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Liverpool make light of exile 
Norwich City 0 Liverpool 1  
Liverpool's victory, their seventh in a row, was significant not merely because it 
radically reshaped the League championship leadership, but because afterwards 
we heard from one of the foremost managers, a rarely expressed moment of 
wisdom.  
As a source of enlightenment, Kenny Dalglish tends to be a dry well. His analyses, 
reluctantly delivered while contemplating the floor, tend to extend no further 
than saying his side won because they scored more goals. We are not to be privy 
to the secrets of the Boot Room. What he said at Carrow Road should be urgently 
conveyed to Ken Bates, that pillar of provincial thinking who wishes to return to a 
22-strong first division.  
``Being out of European competition might be some help, because we play fewer 
games,'' Dalglish reflected, never mind the loss in international experience. 
Liverpool are one of the few teams not to have become markedly worse over the 
past four seasons.  
They had just emphatically demonstrated as much by outplaying Norwich to 
replace them in second position behind Arsenal. Over 90 minutes, Norwich had 
looked far less likely to lift the title for the first time than they had when winning 
by the same score at Anfield in December. Without Fleck, until he replaced Allen 
in the 71st minute, and Rosario, who was not fit enough, they never gave 
Grobbelaar a shot to save.  
Dave Stringer, who behaved as every worthily defeated manager should, with 
gracious acceptance, admitted that Liverpool had been a stern test. They ought to 
be; since Norwich's game is built on the same principle of retaining possession 
with accurate passing. It is a tribute to Norwich's ability that they made Liverpool 
chase relentlessly for their reward: and to Liverpool's character that they did.  
Liverpool simply did the same thing, only a lot better; they so pressurized Norwich 
that the home team made frequent errors, were obliged often to pass square in 
midfield, and were intercepted so often that their full backs, Culverhouse and 
Bowen, were stretched to breaking point. A reflection of Liverpool's superiority 
might have been three goals instead of only a slightly muddled affair midway 
through the first half.  
Staunton, their left back, seized on Gordon's mistake, the full back's low cross was 
deflected off Barnes, and Whelan, always an authoritative figure, came through to 
drive the ball high past Gunn. If Barnes, as frustratingly wayward as he too often 
is for England, had accepted an open chance from Beardsley, 12 yards out, early 
in the second half, Norwich's embarrassment might have been greater.  
Liverpool alone among English teams still have the collective intelligence, as 
opposed to physical effort, that might live with the better European teams; and if 
they can sustain their present remarkable run, unbeaten in 15 matches, they must 
be fancied to achieve the domestic double.  
After Barnes's glaring miss, Norwich realized that a point was still there to be 
snatched, and for a quarter of an hour they pushed Liverpool back, without ever 
seriously endangering Grobbelaar. This persuaded Stringer to delay the 
introduction of Fleck, but by the time he did act, the huge phalanx of Merseyside 
supporters were chanting ``champions'' so vociferously that the home crowd, 
Norwich's largest of the season, had taken to staring at rival spectators as much 
as at the match. It was difficult not to believe the voice of confidence.  
NORWICH CITY: B Gunn; I Culverhouse, M Bowen, I Butterworth, A Linighan, A 
Townsend, D Gordon, D Coney, M Allen (sub: R Fleck), M Phelan, T Putney.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Ablett, S Staunton, S Nicol, R Whelan, G Gillespie, P 
Beardsley, J Aldridge, R Houghton, J Barnes, S McMahon.  
Referee: J Ashworth. 
 

 
Liverpool move ever closer 
Norwich City 0 Liverpool 1  
BEFORE their largest League crowd of the season, Norwich did not quite have 
what it takes to stop the ominous advance of Liverpool. The game should really 
have been lost and won well before half-time when Liverpool, against a Norwich 
team whose full-backs looked uncharacteristically edgy, did much as they liked, 
but could score only Whelan's goal.  
In the second half, Barnes should certainly have scored again, but when he didn't, 
Norwich finally aroused themselves to make it a game. But still they could not 
make real chances.  
So absolutely dominant were Liverpool throughout the first half that the only 
surprise was that it should yield them but a single goal. Whelan, their hard-
working, versatile captain, scored it. Some sort of reward, you may say, for the 
way in which, for much of this season, he has toiled so diligently in the midfield, 
rather than expressing his natural attacking talents. On this occasion, Staunton 
drove in a fast, low cross which flicked off Barnes's heel for Whelan to score.  
As early as the sixth minute Gunn was forced to save well from McMahon, 
another Liverpool player who has come strongly into his own in recent weeks, 
with the consequent positive effects on the midfield. Later, Gunn did well again, 
from a Barnes header.  
Norwich have this much to recommend them: they have been one of the pitifully 
few teams, in this pitifully drab and dull championship, resolutely to try to play 
football rather than to bang the ball long, hard and high.  
In a better First Division, you would probably have found them somewhere 
around mid-table. There is no real brilliance in the side, no true capacity for 
sudden, dazzling surprise. Phelan knits the midfield together well, but his passing, 
like that of the team at large, tends to be accurate rather than inspired.  
Gordon, on the right wing, is the player most likely to spring surprises. He has 
abundant gifts; speed, control, the ability to beat a man, and even to strike for 
goal. But these are not always supported by good sense. There have been too 
many times when, presented with a clear run on the flank, he simply has not 
known what to do with the ball.  
Liverpool, by contrast, always seem to know just what to do. Methodical is the 
word. They may not always be the best team in the country, but they are surely 
the best club. The only side in the championship which in my view can match 
Liverpool, and will soon have the chance to prove it in the FA Cup semi-final are 
Nottingham Forest, despite their humiliation at Wimbledon yesterday.  
At their peak this season, despite the relative failure of Rush and despite all the 
injuries and those other absences for more unusual reasons, Liverpool have 
looked more like champions than anyone. If I shall be a little disappointed were 
they to win the championship again, it will be only because I do not look kindly on 
monopolies.  
It is also true to say that they have had their luck in recent games. At Tottenham 
last Sunday, even though Spurs were without Gascoigne, would they have lost the 
game had they properly been given that first-half penalty?  
One more fleeting reflection; on the rare occasions that Dalglish, their manager, 
has taken his boots down from the peg, he has looked as good, if not better, than 
anybody in the side. I mean this as a compliment to Dalglish rather than a 
criticism of Liverpool. Players of this stature simply cannot be replaced.  
He must have fumed early in the second half when, after a mistake by Bowen, 
Beardsley, himself in his best eel-like form of late, gave Barnes a goal on a plate. 
Barnes, in one of those aberrant moments which take the gloss of a great player 
off him, casually pushed the ball wide of a post.  
Their escape from Barnes seemed to give Norwich new heart, and at last they 
began to take the game to Liverpool. There was some quick, clever passing, 
featuring, especially, Phelan and Putney.  
One of Putney's more impressive passes released Culverhouse, anxious no doubt 
to make amends for his complicity in the early Liverpool goal, when Staunton 
rampaged in. He forced his way by Barnes for a dangerous, hanging centre, but 
Grobbelaar, though he had previously been fouled and hurt when going for 
another cross, held this one with notable authority.  
Liverpool had lost their grip on a game which the old, commanding Liverpool 
would have had in their pockets long before. Yet at the very end, it was Liverpool 
who almost scored again, a Beardsley shot being held by Gunn.  
So Norwich, for the first time this season, slipped out of the top two and Liverpool 
moved up to within a couple of points of Arsenal. Woe betide Arsenal if they fail 
to win at Manchester United today.  
Weather: clear. Ground: soft.  
Goal: Whelan (20min) 0-1.  
Norwich City (4-4-2): Gunn; Culverhouse, Butterworth, Linighan, Bowen; Gordon, 
Phelan, Townsend, Putney; Coney, Allen (sub: Fleck 70min).  
Liverpool (4-4-2): Grobbelaar; Nicol, Ablett, Gillespie, Staunton; Houghton, 
Whelan, McMahon, Barnes; Beardsley, Aldridge.  
Referee: J Ashworth (S Luffenham).  
 
 


