HATTERS ARE HUMBLE
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“Let’'s get the hell home,” growled manager Harry
Haslam. '

The mood was so low after Luton’s dreadful expulsion from
the FA Cup that hardly a word was spoken during the three-

hour journey. :

And coach Roy McCrohan
was so angry that he refused
to answer any questions at all.
“I'm too sick to speak,” he
snapped.

You can understand the
mood. Luton had been so
much on top early in the game
that goals looked a mere
formality. But as they tossed
aside chances with mad
abandon, you began to feel
that Chester could steal it.

Chester 1
Luton Town 0
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- Chest gqal-hern Ian Eards 'away in dlight after his lat cup winner.
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where mdst of the Luton fans

® Ron Futcher, back on his old stamping ground, wins the ball inthe air but finds the
Chester defence just as efficient as he remembered it

The end vame in five or six
minutes of high drama. The
ame was in injury time when
an Edwards, a mountain of a
Welshman from Mold,
knocked in a right wing cross
that Ian Howat had stepped
over to dummy the Luton
defence.

And all hell broke loose, The
crowd behind the goal —

were standing surged
forward and the retaining wall
broke, spilling dozens of
youngsters on to the pitch.

At first it seemed as if the

Luton fans were trying to get
the game stopped, and mana-
ger Harry Haslam ran across
the pitch to console them,

urging them back to their

~five minutes before refer
Peter Willis — the best I've

places.

The gam:e was held u¥ for
eree

seen this season — restarted it
and then blew the final blast.

Edwards, 22 yesterday,
spoke afterwards about his

goal that put Chester into the

history.

ball and it came through to
me, I thought ‘My God.’ Then I

saw I had a bit of time and just’

thought about keeping it Tow

-when I hitit.”

He hit it right, and Luton
were out of the Cup. But they

fifth round for the first timein can’t moan about it. Chester

pulled themselves back from
the grave with spirit and
enthusiasm. Luton seemed to
think that victory was their
hereditary right.

Aston, Husband and Ron
Futcher all missed first half
chances, and goalkeeper
Millington made a wonderful

So was everyone else. So

what went wrong? x

Luton looked uncertain in

defence on a tricky pitch and
nervous of experimenting I1n
midfield.

Lil Fuccillo was the best of

the middle three, and had a
fine first half. But
Chambers and Alan Waest

Brian

_save to a rising drivg from looked below their best form,

Fuccillo. and Fuccillo faded after the
- break. _

Good save With Aston performing only

: in fits and starts, and Ron

But before half time, winger Futcher findin Bob Delgado a

Paul Crossley had brought a
good save out of Milija Aleksic
and had stubbed his toe on
another occasion when he
should have scored. At half
time Luton should have been
beginning to realise that it was
far from over.

bit of a handful, it looked as if
Luton’s main hope up front
was Jimmy Husband.  He
beavered away, but a blow on
the head in the second half
slowed him and dimmed
Luton’s chances.
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. * , and had little chance
Early in the second half, ggginst the winning effort.
Howat miskicked in front of And backs Price and Buckley

goal, and then Chester ' lot of hard work but
scrambled a Faulkner mistake ﬁﬂ}n‘-? ¢ eg;eriment, enough

into the Luton net. But Ian

ith the overlap.
Edward with t |
keeper.s iad fouled the Lu}tﬂn *  Paul Futcher gave another
ek cool peformance, and but for a
When Billy Dearden flashed ¢oupie of - boobs, Faulkner
a diving header past the Luton looked strong. :

oal, they realised they had But having siad all that, let’s
etter try to do something in\ remember that Luton were
retaliation. Brian Chambers ' knocked out by Third Division

had a hard shot saved bﬁ'i ‘Chester. Enough s-:-.id?a

Millington and Paul Price
the outside of a post with a NN
first timer. - SRy

So sick MATCH DETAILS

LUTON TOWN: Aleksic; Price,

It looked all set for a replay Buckley; Chambers, Faulkner, Paul

as Chester strained to get

Lot . Futcher; Husband, West, Ron

?g:tth:;'chﬂtgiik ci:nﬁldregél-silzﬂg Futcher, Fuecillo, Aston. Sub: Jim
last. ' Ryan.

- CHESTER: Millington; Nigel

- Edwards, Walker; Storton, Del-

Referee Willis had checked
his watch and acknowledged
that it was injury time to his
linesmen when Chester
grabbed their winner.

For the Futcher twins it was
a poor homecoming. After all
last week’s publicity the two~ .

ex-Chester lads found it hard
to accept defeat. '

“I'm sick, sick,' sick,” said
Paul. ;

gado, Oakes; Dearden, Richardson,
:}an Edwards, Howat, Crossley. Sub:
wen. :

REFEREE: Peter

Willis 3
Durham). .-{En

ATTENDANCE:
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