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Liverpool prove they are still in a class of their own 
Liverpool 3 Leeds United 0  
THE widely held supposition that Liverpool's defeat at Crystal Palace 48 hours 
beforehand had opened up the contest for the League title and that it might be 
further widened yesterday by Leeds, was abruptly dispelled.  
Liverpool again looked what they are: still in a class by themselves. The race, I 
would say, is only for second place.  
A magnanimous Howard Wilkinson was in agreement afterwards; well, nearly. 
Liverpool were still the yardstick, he admitted. ``They were at their best,'' he said. 
``I'm not saying the championship is decided, but if it's possible to define the 
finished product, then Liverpool are as near to it as can be.''  
Leeds, who arrived at Anfield for their first appearance there in nine years, spent 
five minutes confidently looking as though they would extend their present 
unbeaten run to 15 matches, and the next 85 being forcibly reminded just what is 
the difference between the first and second divisions; and between Liverpool and 
the rest.  
In almost every area of the field, especially during the first half, Leeds found 
themselves stranded, passengers bypassed at a station where the train was not 
stopping, by the fluency of Liverpool's passing.  
Batty, considered by Graham Taylor to be potentially an England player, is 
reminiscent of Sammy Lee, but now he was out-thought by McMahon; Strachan, 
looking his age, was continuously left on the periphery of the action.  
Such, however, was Liverpool's superiority in midfield where the heavy-boned 
Staunton repeatedly revealed a delicate touch and Barnes tormentingly drifted 
round, through or over despairing tackles that the full backs, Sterland, in 
particular, and Snodin, regularly experienced the nightmare of three opponents 
running at them simultaneously.  
Liverpool were two up by the interval and it might have been four. Fairclough and 
Whyte, the Leeds centre backs, were chasing the shadows of Rush and Rosenthal.  
To Leeds's credit, they never wilted, never mind the lesson they were receiving. 
Their club had not beaten Liverpool since October 1973, but until Rush scored a 
third goal in the closing moments, it was evident that this Leeds team willingly 
yield to nobody.  
It was as though they had caught the beady eye of that former hit-man, Norman 
Hunter, gazing down on them from the press box where he was seated alongside 
that other human tank, T. Smith. . Both teams gave an echo of the tenacity of 
those two old rivals, without ever indulging in excess.  
The frenzy of Leeds's opening was halted by a stiletto goal. Burrows slid the ball 
between an embarrassed Strachan's legs, cut in and sent a low, away-swinging 
cross into the goalmouth. The ball evaded three defenders and there was Barnes, 
temporarily on the opposite flank, to meet the ball sweetly with an angled shot 
that shook the net right in front of the noses of the strident bank of Yorkshire 
supporters.  
Thereafter, Liverpool were close to scoring every seven or eight minutes. 
Rosenthal half-volleyed over from six yards, he and Rush both missed from four 
yards as Burrows sent the ball skidding across the goalmouth, and Rosenthal 
headed over from six yards.  
The second came as Staunton sent Rosenthal through and his diagonal shot from 
right to left beat Lukic's dive, rebounded from the far post, and off the back of the 
prostrate Lukic into the net.  
Leeds fared slightly better with the wind at their backs in the second half, Lukic 
pumping incessant long, high balls at Liverpool's back line. But though Snodin hit 
the bar and Nicol cleared off the line from Chapman with Grobbelaar beaten, it 
was still Liverpool who called the tune.  
Their exhibition ended with Rosenthal drawing the defence on him with a long 
diagonal run before slipping the ball square to Rush, who made the rest look easy.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Hysen, D Burrows, S Nicol, S Staunton, G Gillespie, R 
Rosenthal, R Houghton, I Rush, J Barnes, S McMahon.  
LEEDS UNITED: J Lukic; M Sterland, G Snodin (sub: J Pearson), D Batty, C 
Fairclough, C Whyte, G Strachan, C Shutt (sub: M Whitlow), L Chapman, G 
McAllister, G Speed.  
Referee: P Tyldesley.  
 

 
Anfield test burst Leeds bubble 
A LIVERPOOL who were too quick, too clever and two goals up in the first half 
dissipated Leeds vaunted challenge as easily as New Year resolutions.  
One goal for the road by Rush in the last minute, sent the Yorkshire upstarts back 
across the Pennines, if not with their tails between their legs, for they made a 
match of it, certainly with the realisation that the taking of Anfield is not quite so 
easy as Liverpool's bad Christmas might have led them to believe.  
Leeds came mightily close to pulling two goals back in the second half, Snodin 
hitting the bar and Chapman forcing Nicol to clear off the line. But, in truth, had 
they equalised, it would have painted an unfair picture.  
This was the familiar Anfield story. Six minutes of hustle, bustle and challenge 
from the opposition and 84 minutes of superb possession play by Liverpool who, 
having lost to Palace on Sunday with a defensive formation, yesterday started 
with Rosenthal in attack instead of Molby in defence.  
It is now 14 months since Liverpool were beaten at Anfield, when they lost to 
Coventry who, abandoning hope in defensive tactics, found that taking the game 
to Liverpool suddenly paid off. Many others have tried it since then, and Leeds 
came out determined to play.  
Liverpool soaked up this early flurry, rather like a dog picking up a rag doll and 
giving it a shake; then, flinging it aside, they got on with the business. Stretched in 
midfield and attack, Leeds, like so many others before them, failed to watch their 
backs. Only Whyte and Fairclough were left to guard Lukic.  
Burrows, who had a splendid first half combining with a scintillating Barnes on the 
left, nutmegged Strachan. His subsequent shot, rolling across the face of goal, 
looked to be going wide when suddenly Barnes, free of markers, materialised at 
the far post to tuck it away. It had taken Liverpool six minutes and 48 seconds to 
rap Leeds' knuckles.  
After that it was Liverpool's half. Both Burrows and Staunton who was eager to 
shoot whenever he had the posts within his sights looked increasingly 
comfortable in midfield and made mincemeat of Strachan, who was unable to 
impose any authority.  
Liverpool were flawless in defence and the anticipated midfield battle between 
McMahon and Batty became no contest.  
Rosenthal and the Kop seemed to be the ones most affected by the occasion, the 
Kop producing special banners to stave off the evil spirits from Yorkshire.  
Rosenthal quelled both sets of nerves by racing down the right on to a pass by 
Staunton and struck a powerful drive that hit the far post, bounced off the 
goalkeeper and into the net, to give Liverpool a two-goal advantage at half-time.  
Soon after the interval Leeds might have got back into the game when Strachan 
touched a pass back to Snodin. Grobbelaar seemed to have the shot covered, but 
the full-back's 28-yard strike wandered wickedly in the swirling, icy breeze and 
sent a chill through the Kop when it hit the bar.  
Liverpool lost some of their rhythm but never their domination. They were always 
chasing back for the lost ball, Houghton once pelting back three-quarters of the 
pitch after Speed dispossesed him. It was indicative of Liverpool's determination 
to put right the wrongs of only four points from three games over Christmas.  
But it was Rosenthal's pace that showed in the end. He ended a remarkable solo 
run with a pass to Rush, who struck Liverpool's third from the edge of the area. 
'For as long as I can remember, I've always scored in the first game of the New 
Year, even when I was at Juventus,' said Rush, for whom this was his 174th First 
Division goal.  
'We closed them down and worked hard and didn't let them play. I felt we won in 
style. The lads showed how much they wanted to win. Leeds were up there and, if 
we hadn't won today, Arsenal could have gone top and Leeds would have been 
right in it too.'  
Howard Wilkinson, who had survived in the Anfield hot seat in the front row of 
the directors' box more calmly than most of his predecessors this season, was 
philosophical.  
'I thought the positive side of our game and our character drained away too soon,' 
he said. The defeat was Leeds's first in 15 games, and the first time they have 
failed to score in 14.  
'For me, Liverpool are still the yardstick,' he added afterwards. 'I think Sunday's 
defeat stung them more than they like to admit.  
'I think they were more affected by nerves than we were and that was 
transmitted to the Kop. You could sense the relief when the goal went in, not only 
on the pitch but on the terraces. People talk about an intimidating atmosphere 
here, but the only thing intimidating is the quality of the opposition.'  
Kenny Dalglish praised his side's ability to come back after their away defeat by 
Palace but, asked if this was Liverpool's finest performance in recent times, said: 
'It was certainly the best this year.'  
Liverpool: Grobbelaar; Hysen, Burrows, Nicol, Staunton, Gillespie, Rosenthal, 
Houghton, Rush, Barnes, McMahon.  
Leeds: Lukic; Sterland, Snodin (Whitlow, 78min), Batty, Fairclough, Whyte, 
Strachan, Shutt (Pearson, 78), Chapman, McAllister, Speed.  
Referee: P Tyldesley (Stockport). 

 


