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Norwich's progress exposes identity crisis of Liverpool 
Liverpool 0 - Norwich City 1  
Not so long ago teams went to Anfield in trepidation, hoping to learn from the 
experience but expecting to lose. That Norwich City not only avoided defeat there 
on Saturday but also strengthened their position at the top of the first division 
says much about their progress over the past 12 months.  
It also says much about the elitist attitude which pervades English football. Those 
who believe Norwich can add long-term consistency to their skill and a superb 
organizational sense, have been in the minority.  
This result will be viewed as another setback for the out-of-touch League 
champions and not the triumph for Norwich, both in actual and psychological 
terms, it undoubtedly was.  
When Dave Stringer succeeded Ken Brown as the Norwich manager 13 months 
ago, the side he inherited was in the relegation zone. One of his first games in 
charge was against Liverpool at Anfield on November 21 last year. After a goalless 
draw, he said that while survival was his immediate target, he hoped that a 
creditable performance could be used as a platform upon which to build.  
That future has now arrived. ``We cannot have managed to stay at the top of the 
table for half a season without having played some good football,'' Stringer said. 
``We have not won a League game since early November so if that was our flat 
spell, I shall be happy.''  
``Liverpool are still the yardstick by which we must all be judged. No one should 
ever write them off. They have always thrived on team spirit and that is what we 
now have at Norwich.''  
His words, a predictable warning which the likes of Arsenal, Derby County and 
Everton should heed, may provide some comfort to Kenny Dalglish, the Liverpool 
manager, who missed the game because of illness, but they will not encourage a 
team which has lost not only its identity but seemingly the desire to meet a 
serious threat to its supremacy.  
This is not the Liverpool of last season, not even of last month. Players of proven 
ability are making elementary mistakes. Rush's dismal form shows no sign of 
ending and even Barnes's game is now predictable.  
A defence stripped of Hansen and Gillespie, both injured, was often indecisive and 
occasionally cumbersome and would have been embarrassed by the Norwich 
forwards had McMahon and Nicol not performed with precision.  
In contrast, Norwich played with composure, almost arrogantly mirroring the 
passing game upon which Liverpool's reputation was established.  
The tireless work of Crook, the former Tottenham midfield player, and his 
constant forays upfield won rich and deserved applause from even the most 
partisan of the Liverpool supporters.  
It was ironic that this latest blow to Liverpool's confidence should have been self-
inflicted because, when the decisive goal arrived on the hour, Norwich seemed 
intent on settling for a point.  
In heading Gunn's long clearance straight into the path of the grateful Townsend, 
Whelan summed up Liverpool's plight.  
LIVERPOOL: M Hooper; B Venison (sub, N Spackman, 25 mins), G Ablett, S Nicol, R 
Whelan, D Burrows, P Beardsley, R Houghton, I Rush, J Barnes, S McMahon.  
NORWICH CITY: B Gunn; I Culverhouse, M Bowen, I Crook, A Linighan, A 
Townsend, D Gordon, R Fleck, R Rosario, M Phelan, T Putney.  
Referee: M Roberts  
 
 

 
 

Country craft too smart for Liverpool art 
Liverpool 0 Norwich City 1 AT ANFIELD, the unbelievable happened. Norwich, the 
League leaders but universally cast as country cousins living on borrowed time, 
came, saw and somehow conquered. And that upset the applecart very nicely.  
If the victory was a famous one, the goal that earned it has to go down as 
commonplace. It came just past the hour and it represented Norwich's first telling 
assault on Hooper.  
Gunn, the Norwich goalkeeper, punted downfield from the Kop end and Whelan, 
pushed back into defence by an injury to Venison, could only knock the ball into 
the path of Townsend. From some 10 yards, probably the closest he got to 
Hooper all afternoon, Townsend shot home, to the delight of the 3,000-odd 
supporters who, hearts in mouths, had journeyed from East Anglia.  
Then, of course, Liverpool threw all forward. Once Bowen, the compact Norwich 
left back and arguably the man of the match, had to hack desperately clear. 
Linighan, another rock for Norwich, somehow got to a centre from Nicol with two 
or three predatory red shirts waiting behind him, and Gunn, faultless, if Scottish, 
had to smother so firmly at Rush's feet that Rush needed the sponge.  
This was not, it must be said, a classic match. Liverpool did not move well enough 
for that. In fact, they gave away the ball so often and were so often hesitant, or 
wrong, with their final pass around the penalty area that the idea that they will 
inexorably retain their championship seemed ludicrous.  
Liverpool's failings are highlighted by the fact that they cannot score goals. For 
instance, Barnes's strike in that televised match at Arsenal was a beauty. But that 
is all he has managed in the league so far.  
As if to emphasise the point, Aldridge received an award before the kick-off for his 
26 goals last season. Then he retired to the substitute's bench for all the 
afternoon. That was Liverpool's answer to the conundrum of whether to play 
Aldridge or Rush, or both.  
That conundrum remains. Rush, although he almost got on to the end of so much, 
is not the Rush of old. He must have been heartened when Liverpool began to 
motor after a limping first half, to hear the Kop wake up and chant his name. But 
there is a frailty about the great man just now.  
Not that you could say that Barnes, Beardsley or Houghton had satisfactory 
matches either. Any slip by Barnes was magnified because the crowd always 
expected him to produce rabbits out of a hat. But Barnes did produce Liverpool's 
first two meaningful attempts on goal a free kick, then a header and he looked 
the man most likely to save the ship.  
Liverpool quickly showed many uncharacteristic faults, Barnes and McMahon 
passing wastefully. Fortunately, Whelan, probably the best distributor on 
Merseyside, had a better touch and, unobtrusively, he tried to get the team 
moving, even after reverting to right back.  
Norwich, meanwhile, five matches without a win, were content to funnel back 
and to risk sharp first-time passes. Of Rosario and Fleck, their strikers, who have 
recently fallen on hard times, we saw little. But Gordon did drop usefully back 
down his wing to help stop Barnes. Liverpool did not really threaten to score until 
just before half time when Beardsley and Houghton sent in Rush who was tackled 
in the act. Then, a little later, they were shaken into a frenzied activity as Norwich 
scored.  
``Suddenly there was a big hole,'' said Townsend. ``Hooper got a hand on the ball 
but couldn't stop it. It's fatal to make predictions but let's just say that Norwich 
have a great team spirit.''  
Gordon referred to the previous week's goalless draw against Arsenal when, by all 
accounts, the Norwich midfield had been dull, their front men no less so. ``We 
took criticism then,'' said Gordon, ``but now we've had undoubtedly our toughest 
match, and we won. Our back four were magnificent.''  
The Norwich manager, Dave Stringer, was also stunned. Nobody seemed to 
believe in Norwich. Would they believe now? Surely they could not be that rustic 
a team, having topped the first division virtually all the while.  
Kenny Dalglish, Stringer's opposite number, missed the afternoon with influenza, 
and perhaps it was just as well. After this, he would have been as joyful as 
Marley's Ghost. He would doubtless have admired Nicol's speed and perception 
and have seen nothing to make him reverse his strange decision to persevere with 
Hooper in goal ahead of Grobbelaar. Another bonus was the attacking potential of 
young Burroughs.  
Fortress Anfield is no more: it's Christmas, and Liverpool have won only two 
league matches there.  
Weather: fine. Ground: firm.  
Goal: Townsend (61 min).  
Liverpool (4-4-2): Hooper; Venison (sub: Spackman 25min), Ablett, Nicol, Burrows; 
Houghton, Whelan, McMahon, Barnes; Rush, Beardsley.  
Norwich City (4-4-2): Gunn; Culverhouse, Lineghan, Phelan, Bowen; Gordon, 
Crook, Townsend, Putney; Rosario, Fleck.  
Referee: M.E. Roberts (Prestatyn)  
 


