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Aldridge scores no hugs or kisses 
Full Text : 
COPYRIGHT 1989 The Times  
Byline: Simon Barnes  
Hull City 2 Liverpool 3  
When Liverpool attack, they come down on your goal with a host of superheroes. 
And they have John Aldridge to make up the numbers. He is the boring one, the 
one who does not realy fit the mystical ideal of a ``Liverpool player''. Barnes is all 
elegance, Beardsley is all class, and Aldridge? All he can do is score those boring 
old goals.  
He joined Liverpool as a replacement for Ian Rush, who went off to set Europe 
alight and play for Juventus. It seemed that Aldridge had been picked solely 
because he looks quite a lot like Ian Rush. Not quite the same pace and venom, 
not quite the same distinctive Giacometti outline ... but unquestionably the same 
sort of moustache.  
He had done well, but doing well for Oxford United is not the ultimate test in 
football. Many expected him to fail. But he didn't do too badly for Liverpool in his 
first season. He banged in 29 goals, was leading scorer ... and, as a reward, 
seemed to be about to get chucked out. Rushy came back from Juventus, you see. 
Understudies have to get back to the dressing-room when the real star is back.  
It looked as if Aldridge was to become a kind of embarrassment, a perennial 
substitute, a candidate for the transfer list. Maybe Oxford would take him back?  
But things are never straightforward, in sport or in anything else. Rush is an older 
and sadder man, diminished in himself by his failure at Juventus, and more prone 
to injuries. Aldridge has hung on at Liverpool, poking the ball into the back of the 
net at every opportunity.  
That was the way it went in the FA Cup fifth round on Saturday. Liverpool looked 
like good targets for an upset: Hull City may be second division but they were on a 
roll, and with their front two bursting with confidence. Liverpool were without 
Rush, Venison and Whelan. The portents were good for Hull.  
Hull even led at half-time, coming back from a goal down. Barnes was given a free 
header, but Hull's front pair, Edwards and Whitehurst, had one each for a 2-1 
lead. Upset, upset: all the joys of the FA Cup, which is the British class system in 
pantomime, seemed about to descend on Hull.  
A pall of boredom descended instead. Liverpool calmly outplayed Hull, and boring 
Aldridge scored two extremely boring goals to make the difference between 
victory and defeat. He has one yawn-makingly simple header, and an extremely 
boring poke-in: 3-2, thank you very much, that'll do us.  
Aldridge raised his arms in triumph: not one of his team-mates came to give him 
the hugs and kisses he expected. A lone voice sang: ``There's only one Johnny 
Aldridge.'' No one joined in.  
There was nothing to get excited about, after all. Aldridge has a book out at the 
moment. It is called Inside Anfield: presumably they knew the name Aldridge 
wasn't the sort to sell the book in its thousands. ``Anfield'' that'll do me, said the 
publisher.  
Aldridge has the most glamorous job in football scoring goals and he does it very 
well, and for football's most prestigious club. He has that remarkable knack, not 
of control, or power, but of kicking the ball straight when the result of the match 
depends on that skill.  
The sight of the posts freezes many a player, among them Barnes and Beardsley, 
who can do anything except score goals every match. When they do score, it is 
likely to be very beautiful. When Aldridge scores it is never beautiful. He just 
seems to do it rather often, and on Saturday that boring talent won the game for 
Liverpool.  
Kenny Dalglish in a notoriously crowded field the most sullen and graceless 
manager in the League was invited to sing the praises of Aldridge, and responded 
with a grunt and ``He's been producing ever since he came to Liverpool.''  
There are people who are unable to bring grace or style into anything they do, 
people who lack anything that might be called star quality. Such people must 
settle for being indispensable. On Saturday, in his usual boring way, Aldridge 
again proved himself indispensable for Liverpool. Well, that'll do, I suppose.  
HULL CITY: I Hesford; N Brown, W Jacobs, K de Mange, R Jobson, N Buckley, A 
Payton (sub: A Saville), G Roberts, W Whitehurst, K Edwards, B Askew.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Ablett, D Burrows, S Nicol, D Gillespie (sub: A 
Watson), J Molby, P Beardsley, J Aldridge, R Houghton, J Barnes, S McMahon.  
Referee: M Peck.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Fighting Hull ground down 
Hull City 2 Liverpool 3 Make no mistake, Liverpool's resolve to win the Cup this 
year is in the ascendancy. At Boothferry Park, as at Millwall, they ran like demons 
to win the right to display their skills. They overawed a Hull team who were less 
than tigers, and though aberrations meant they had to win the match twice, they 
had the capacity to do so with plenty to spare.  
The game had in some ways revolved around a gamble, on a player who lasted 
precisely seven minutes. In their decades of success Liverpool have rarely 
gambled on the fitness of one key man, but they did yesterday, trusting that the 
right-knee ligaments which have kept Gillespie out for four months were fit for 
the fray.  
Gillespie and Hansen had been the crux of Liverpool's style for years, stimulating 
creativity as well as sealing the defence. In the sixth minute Gillespie had indeed 
glided forwards and sent McMahon free. Fifty seconds later he lay in a crumpled 
heap, felled by a late challenge from Payton.  
The knee had gone again. But the referee, seeing no foul, allowed play to go on. 
Hull swept forward only for Houghton, showing supreme team instincts, to 
appear in front of his own goal and hook the ball away with Edwards lurking 
dangerously.  
Yet still Liverpool looked at ease. They rearranged with Molby reverting from 
midfield to sweeper behind Ablett and the substitute Watson. Their obvious 
technical superiority was augmented by the sheer desire to win the loose ball 
and, particularly down the Barnes left flank, they cut through a hesitant and at 
times mesmerised Hull defence.  
In the 15th minute it paid off. Beardsley and Barnes played their one-card trick; 
Beardsley popped up near the corner flag, crossed the ball accurately and Barnes 
had ghosted into position, unmarked, 12 yards out. His header was fine, directed 
at a glance low inside the far post.  
Three more opportunities, all from that yawning superiority on the left, should 
have buried Hull. Houghton, latching on to a panicky back pass from Jobson, 
struck the side-netting; Aldridge failed to get a touch to a Barnes cross, and 
Beardsley had a shot-cum-cross headed out by Jobson.  
One was reminded of the military expert who said that the Chieftain tank is a 
magnificent machine, apart from a tendency not to shoot straight.  
Liverpool paid the fullest price for squandering their chances when, in the 34th 
minute, Hull at last played to their strength. Up front they possess two old war-
horses, the physical Whitehurst and the diminutive Edwards. Whitehurst ran in to 
bundle the ball over the line when Ablett failed completely to cut out a cross from 
Askew.  
That was compounded in injury time during the first half when Askew again 
provided the ammunition and Whitehurst won the ball cleanly in the air. Molby 
actually handled the ball before it came to Edwards, but Edwards, with 
unforgiving left-foot accuracy, dispatched the ball into the goal to make the 
penalty unnecessary.  
It's strange how Keith Edwards has wandered around the lower league for all this 
time he is now 32 without anyone supposing that his tidy finishing and his 
instinctive awareness would work at the top. Yesterday's was his 13th goal in 
eight matches.  
Liverpool's sheer quality soon righted things. In the 52nd minute Beardsley 
chipped the ball, this time from the right, and absolutely begged Aldridge to 
finish. He did, unhesitatingly, with another downward header. And Aldridge, that 
classic goal poacher, reacted again two minutes later, snaking out his right foot 
from eight yards to score from a McMahon pass.  
The bookmakers' odds of  
3-1 Liverpool and 66-1 Hull now looked solid. True, the home team did swarm 
forward with some spirited up-and-under play; true, they had one chance when 
Edwards, Whitehurst and Payton all failed to connect with a single cross. But 
Liverpool were now strolling. For variety, culture and finesse there is no team in 
the British Isles that could match what 20,000 spectators here were applauding.  
Weather: mild. Ground: soft.  
Goals: Barnes (15min) 0-1; Whitehurst (34min) 1-1; Edwards (44min) 2-1; Aldridge 
(52min) 2-2; Aldridge (54min) 2-3.  
Hull City (4-4-2): Hesford; Brown, Buckley, Jobson, Jacobs; Payton (sub: Saville 
71min), DeMange, Roberts, Askew; Edwards, Whitehurst.  
Liverpool (4-4-2): Grobbelaar; Nicol, Gillespie (sub: Watson 7min), Ablett, 
Burrows; Houghton, McMahon, Molby, Barnes; Aldridge, Beardsley.  
Referee: M Peck (Kendal).  
 
 


