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.UN_ITED remain top, remain
frighiened by the shadow of
the 25 years since their last
champlonshlp and remain
damnably lucky to have es-
caped without a defeat at Lu-
ton, a result which mocks the
so-called divide between a
team charging into the elite
and one conducting their an-
nual rage against the dying of
the light.

cynics who wrote off
rLuton a week ago had better
still their tongucs while a
‘marvellous lplager like Pem-

‘bridge can his team in
outplaying and outfighting the
championship favourites.

| We knew is would be the

Inning in  so many
ﬁrechons they were not sure
where next breath, never
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championship co-

but also the target.

Luton’s spirit
of resistance|

LUTON 1

, -4-2): Chamberiain; Jlmn, Peake, Dreyer,

Oakes l'mbrlm
llmrl. Preece; \'ll'l‘] (Gray 66min).

MANCHESTER UTD 1

1): Schmeichel; Parker ( Hluu-m
Pallister, Irwin;
M.mm nmh}

Goals: Sharpe (25min) 0-1; Harford (5 1min) 1-1.
:ﬁw ey
Referee: M (l.m}

teased Pallister into another of
those palpitating moments
when he looks anything but a
£2.3m defender. Pembridge
had driven the ball hard from
the left flank and Pallister, fac-
ing his goal at the far post and
with nobody to hurry him,

still contrived a miskick
which fortunately went the
wrong side of the post.

Preece took the comer,
Oakes dummied and Pem-
bridge struck the ball from
outside the area. Schmeichel
looked as if he expected it to
be far too high; his hands went
up, but half-heartedly, and his
heart was in his mouth as the
ball hit the crossbar and
bounced over.

Next Varadi, rescued from
virtual retirement in Leeds re-
serves, tested Schmeichel’s
Judgment with a drifting shot
from 30 yards which again es-
caped the goalkeeper’s touch,

Pembridge, looking every

- bit like a young Bryan Rob-

son, was now running the

midfield. Three more times he
burst through to create scoring

_chances, or half-chances, but
~each time he lacked convic-
tion in his ﬁmamng. And then,

in the 22nd minute, Harford
twice had shots chamed down,
the second striking the body of

- Pallister, who was loolung in
‘the opposite direction.

Can luck win a champ-
ionship? It seemed very hkcl
when, three minutes later, a
sudden break the length of the
field punished poor Luton.
_Schmelchcl lﬂcked the ball
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defies United |

equaliser which was the least
they deserved. Varadi began it
in his typical scurrying fash-
ion, chasing down a lost cause,
turning away from Bruce and
allowing Preece to centre the
ball from the left. A remark-
able thing then happened:
Harford, still one of the most
dangerous players in the air,
found that only Phelan had
the sense of responsibility and
urgency to mark him.

That, of course, was no con-
test. Harford’s header struck
the crossbar, reminding us
once more that Schmeichel is
a goalkeeper wounded from
the game with Southampton
and unable to get off the
ground. He was still there
when the rebound was nodded
in with the instincts of a pi-
ranha by Harford.

The game deteriorated, the
players tired, particularly Uni-
ted. And in the exasperation
that crept in, four players were
booked in nine minutes: Gray
for dissent, Kamara and
Hughes for an ugly skirmish
and Phelan for a late tackle on
Gray.

But that was not the heart
and soul of this encounter.
What was was the courage still
being displayed by Pem-
bridge. More and more he
resembled the dynamic run-
ning force from midfield
which United wish they could
inject into the injured calf of
their skipper, Robson. And in
the 83rd minute Pembridge,
inevitably, was responsible for
the through ball which put the
substitute Stein away.

Schmeichel came slithering
out, Stein intelligently at-
tempted a shallow lob and this
remarkable Danish goal-
keeper once more saved his
side by reaching up instinc-
tively to paw the ball away.




