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LIVERPOOL 1, LUTON TOWN 1
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Nothing will convince Liverpool that they dj

‘ ] y did not b
Luton _Town fairly and squarely, even though the recgfcg
books, in the coldest of cold print, will provide unchallenge-
able evidence to the contrary. That such a painfully one-sided

game, should erupt into the

most explosive action seemed

hardly believable, and yet, there we were, crowding the most

exciting action of the match
into the three closing,
blistering minutes.

It would require a fiction
writer of the most fertile
imagination to produce a
fanciful finale to matcch this
true-to-life closing thrill,
which sent feeling, on the field
and off, up to boiling point,

Let us forget for a moment
the fact that Liverpool had
coasted through the match a
goal ahead, hanks to Lewis,
and the circumstances
surrounding the Turner
equaliser, three minutes from
the end.

Only when Liverpool found
themselves - confronted with
the near certainty of conceding
a point for the second match
in succession, did they really
pull out all the stops and harl
their skill and fighting fury at
1y stubborn Luton, -

We were in the last minute
»f the matech when White
nodded forward for A’Court to
sive the ball added momentum
with another header. The
winning goal seemed assured,
s the ball struck the under-
side of the bar and came out.

UPRAISED ARM

There were St. John and
McNally standing almost
where the ball was dropping
and it was St. John’s head
wvhich connected. Although it
s difficult to be over-
smphatic from such a
jistance, it seemed to me that
he ball had actually crossed
he line when in a flash it was
10oked out by an upraised

\rm.

Anfield fairly sizzled as the
-eferee  waved aside all
rotestations and instinctively
sveryone realised that the
ast chance to win the match
1ad gone. y

As I saw it St. John
actually scored, but it is
easy to forgive the referee

a decision which depended
on inches, especially as he
was certainly no worse
placed than the spectators,
but I find it completely
baffling that when so many
saw the offending arm, the
men who mattered, the
referee and his linesmen,
did not.

I thought it only fair to dis-
over the Luton point of view
nd into the dressing-room I
vent to interview MecNally.
yrinning broadly, and quite
villing to discuss the incident,
e said: “The ball hit the
ar and came out. I raised
ny hand and I would defin-
tely have hit the ball out if
t had come down, but it
iever did, and so there was
0 need for me to handle.”

I accept that view com-
letely, except that, as I saw
t, it referred cnly to the first
vart of the inc}ident. How the

“We want the referee,” but
the demonstrators were dis-
persed without incident.

It would require a sheet of
asbestos to quote safely
manager Bill Shankly’s views
of this and other incidents, but
my general impression was
that he was neither amused
nor happy about the whole
affair,

=xfore Turner had restored
equality < in  eighty - seven
minutes, Liverpool had
survived a momentary pound-
ing of their goal. Turner,
profiting from probably the
only Yeats’ slip of the game,
hammered the ball against the
bar, and Legate back-heeled
the rebound towards goal, for
Leishman to kick clear, .

Turner raced into the
picture again and shot past
Slater, which sent the Liver-

poo} players demonstrating

their disapproval and
skipper White accompanying
the referee back to the
centre line, pleading with
him to coasult the linesmen,
the contention being that

Turner was five or six yards

offside.

_The referee was happy with
his own view of the incident
and the goal stood.

No matter how worthy a
case of gross miscarriage of
Justice Liverpool may be able
to put up, they are faced with
the 1inescapable conclusion
that the dropping of a point
was really nobody’s fault but
their own. Better finishing,
just a trifle more accuracy,
would have seen them four
goals up at half time, com-
pletely impervious to any-
thing Luton may have done or
oversights that may have been
made, but while a team relies
on a single goal to see them
through they must realise the
risk of having to share the
spoils is ever present.

Luton fought magnificently
when they were so obviously
inferior, and it could only
have been the knowledge that
with so little between them all
was not lost.

DANGEROUS LEWIS

Lewis, deputy for the
injured Hunt, scored in six
minutes with a magnificent
header, and although he was

never completely impressive
it is true that no other
forward looked morce
dangerous.

I found it hard to under-
stand why Liverpool should
show little confidence in Ian

' Callaghan, the eighteen-year-

old outside right, for it should
have been obvious that his
ability was more than
sufficient to cope with the
task confronting him.

The timing of his reintro-
duction has been  most
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