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Dalglish dishes up substitute winners 
Manchester City 1 Liverpool 4  
Do not expect Manchester City to add their voice to the steadily growing choir 
who believe or wish to believe that Liverpool are not the force that they once 
were. After the way in which they were summarily dismissed at Maine Road on 
Saturday, City could hardly do anything else but sing Liverpool's praises.  
Not even the absence from the Liverpool team of Barnes, Nicol, Hansen and 
Venison could make a match of it, though that may be as much of a commentary 
on Manchester City's inadequacies as on the length and breadth of Liverpool's 
quality. The imbalance was not helped, indeed could have been made much 
worse, by City's decision to take the game to Liverpool.  
If it has instilled greater self-belief and pride among the depressed young men of 
Manchester City, then the cavalier tactics of Tony Book and John Deehan, the 
joint caretaker managers, on this occasion were correct. It was, after all, a match 
that they were always likely to lose.  
But should they repeat such bravery or foolhardiness next time and lose again, 
they should not expect a similarly sympathetic response from their supporters. 
With the naivety that abounds in the City defence, the tactics are ill-suited to 
winning the relegation fight that undoubtedly faces them. Natural self-
preservation instincts will doubtless encourage the new manager to adopt a more 
cautious approach to the problem.  
Sitting pretty at the other end of the table, Kenny Dalglish will have been relieved 
that his resources were able to cope on the day. So stretched were they by injury 
that instead of household names, like Beardsley and Molby, on the substitutes' 
bench we had Marsh and Tanner.  
Both came on (the latter making an impressive debut at right back despite his left-
foot bias) as Staunton and Gillespie limped off, adding further to Liverpool's injury 
woes. Gillespie was a particularly forlorn-looking figure as he trudged slowly off 
with a recurrence of the ankle trouble which has kept him out for most of the 
season.  
At least in attack Liverpool looked in near peak condition. To have suggested to 
the beleaguered Manchester City defence that perhaps Liverpool's finishing was 
not as clinical as it used to be would have been like complaining of the 
condemned as he lay dying about the lack of accuracy of the firing squad. More 
than enough bullets got through and those that did not were invariably due to the 
extraordinary deflective powers of Dibble, the City goalkeeper.  
Little wonder that Dibble remarked afterwards that it was ``like being smothered 
with a blanket'' as Liverpool, superbly prompted by Whelan, attacked City from all 
angles. Rush took two of the simple chances offered him competently enough, 
but one could not help feeling that he still lacks confidence in his finishing.  
It would have been interesting to have swapped the two No.9s and seen what 
Allen would have made of the kind of quality service which Rush received or more 
mischievously, what Aldridge would have made of it. On this form, Liverpool 
would be doubly foolish to release Beardsley, whose excellent performance was 
rewarded with a fine solo goal.  
The best of the lot, though, was probably the third goal, for which McMahon 
made a perfectly timed run to receive a beautifully measured return pass from 
Whelan. Allen's goal from the penalty spot 60 seconds later for City was never 
likely to be anything other than a consolation.  
MANCHESTER CITY: A Dibble; M Seagraves, G Taggart (sub: D Oldfield), I Bishop, C 
Hendry, S Redmond, D White, I Brightwell, C Allen, T Morley, P Lake.  
LIVERPOOL: B Grobbelaar; G Hysen, S Staunton (sub: M Marsh), G Ablett, R 
Whelan, G Gillespie (sub: N Tanner), P Beardsley, R Houghton, I Rush, J Molby, S 
McMahon.  
Referee: A Ward.  
 

 
Liverpool too powerful for City strugglers 
MANCHESTER CITY 1 (4-4-2): Dibble; Seagraves, Hendry, Redmond, Taggart (sub: 
Oldfield 61min); White, Bishop, Brightwell, Lake; Morley, Allen. LIVERPOOL 4 (4-4-
2): Grobbelaar; Gillespie (sub: Tanner 17min), Hysen, Ablett, Staunton (sub: 
Marsh 67min); Whelan, Molby, Houghton, McMahon; Rush, Beardsley. Goals: 
Rush (9min) 0-1; Beardsley (47min) 0-2; McMahon (59min) 0-3; Allen (pen 60min) 
1-3; Rush (88min) 1-4. Weather: bright and cold. Ground: firm. Referee: T Ward 
(London).  
MALAPROP City, in an acute state of managerial crisis, yesterday played host to 
Liverpool. That very morning, they had been turned down flat by their own 
former centre-forward, Joe Royle, manager of nearby Oldham Athletic. Splendidly 
out of step with our greedy, vulgar times, Royle said he could not possibly break 
his contract. A rare bird, indeed.  
It was City's chairman, Peter Swales, who informed us that he had to sack his 
manager, Mel Machin, because he had ``no repartee with the fans.''  
Probably when they shouted, ``Machin Out]'' he just sat silent in the dug-out. A 
comedian's son once told me that the first recorded instance of repartee was 
when one caveman threw a club at another caveman, and the second caveman 
picked up the same club and threw it back. Of course, the club then was not 
Manchester City.  
What do Malaprop City do now? Find a new candidate? Stick him in the dug-out? 
Subject him to abuse from a group of selected supporters, and see how he 
responds? As the former director of Luton Town and master of repartee, Eric 
Morecambe, would have said: ``There's no answer to that.''  
What City desperately needed on such a day was at least to survive the opening 
stages. But they didn't. Liverpool, though missing several stars, not least John 
Barnes, who had played so brilliantly at Millwall, went ahead in just nine minutes.  
Beardsley began the move; a sweet pass by Rush sent Molby through and Dibble 
had to block him just outside the penalty area. The ball ran to Rush, who duly put 
it in.  
Alas, it was one of those days on which nothing, for City, would go right. They 
should unquestionably have equalised in the 25th minute, when the swift and 
enterprising little Bishop intercepted a Liverpool pass and came roaring through 
the midfield.  
His own eventual pass to Lake, generally regarded as the jewel in City's crown, 
was perfectly judged to send him away. There was only Grobbelaar to beat, but 
Lake, hastily and inexcusably, sent the ball wide of the post.  
Liverpool, who had been obliged to replace Gillespie with a tyro defender in 
Tanner, breathed again. They went down the other end, forced Dibble to block an 
incursion from the lively Houghton, and immediately to save from Staunton. Soon 
after he blocked Beardsley.  
You will gather that despite the presence of the expensive new centre-back 
Hendry, there was something porous about the City defence.  
End-to-end stuff. Bishop gave White the chance of a shot at which Grobbelaar 
threw himself to save. But just before half-time, Liverpool came away in one of 
their devastating counter-attacks, Houghton giving Beardsley the opportunity of a 
fierce, low cross-shot which beat Dibble only to rebound from the post.  
Liverpool's own defence was far from impregnable, but their close passing and 
general understanding put them ahead of a gifted but still largely immature City 
team.  
In particular City could make nothing of Beardsley, now restored to a state of 
grace, when he ran at them. A couple of minutes into the second half, he did 
precisely that, accelerating in an inside-left channel, slipping Redmond with the 
greatest of ease, and finishing with a shot which flew by Dibble into the net.  
Two goals came in the 60th minute, one at each end: how's that for repartee? 
Liverpool got the first when Whelan totally split City's inadequate back four, to 
send McMahon charting through alone. He scored a cool, professional goal.  
Undeterred, City went straight to the other end; Grobbelaar bowled over Morley 
and Allen struck home the penalty.  
City brought on Oldfield, with his exceptional pace (why on earth wasn't he on 
through the first?), and when he served Bishop, Grobbelaar had to make a 
spectacular save.  
Liverpool were obliged to take Staunton off, reorganise their defence with Molby 
in the middle, and bring on that rarity, a local boy in the shape of the young 
striker, Marsh. Very lively and promising he looked, too, almost scoring when Lake 
kicked his shot off the line.  
City continued to pour forward, if a little recklessly, and Grobbelaar, once blocking 
a narrow angled shot by Allen, had to show his most convincing and commanding 
form.  
But whenever Liverpool broke they looked likely to score, and Rush, who had a 
shot saved by Dibble, scored again a couple of minutes from the end when 
McMahon was clean through again, after City's attack had badly broken down. 
McMahon, commendably unselfish, gave Rush the ball: he does not waste those.  
So a vibrant match ended in a heavy defeat for City, compensated by the fact that 
their supporters rose to their feet in the stands to applaud them off the field. 
Beaten badly though they may have been, they had kept running and fighting all 
the way. But the gap in class was simply too great.  
 


