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LY

THE MATCHBALL which has become part of Luton Town
history this week joined three others in the personal souvenir
collection of Brian Stein as an everlasting chpse ke of an
unbelievable football occasion. !

The club’s biggest-ever victory in the First Division,
with Stein’s hat-trick leading the way, could easily have been
pushed into double figures as Southampton’s terror-struck
defence left it all to the best goalkeeper in the world.

Three days after becoming the most-capped goalkeeper in England
history and keeping a clean sheet at Wembley against Turkey, the over-
worked and under-protected Peter Shilton was roasted| by the Town's
sparkling performance,

Stein collected: the fourth hat-
trick of his career,, by courtesy of
Mick Harford whose domination
of England centre-half Mark
Wright helped o shatter the
Southampton reafguard.

Poor Glenn Cotkerill, making
his First Division debut after
Chris Nicholl beat the Town for
his signature, spent the afternoon
in frustrated' isolation, watching
his defenders take a pasting and
hardly secing the ball at close
quarters. !

The Town’s dpmination, and
the clinical finishing, was so com-
plete that managtr David Pleat
needed to add no words at the
Press conference. ‘‘Just write
about the football, it spoke for
itself,”” was his v’icw.

The only Southampton man to
cmerge with any sort of credit was
Nicholl, the former Town centre-
half in his first scason as a
manager. If only one defender had
played with the skill and spirit he
used to show the victory margin
might have been less extravagant.

Wright and Kevin Bond in cen-
tral defence were by-passed by
superb passing, instinctive posi-
tional play, and an inter-changing
of attackers that bewildered them.

Harford dragged the alleged
strong men all over the place, and
Stein was just one who stormed
through the gaps created.

Nicholl exempted none of his
players from criticism although I
thought Shilton was given no
chance with six of the goals. Ray
Daniel’s, the Town sixth, was the
only scoring shot anywhere near
the goalkeeper’s body.

It was the first time Shilton had
conceded seven since he was a
19-year-old learner with Leicester
at Everton 16 years ago.

‘Report by Brian Swain
‘Pictures: Mark Richards

@ RIGHT ON TARGET: Brian Stein hammers his first goal, with Mark Wright all wrong with his attempted
marking. BELOW Ricky Hill makes it all over as a contest before half-time with Southampton defenders nowhere
in sight.

WN 7, SOUTHAMPTON 0
| HALF-TIME 3-0
TOWN: Sealey; Breacker, Foster, Donaghy, Thomas; Hill,
Nicholas, Preece, (Daniel 73 mins); Stein, Harford, Nwajiobi.
SOUTHAMPTON: Shilton; Baker, Wright, Bond, Dennis; Case,
Lawrence, Armstrong, Townsend; Cockerill, Moran. Sub: Puckett,
spared from being sent on.
THE GOALS: Brian Stein hat-trick, 32, 55, and 89 mins (penal-
ty); Meka Nwajiobi 5 mins; Ricky Hill 35 mins; David Preece 59
mins; Ray Daniel 88 mins.
OTHER STRIKES: Town 11 saved and nine w Southampton
four saved, none of them dangerous, and six wide. Corners: 5-4
to Southampton.
ENTERTAINMENT: An amazing display of pace, power and preci-
sion by the Town, with Peter Shilton preventing the score going
into double figures.
REFEREE: Colin Downey, Hounslow—counting the goals was the
hardest problem the Town set him.
BOOKED: Ste\'ri- Baker of Southampton for a late and high tackle
on Brian Stein, yho tormented all members of the visiting defence
and midfield. |
ATTENDANCE: 8,876—second lowest of the season for a league
game, but 200 more than for the corresponding match last year.
The absentees should kick themselves.
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The Kenilworth Road mortificat
tion left him unwilling to comment
as his manager was making ar:
rangements for a video of th
humiliation to be taken to Th
Dell. Southampton were made 1«
look so pathetic that Nichol
decided to run through the recor
ding with the team, analysing th
excellence of every Town moy:

The football was irresistibl
reaching heights of simplicit
pace, accuracy and above a
marvellous team-work.

The goals illustrated it

® Five minutes: Harford and
Stein passes cut through the mid
dle, Meka Nwajiobi shoots past
Shilton’s right hand from 12
yards.

© 32 minutes: Ricky Hill and
Harford combine for Stein to hit
his first from 18 yards, aided b:
a lucky deflection off Wrigh
which sent the ball looping ove
the advancing Shilton.

©® 35 minutes: Hill side-foor
the Town'’s third after Mitchel
Thomas went down the left and
pulled back a low pass \

® 55 minutes: Steve Foster,
joining constant attacks, takes a
flick-on from Harford, sees his
shot blocked and Stein poances
from 12 yards for his second.
® 59 minutes: David Pree
having done m to prompt at-
tacks, makes it 5-0 from Harford's
low cross to the far post

©® 88 minutes: Hill sets sub

Ray Daniel free through a square

defence and he takes on and beats
Shilton in a one-to-one
confrontation.

¥

® 89 minutes: Wright is harshly
adjudged to have pushed Harford
in the back, Stein is invited to take
the penalty, and completes the
fourth hat-trick of his career.

The Town’s clegant passing was
50 outstanding that Southampton
were lucky to go home with the
score in single figures.

The most magical moment of
many was one that did not produce
a goal, when Stein outpaced
Wright down the inside right posi-
tion, watched Shilton advance and
chipped him almost perfectly. It
was an inch or two wide of the
woodwork when it could well
have been the goal of the match

Shilton made a marvellous full-
length save to a drive from Har-
ford late in the first half, and in
the second was brilliantly
acrobatic to tip a dipping
25-yarder by Stein over the bar
The goalkeeper was left
floundering by another thrusting
move when Hill put Nwajiobi
clear. He danced round Shilton,
but Mark Dennis, the only
defender in sight, cleared off the
line

There was a succession of nar-
Tow squeaks as Southampton were
demoralised, and even if they are
not one of the best teams in the
land, far better sides will be taken
care of if the Town can produce
similar skill at places like Anfield
and Old Trafford.
ames they have
ed this kind of
result. It was Southampton’s bad
luck that they arrived on the day
the threat was carried out when all
12 Town men got it together.

The potential customers who
stayed away must be Kicking
nselves for missing a treat.
se of us lucky to be there will
ore this one in the memory for
a very long time.
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