from falling silent, the Trent. End greeted Brian's
gesture with boos, whistles and cat-calls, culminating in a
chant of:

"Brian Clough, Brian Clough
Where were you on Tuesday night?"

More ýst-shaking followed from the man himself. who
then suffered the indignity of:

"One Peter Taylor

next to an opinionated twat for the rest of the season there
will be no escape. Then you will yeam for a return to the
days of standing behind pillars and lighting for your lite at
the pie-stand.

(by someone whose rimne we 've lost. ..)
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Sensing a major revolt, the centre section t|tllt3l~'Ãl_\ came up I
with: I

I
H YBrian ( long/2 and fô<.*ter Taylor".

to try and counter this unprecedented mutiny '
All remained calm as the half-time whistle blcu and

Brian Clough disappeared down the playersó timnel. A
couple of minutes lat.cr the scoreboard llaslicd up the '
following messages:
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