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It’s been over 30 years since the Hillsborough Disaster and the pain in the city, although eased has never
gone away, especially for the families of those loved ones who died so tragically.

A chance conversation in May 2018 prompted me to write this story. | had been reading one of my
children’s books to a group of children at a festival in Toxteth Library in Liverpool when | got talking to a
local lady who was telling me about her niece and nephew. They lived in Bristol and had come to visit
Liverpool; she took them to see the tourist sites and visited the Hillsborough Memorial at Anfield Stadium.
She told me that neither of them knew anything about Hillsborough or what had happened there, she’d tried
to explain it to them but found it hard to do so as they were too young to grasp the enormity of it. | was
very shocked that they didn’t know, but thinking about it later, maybe I shouldn’t have been!

In Liverpool we talk about it, we tell our children, we keep it alive so that it never happens to anyone ever
again. Outside of the city, Hillsborough can mean nothing to many, especially the young. So, | have
decided to tell the story of Hillsborough in the form of a children’s book, in the hope that others understand
what this city went through and why we won’t let it go or forget! It’s not based on real characters, but it is
based on very real events that changed the face of football, the establishment, the city, its people and the
families of the 96 who went to the match and never came home.
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Hillsborough
“When Will Dad Be Home?”

One Boy’s Story Of A Tragedy.

Saturday 18! March 1989. Liverpool FC
took on Brentford FC in the sixth round of
the FA Cup at Anfield. Goals from; Steve
McMahon 15°, John Barnes 62’ and Peter
Beardsley 79°, 82° gave Liverpool a four
nil, win and eased them into the hat for the
next round, the semi-final draw.

The next day, Sunday 19" March. Everton
were playing their sixth-round game
against Wimbledon, who the previous year
had shocked the football world by beating
Liverpool one nil in the FA Cup final. It
seemed as though the whole of
Merseyside, both red and blue, wanted
Everton to beat Wimbledon, in the hope of
setting up an all Merseyside cup final. A
repeat of the 1986 final in which Liverpool
had been victorious over their Merseyside
neighbours by three goals to one. Everton
fans wanted to have their revenge over
Liverpool for that painful defeat, whilst
most Liverpool fans wanted to face
Everton, ‘just to beat them again’. The
fans got the first part of their wish as

Everton beat Wimbledon one nil. And so,
the draw for the semi-final was made and
Liverpool were drawn against Nottingham
Forest and Everton were to play Norwich
City. If both could win, they would meet
again at Wembley Stadium for the 1989
FA Cup Final.

As was tradition for a semi-final, the game
was to be played at a neutral ground.
Liverpool were to play Nottingham Forest
at Sheffield Wednesday’s ground
Hillsborough. While the Everton verses
Norwich City game was to be played at
Aston Villa’s ground, Villa Park. Both
games were to be played, Saturday 15™
April 1989. Fans of both teams in and
around the city were getting very excited at
the thought of another all Merseyside cup
final, a final where only three years earlier
they had shown the world the true meaning
of football with both sets of fans travelling
to the match together and sitting and
standing with each other in the stadium.
No trouble, no fighting just friendly banter
being shouted and sang around the ground.



Scenes that were shown all around the
world as an advert for the true meaning of
football. Friday the 14™ April 1989 was
such an exciting day in the lives of our
family. Dad had booked the day off work
and was the most excited I’d seen him for a
long time. Mum was busy making cakes
with red and blue icing and she’d put red
and blue crepe paper streamers in the front
window.

Each of the two upstairs bedroom windows
had been given over to our two favourite
teams. One was covered in Liverpool FC
pictures, the other in the blue of Everton
FC. You see my Dad was the biggest
Liverpool fan in the whole wide world,
he’d been everywhere to watch them,
Rome, Paris, Wembley... Everywhere!
And | was a red, just like my Dad.

Mum though was a blue. A true blue too.
She loved Everton nearly as much as my
Dad loved Liverpool. They used to have
really funny arguments about who was the
greatest, reds or blues? | would always be
on my Dad’s side, but my little sister, well
she was as daft as my Mum and supported
Everton, she always took Mum’s side in
the argument, but what made it really
funny was she never knew anything about

football or Everton and so would get all
her footballing facts wrong, she couldn’t
even name any of the Everton players.

| would always tease her by saying;

“Ok then smarty pants, name five Everton
players,” she never could, even though
Mum would try and whisper them to her.
Mum was terrible at whispering and we’d
all fall about laughing. Looking back, it
wasn’t fair asking her as she was only five
at the time. But we were all so happy then!
Tomorrow was the 15" April, FA Cup
semi-final day.

The mighty Liverpool were playing
Nottingham Forest at Sheffield
Wednesday’s ground, Hillsborough
Stadium and Everton were playing
Norwich at Aston Villa’s ground, Villa
Park. Victory for both teams would set up
another all Merseyside FA Cup final, just
like in 1986. | had missed that final
because | was too young, but my Dad had
said to me, “This time son, me and you
will be going to the final together, and
we’ll watch the mighty reds beat whoever
stands in our way. Hopefully it’ll be the
blues and we can sing on the train all the
way back to Liverpool and wake your
Mum up when we get in!”



' The 1986 F.A Cup Final Liverpool 3 v Everton 1
== The road to Wembley in 1989 listed below, bringing a possible F.A. Cup Final Re-match.
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(PLAYED 7 January 1989) (Played 7% January 1989)
W.B.A1-1EVERTON CARLISLE UNITED 0-3 LIVERPOOL
(REPLAY 11™ January 1989)
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set up the fairy tale of another Merseyside Final.




Mum was cooking the dinner and Dad
decided to take me and my little sister
Mary, to the park for a quick game of
football. Stanley Park divided both the
Liverpool and Everton stadiums and my
Dad used to laugh and call it ‘No man’s
land’. When we got to the park, Dad said,
“I’m Kenny Dalglish, the king!” He always
went Kenny Dalglish. So, I said, “Okay,
I’m going to be John Aldridge then.” Mary
then asked who she could be, but because
she didn’t know any players names, it
didn’t really matter. “’You can be Pelé, Me
and Frankie are Liverpool and you can be
Brazil, that way you might have a chance
of winning. It’s better than being Everton.”
Said Dad.

And so, we kicked off in front of a sell-out
Wembley crowd of 100,000 screaming
supporters. Dad kicked the ball high into
the sky, | thought it would never come
down again. As it did, | put my head out to
head it but moved out of the way at the last
minute and so it hit the ground and
bounced off towards Mary. She stood and
watched as it rolled past her legs. “Trap the
ball.” Dad called to her, but she stood
looking up at the clouds and talking to
herself. “Pelé would never do that!”

laughed Dad. And so, the game continued.
We had so much fun that day, Dad kept
pretending to fall over and giving Mary
penalties which, she always scored because
he’d let them go through his legs or he’d
dive the wrong way. When she did miss,
he’d let her take it again until she scored.

| think in the end it was a draw, Liverpool
18 Brazil 18 and so we shared the cup that
year and the crowd went wild! Dad carried
both of us home after the match as our legs
were sore, I’m sure his must have been
tired too, but he never complained, we just
walked home singing We 're on our way to
Wembley we shall not be moved..." It was
one of the best games of football we had
ever had, I didn’t know i1t would be our
last, if | had, | wouldn’t have let him go.
After we’d eaten, Mum took Mary for her
bath as she’d managed to get most of the
park mud on her legs and knees.

Dad then got out his ticket for the FA cup
semi-final out of the drawer to show me
again. He must’ve shown it to me a
million times, but I didn’t mind because it
made him so happy to talk about it, he was
so excited about the match.



8 ?%‘: . x

= \ |i O
D - P ':-‘ g 3
: ‘n'.u‘ .-"" 7 ‘\/‘1”
BN g I AR

7 S gy, o U e,
on v,'g,“lr, g‘
AL . A
e

|
tanley Park in North Liverpool separated the two football clubs, from this photograph 1
ou can clearly see on the left the blue stand of Everton F.C., and on the right, the red j
tand of Liverpool F.C. ]




“Look at that Frankie,” he’d say, then he’d
read everything on the ticket out loud to
me, he’d read it so many times, [ knew it
word for word. I can still hear him now
reading it, his voice full of excitement.
“The Football Association Challenge Cup
Semi-Final. Liverpool V Nottingham
Forest.

At Hillsborough Stadium,
Saturday 15 April 1989,
Kick off 3:00 PM.
Leppings Lane, Standing.
Liverpool Area.

Price £6.

“We’re definitely going to beat Forest
tomorrow; | can feel it in my bones
Frankie boy!” “And as long as the blues
can manage to beat Norwich, then me and
you will be on that train to Wembley
where we’ll see Alan Hansen lift the cup
because, let’s be honest, Everton will have
no chance against John Barnes and Peter
Beardsley.”

It always made me laugh when he said,
‘Peter Beardsley’ because he said it with a

rubbish Geordie accent that he thought
sounded really good, but everyone else
knew, it wasn’t! We went over the tactics
and how Liverpool would play against
Forest, we knew they were a very good
team and wouldn’t be easy to beat. He
always had a respect for their manager,
Brian Clough, even though they once
knocked Liverpool out of the European
Cup.

We talked and talked for what seemed
ages, but it was probably no longer than an
hour, but it was ‘our time.” Me and my
Dad talking about our favourite thing in the
world, Liverpool Football Club, the mighty
reds. How they’d won everything, had
some of the greatest players in the world
and the best fans that stood on the famous
Spion Kop that any team would be proud
of, but our time together was cut short as
Mum opened the bathroom door and called
down.

“Frankie, Frankie, come and get your bath
son, before the bubbles all go!” Mum’ had
put ‘Matey Bubble Bath’ in for me, she
knew it was my favourite.



15" April 1989 Semi-final day, and Merseyside are on the move.
Everton fans on their way to Villa Park.
Liverpool fans on their way to Hillsborough.




After we’d had our bath Mary and me
came and sat with Mum and Dad to watch
the TV, because it was Friday, we could
stay up a bit later than in the week. Then
Dad’s favourite song came on, ‘Mike and
the Mechanics, The Living Years.” He
loved this song and would sing it at the top
of his voice, he really did think he was a
good singer. Mum would just pull a funny
face behind his back that made me and
Mary laugh. Dad didn’t care though; he
just sang on.

I still find it difficult to listen to this song
even after all these years, especially when
you listen to the words and realise it’s
about a father and son.

Later Dad got his match ticket out again.
“Oh no! Put it away!” we all shouted
together then fell about laughing as Mum
threw a cushion at Dad. Then it was soon
time for bed for me and Mary, we gave
Mum and Dad a kiss and made our way up
to bed. | was struggling to get to sleep, |
kept turning one way then another, flipping
my pillow over to the cooler side to see if
that helped, but no, I was still wide awake.
Then my bedroom door slowly opened and

in walked Dad. I knew he’d been with
Mary till she had fallen asleep, he always
did this because she wouldn’t let go of his
hand until she was asleep. He used to say
that Mary kept him a prisoner until the
sandman had visited.

“Whattsup Frankie boy, can’t sleep?” He
whispered. Now | was nine years old and
most of my friends had grown out of fairy
tales and bedtime stories, but I still loved
a story at bedtime, and Dad told the best.
Never from a book though, he would
always make them up in his head. He told
of pirates, highwaymen, dragons, haunted
lighthouses and fighter pilots swarming
across the blue skies in their aeroplanes.

Not long after he began his story

| began to fall asleep, he gently kissed me
on my head and tucked the bed covers up
under my chin to keep me warm and
whispered, “Love you Frankie boy,” as he
quietly closed my bedroom door. Suddenly
the room was in darkness and | gently
drifted off to sleep. Not knowing that, that
would be the last bedtime story and kiss
I’d ever get from my Dad!
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The next morning, | could hear Mum and
Dad downstairs, it was very early, but |
was determined to see Dad before he left.

I came downstairs and found Dad sitting at
the table eating a huge plate of toast and
drinking tea out of his favourite Liverpool
FC mug.

And so, Dad was ready to leave, Mum
gave him his sandwiches and flask for the
journey to Sheffield. “I’m coming back
home you know; I really won’t need this
much food. And if I fill the car with food,
then I won’t be able to fit Terry and Pete
in.” “Anyway, I’ll be home before the kids
go to bed, it won’t go to extra time with
any luck! We’ll beat them in the ninety
minutes, 3.0 to the reds. Easy!”

“I like your confidence.” Mum replied And
with that she gave him a kiss and a hug and
passed him his bag. He then picked me up
gave me a huge kiss and said, “I’ll be
home before you know it son, wait at the
window for me, you’ll know it’s me
because I’ll be beeping my horn in
celebration of our win then with any luck
we’ll be playing Everton at Wembley and
me and you will be there together son.”
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He stuck a Liverpool scarf out of the back
window of the car and it fluttered as he
drove down the street, waving as he went.
Mum and me went back inside but no
sooner had he left than he was back. We
rushed to the door to see what the matter
was. Dad was just getting out of the car in
a panic. “I’ve lost my match ticket!” He
was shouting, “It’s gone!” Mum calmly
went back into the kitchen and there on the
kitchen table was the ticket where he’d left
it after showing it me for the millionth and
one time. Smiling, she passed it to Dad.

“Just think,” he said, “If | hadn’t realised,

I would have gone all that way and not
been able to get in, and | would have just
watched as Terry and Pete went into the
ground without me. | would have had to sit
in the car and listen to the match on the
radio while | waited for them to come out
at the end”. That would have been a
tragedy, phew!”

Mum laughed at him, saying “It’s not that
important.” Dad just laughed and drove off
to pick up his two mates, waving for the
final time. Saturday the 15" of April was
just like any other Saturday around the
country.



Hillsborough Stadium in Sheffield had been chosen as a neutral ground to host the
semi-final, unknown to the travelling Liverpool fans, the the stadium already had issues
with crowd control. Also travelling Liverpool fans where held up in road works across the

M62 motorway.
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In 1981 the semi-final between Tottenham Hotspur and Wolves, resulted in a crush at the
Leppings Lane, resulting in many injuries to the fans suffering broken arms and ribs this was
repeated in 1987, with a crush during the quarter final match between Sheffield Wednesday
and Coventry City, the following semi-final was held at Hillsborough when Coventry City
played Leeds United. The Leppings Lane stand was allocated to Leeds United and was reported
as being seriously overcrowded, which once again resulted in a crush.



The difference being of course was the FA
Cup Semi-Finals that were being played.
The three areas showing any real interest
were Merseyside, Norwich and
Nottingham. This was of huge interest to
them, one of their teams would make it to
Wembley for the FA cup final!

In our house things had calmed down once
my Dad had left, he was so excited it was
infectious. But now we had all slipped
back into normality.

Mary was up now, and we all sat and ate
breakfast. “Wonder where he is now?”

| asked. “When will Dad be home?”

| added.

“He’s only been gone half an hour, he’s
probably only at the end of the street if he
hasn’t forgotten something else, he’d
forget his head if it wasn’t screwed on
She laughed. And she was right, he was
always losing things and forgetting things
but that’s what made him special to us.

",

“Where have I put that hammer?”

Anybody know what I’ve done with my
keys?” “I definitely had the tea towel in
my hand five minutes ago!” These were

14

just some of the things he’d shout around
the house as he stood scratching his head,
waiting for Mum to look and find them.
Mum often said it was like having three
kids in the house. But we all loved him
unconditionally.

“I’ve decided to cook a stew for tonight’s
tea, that way | can keep it in the oven and
when your Dad gets home, he can have
some for his supper.” Mum said to no one
in particular. “So, we’re going to have to
go to the shops to get what we need, right
you two, once you’ve finished your
breakfast, up the stairs to get washed and
dressed then we’ll jJump the bus into
town.”

So, after a busy day shopping, we returned
home, Mum carrying several very full bags
and saying to herself, “I only went for a
few bits, how come I’ve ended up with all
this shopping?”” She said this every time
she went shopping. Dad would always
say, “Take a shopping list, that way you
get what’s on the list and nothing else!”
But she never did, she just kept going on
about how much she’d bought.



On that fateful day, no one could have imagined what horrors were to unfold to the
Liverpool fans. Following the tragedy, the South Yorkshire Police force put the blame
on the Liverpool fans. An official report by Lord Justice Taylor one year after the
event, vindicated the fans and put the blame on the South Yorkshire Police,

adding in his report “South Yorkshire Police by describing senior officers in command as
"defensive and evasive witnesses who refused to accept any responsibility for error”.
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One main factor was the terraces, in the 1970’s following crowd trouble on open

terraces at football grounds, segregation was introduced using high metal fences to

keep rival supports apart the Taylor Report into the disaster led to a recommendation

that terraces be done away with at major British stadiums.

Two photographs show Lepping Lane on taken in the 1970’s without segregation the

other showing the metal fences the trapped in the Liverpool fans on the day of the semi-final.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taylor_Report

As Mum was peeling the vegetables, the
telephone rang. It was Dad letting her
know that he’d arrived in Sheffield safely.

He wasn’t on the phone for very long as he
didn’t have any more 2p’s for the phone
and so the pips went. He just managed to
say “Bye, Love you.”

Mum looked at me and Mary and said that
he hadn’t had time to speak to us, but she
was sure he’d ring again later after the
match.

We could see that Mum was happy that
Dad had phoned, she always worried
whenever he had to drive long distances.
The time was now 2:30, half an hour to
Kick off.

Dad had said that | could stay up late and
watch it with him on Match of the Day. So,
| went into the Kkitchen to listen to the
radio, where Mum was getting the stew
ready. Then when Dad got home, I’d sit on
the couch with him and we’d both cheer on
our beloved reds.

Even Mary would be allowed to stay up
and in our pyjamas; we’d all watch it
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together. And so, my Mum said,

“Who shall we listen to on the radio son,
Liverpool or Everton? Surely, we should
listen to Everton instead of boring old
Liverpool, who are going to lose anyway?”

“Liverpool! Liverpool! Liverpool!” I
shouted. “Okay, okay” she said laughingly
as she tuned the radio into the Liverpool V
Nottingham Forest semi-final.

The commentator was saying, ‘there is a
great atmosphere in the ground with both
sets of fans singing and chanting the names
of their favourite players.” He then went
through both teams, substitutes and team
colours. Liverpool had won the toss and
would wear their famous all red kit, while
Nottingham Forest would be in their
changed kit of white shirts and shorts.’

| so wanted to be there, standing on the
terraces with my Dad watching our
beloved reds. At that moment | would
have given anything to be there with him.
“When will Dad be home?” | asked. “My
word Frankie, they haven’t even kicked off
yet, it’ll be a few hours before we see him
again.” Mum replied. “He’ll be hungry
when he gets home, good job we’re
making a stew, he loves stew.”



The Liverpool team sheet on the day of the match: Goalkeeper, Bruce Grobbelaar
saw at first hand the unfolding events, in 2009 he gave an interview to the BBC.
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"l, for one, was closest to the paddock and | noticed when the game started...

people were asking me to try and help them because their faces were right up against the
fence, | asked the person at the gate to open the gate and release the pressure.

When the ball went out again, | ran to the referee. Everyone was in shock for many days
and hours afterwards, we were in a complete daze”.




Eventually it was time for the kick-off.

We heard the whistle sound on the radio
and the commentator said, “We re off!”
Straight away it sounded an exciting match
both teams having early attacks, you could
hear the singing from the crowd, it
sounded amazing.

“Wish | was there, Mum,” | said. “Well if
they win, Dad is going to take you to
Wembley to watch them get beat by
Everton.” She joked. We were still
laughing when the commentator said that
there was something going on at the
Leppings Lane end of the ground. “That’s
where your Dad is!” She said, “Oh I do
hope he’s alright, I wonder what’s
happening in there. Probably some idiot
making a nuisance of himself.” She added.
But then things took a turn for the worse as
the commentator said “That the Liverpool
fans behind the goal were trying to climb
over the fence and onto the pitch, but the
police were pushing them back down as
they seem to think it’s a pitch invasion.
Some of the fans were shouting to Bruce
Grobbelaar, Liverpool’s goalkeeper”.

He was then shouting something to

Mr Lewis, the match referee.
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at 3:06PM, the referee blew his whistle and
ordered both teams off the pitch. More
police arrived to push the fans back inside
the caged Leppings Lane end.

But the commentator’s voice began to
change as he described the scenes
unfolding before him. “Maybe it’s not a
pitch invasion; maybe it’s more serious
than that!”

Mum told me to go next door and ask Mrs
Taylor to come in. Mrs Taylor was known
as Aunty Lil to both me and Mary. She
was one of my Mum’s oldest friends and
she had minded us hundreds of times when
Mum and Dad had been going out or even
when Mum wasn’t feeling well, and Dad
was in work.

When | arrived back with Mrs Taylor,

I found Mum crying uncontrollably. She’d
turned the radio off and we were told not to
turn the TV on. Mrs Taylor then ran back
home and quickly returned with her eldest
daughter, Sarah. “Take the children into
our house to play and keep them there till

| say.” She said, and so Sarah took me and
Mary home to her house.



Hillsborough

The clock stands at 3.06pm at Sheffield Wednesday’s main stand.

Sadly, the excitement of that morning travelling to the semi-final
was within a few hours going to turn to horror and despair.

The time set at 3.06pm was when the match was abandoned

and 96 Liverpool fans lost their life in the unfolding tragedy.

-



We kept hearing people coming and going
to our house to see Mum, they were all
crying, and some were praying. | asked
Sarah, “What’s going on, and when will
Dad be home?”

She just shrugged her shoulders, looked
away and kept playing with Mary.

Eventually Mrs Taylor came back and said,
“Right Frankie I need you to be very brave
because you are going to have to look after
little Mary, you are both going to stay here
for a while because your Mum has got to
go out later with your Grandad.”

“Go where? She can’t go out! If she does,
she might miss Dad when he gets home
from the match!” | argued. But Mrs
Taylor just shushed me and sat me on her
knee.

| could tell that she’d been crying too.

I had no idea what was going on, and so
I got down on the floor and carried on
playing with Mary who had built a tower
with building blocks.

Then I heard the unmistakeable sound of
my Grandad’s car pulling up outside.
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It always made a rattily sound when it
stopped. | jumped up and ran to the
window just in time to see him closing the
car door and walking towards our house. |
asked Mrs Taylor if | could go and see
him, she replied that she would go first and
ask my Mum, we were to stay here for now
with Sarah. Five minutes later she returned
with news I didn’t want to hear.

“Your Mum has given me pyjamas for
both you and Mary, you are to sleep here
tonight and then go back home tomorrow.
You’ll be fine here with me and Sarah,
we’ll play some games later and have a
nice tea, what’s your favourite food?”

“It’s okay, thank you Mrs Taylor, but
Mum is doing stew for us and Dad when
he gets home.

When will Dad be home? ” | asked for what
seemed the hundredth time, but still no
proper answer. Soon after this | heard Mrs
Taylor standing on her step talking to my
Mum, | rushed to the window and pulled
the net curtain up so that I could look out
and see her. She looked right into my eyes
and I’1l never forget her face. It looked
haunted, she looked as though she’d



After the tragedy, Liverpool F.C. held a charity match against Celtic to raise funds
for the survivors and the bereaved families.
The next competitive match was against Everton

; N > Y /; }' p g
£ THE 7 R
e a8
Barclays League Division One  Wednesday I-vl\h) 1989 Official Programme Price 8Op
EVERTON v LIVERPOOL
TONIGHTS MATCH SPONSORS: HAFNIA DANISH COOKED MEATS

The match programme for Everton was a tribute to the Liverpool fans.

The replay of the semi-final against Nottingham Forest took place on the 7th May 1989, at
Old Trafford. The pressure to win was felt by the fans and the players of Liverpool, as
Everton had booked their place in the final by beating Norwich. The tension in the build up
to the game was felt across the city, everyone in Liverpool wanted to see a Merseyside Final.

The kick off was at 1pm but the tension was lifted within 3 minutes by John Aldridge
who scored for Liverpool, who went on to win 3-1.



been crying for ever, her eyes were red,
and her cheeks were stained with tears.

She stared into my eyes with no emotion
whatsoever, she looked empty and lost.

Grandad started the car and they drove off
not even bothering to look back or wave.

I knew then something bad had happened.
Mrs Taylor had turned the telly on for us
and we sat watching Super Gran, we loved
Super Gran, but I couldn’t concentrate.

Mum’s face had worried me too much.
When Mrs Taylor and Sarah went into the
back kitchen, I turned the telly to a
different channel. What | saw will live
with me for ever.

The news was showing the events that
were happening at Hillsborough, I could
see hundreds and hundreds of people stuck
behind a blue metal fence, they were being
squashed and crushed up against it and no
one seemed to be doing anything to help.
At the back of the crowd, those fans in the
upper tier of the stand were lifting those

22

below up and out of the carnage. Surely
my Dad will be okay? I thought to myself,
he’s my Dad, big strong Dad!

By now there were many fans on the pitch
who had climbed out or came from
different parts of the ground to help. They
were using anything they could get their
hands on to make a stretcher in order to get
the injured away to safety. They pulled
down advertising boards from around the
ground and used them or they just picked
up the injured and ran towards police and
any medical staff they could find for help.
It was an unbelievable scene, it reminded
me of a battlefield from a school history
lesson, with people lying all over the pitch,
some being attended to others waiting,
some not moving!

Just then Mrs Taylor came back into the
room saying, “Oh we don’t want the
boring news on the telly, let’s put some
more cartoons on!” And with that she
changed channel. But I’d seen enough to
know why Mum’s face looked the way it
did.



Liverpool and Everton walked onto the Wembley pitch ready to contest the 1989 F.A.Cup final
on the 20th May, wearing black armbands in tribute and respect to the 96 Liverpool supporters
who innocently went to watch a football match on the 15" April 1989, who never returned home.

Another tribute before the 3pm kick off was when Gerry Marsden of Gerry and The Pacemakers
sang the LFC anthem “ You’ll Never Walk Alone”

After ninety minutes the score was 1 -1 at full time and went to extra time, Liverpool went
onto win 3-2 in a very competitive match, but the winner was the City of Liverpool.

After winning the F.A Cup, Liverpool was set to do the double, by winning the league title,
the last game of the season was to be played at Anfield against Arsenal, on the 26" May.
Arsenal went onto win the match 2-0 with an injury time goal,

by Arsenal player Michael Thomas.



Later that night Mrs Taylor put us to bed,
Mary didn’t seem too fussed about staying
in Sarah’s bedroom and saw it as a big
adventure a bit of a sleepover | suppose.

| didn’t want to stay out, | wanted to be
home with Mum, Dad and Mary eating
stew for supper.

Then suddenly | heard a car horn in the
street. Dad was home! He said he’d sound
his horn when he got home and now, he
was home, home for his stew! | jumped out
of bed and ran to the window almost
pulling the curtains down as | pulled them
back to look out. My heart sank, as down
below in the street there was a taxi,
sounding its horn, then across the street a
door opened and a shaft of light lit up the
pavement and a woman got into the
waiting taxi and it drove off in a plume of
smoke.

| watched as its red taillights disappeared
down the street. | hoped so much to see the
lights of Dad’s car drive up towards me.

Dad had told me to wait at the window for
him, so | decided | wasn’t going to move
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until he got home. | got a blanket from the
bed and wrapped it around myself and sat
with my head against the cool glass of the
window, waiting.

| woke early the next morning with a
cramp in my neck, there was a red mark on
my head where I’d been leaning on the
window and my chin was wet because I’d
been dribbling from my mouth.

I couldn’t believe it! Grandad’s car was
outside, and I’d not even heard it. Dad
would be home now, I bet he’s eaten all
the stew I thought to myself, well [ don’t
mind he must’ve been very hungry after
his long day. | got dressed in record time
and ran downstairs. Mrs Taylor was
drinking a cup of tea and before she could
stop me, | was out the front door and
barging into our house.

Mrs Taylor came rushing in behind me
saying, “I never had time to stop him, he
was gone before | had a chance to stop
him!” “I’m so sorry!”



" If you would like any further information or support regarding the

Hillsborough Tragedy, please contact, ‘The Hillsborough Survivors Supporters
Alliance’

Hillshorough Survivers SIIIN”I‘I Alliance

Us

Unity is Strength
www.hsa-us.co.uk




My Mum replied, “It’s okay, don’t worry
he’s fine here with me now.” And she
pulled me into her and hugged me like
she’d never hugged me before.

| looked around and, on the table, lay all
the ingredients for the stew, the peeled
potatoes had turned brown, Mum hadn’t
finished making it.

What would Dad have to eat now? Then
realisation hit me, and I pulled myself free
of my Mum’s grasp and ran upstairs
looking for my Dad.

All the rooms were empty, so | ran back
down and headed into the living room,
someone was in here... Dad? But no. It
was Grandad, he was sitting in the chair
holding a picture of Dad.

He was crying and making funny yet sad
noises. I’d seen him cry once before, when
gran died, but nothing like this.

This was different, he looked like he might
even die in front of me. He was holding
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the photograph so tightly; he didn’t even
know | was in the room.

Over and over he was saying,

“Frankie, my boy. Frankie son!” “I love
you son, oh how I love you, please...”

It sounded so strange hearing my Dad
being called son in the same way that he
called me son, | was his Frankie boy, but
here was Grandad saying it to a photo of
Dad. Why?

| ran back to Mum shouting,
“WHEN WILL DAD BE HOME?
WHERE IS HE?”

She started to cry again, and Mrs Taylor
now gave her a hug. And Sarah came in
holding a tired looking Mary, she then took
me and Mary back into next door.

All that day friends and family came and
went to see both me, Mary and Mum.

| knew something terrible had happened at
Hillsborough, but I never realised how
terrible



Our lives changed completely that day, and
although Mary was only five years of age
at the time, looking back | don’t think any
of us realised the true effect it had on her.
Many of us thought she was too young to
understand. But it just shows you how
wrong you can be.

She changed in so many ways, gone was
the permanent smile from her face, she
didn’t stop smiling of course, but
something that had come so naturally for
her, was now so much more of an effort.

As she grew from a child to a woman, it
was as though part of her had died that
Saturday in April. Dad used to call her,
“his Daddy’s girl.” And his “Little soul
mate”. | used to get really jealous about
this, wasn’t | “his Daddy’s boy and soul
mate?”

But now | have a daughter of my own and
| understand exactly what he meant. A
Dad and daughter’s relationship is a very
special bond. One that was so cruelly
taken away from Mary that awful day in
1989. But so many others went through
the same hurt and pain that tragic day.

Many thousands of football supporters had
gone to watch a football match at
Hillsborough that Saturday the 15™ of
April 1989, both Liverpool and
Nottingham Forest fans.

All went expecting and hoping their team
would win. But 96 Liverpool supporters
would never return home to their families.
They would be killed going to watch the
team they loved, playing a game of
football. None went to cause trouble; they
just went to watch a match.

The youngest was ten years of age. The
eldest was sixty seven. Both men, women
and children died that day and in the
homes of their families a part of them also
died.

Many lies were told by the media
regarding the behaviour of the Liverpool
supporters, lies that would ultimately be
proven to be just that. Lies.

In fact, there were many heroes in the red
of Liverpool that day, helping with the
injured and dying. If they couldn’t help to
save the poor soul, then they stayed with
them till the end. The question | asked so



many times, “When will Dad be home?”
Was answered in the most tragic and blunt
of ways.

“HE WON’T!”

He won’t be home for Christmas.

He won’t be home for birthdays.

He won’t be home to tell me a bedtime
story.

He won’t be home to tuck me up in bed.
He won’t be home to kiss me goodnight.
He won’t be home to tell me he loves me.
He won’t be home to play football with
me.

He won’t be home to see me leave primary
school.

He won’t be home to see me start
secondary school.

He won’t be home to see me go to
university.

He won’t be home to see me graduate.
He won’t be home to see me fall in love.
He won’t be home to see me married.

He won’t be home to see the birth of my
children.

He won’t be home to see them start
nursery.

He won’t be home to sit my children on his
knee.
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I’m thirty nine years of age, soon to
celebrate my fortieth birthday. I’'m now
older than my Dad was when he died.

| couldn’t imagine what went through his
mind in the last moments, but for me it
would have been about my children and
my wife.

| just hope he realises that we loved him
then as we love him now. Unconditionally!
But sadly, He’ll never be home for me to
tell him how much I love and miss him!
But he’ll never walk alone!

It’s over 30 years since the Hillsborough
Disaster and the pain in the city, although
eased has never gone away, especially for
the families of those loved ones who died
so tragically.

A chance conversation in May 2018
prompted me to write this story. | had
been reading one of my children’s books to
a group of children at a festival in Toxteth
Library in Liverpool when I got talking to
a local lady who was telling me about her
niece and nephew. They lived in Bristol
and had come to visit Liverpool; she took
them to see the tourist sites and visited the



Hillsborough Memorial at Anfield
Stadium.

She told me that neither of them knew
anything about Hillsborough or what had
happened there, she’d tried to explain it to
them but found it hard to do so as they
were too young to grasp the enormity of it.
I was very shocked that they didn’t know,
but thinking about it later, maybe |
shouldn’t have been!

In Liverpool we talk about it, we tell our
children, we keep it alive so that it never
happens to anyone ever again. But outside
of the city, Hillsborough can mean nothing
to many, especially the young. So, | have
decided to tell the story of Hillsborough in
the form of a children’s book, in the hope
that others understand what this city went
through and why we won’t let it go or
forget! It’s not based on real characters,
but it is based on very real events that
changed the face of football, the
establishment, the city, its people and the
families of the 96 who went to the match
and never came home.

As | said, | wanted to tell this story in the
form of a children’s book so that the
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tragedy of that day is never forgotten, not
only by those outside the city but by the
children and young adults of this great city.
Time causes memories to fade, as with any
event throughout history; if you are not
taught about it then you can have a vague
recollection of what may or may not have
happened.

The family from Bristol who didn’t know
what ‘Hillsborough’ meant to so many
people in Liverpool, shocked me.

However, since writing this book and
going out and talking to people about it,
| have found that there are many young
adults here in Liverpool who don’t fully
understand the events of that day.

Every year in Liverpool on the anniversary
of the Hillsborough Tragedy at six minutes
past three, the time the match was
abandoned, the city stops in its tracks and
holds a minute’s silence. Traffic stops in
the street and people stand shoulder to
shoulder heads bowed. Flags are flown at
half mast, and in both cathedrals and
Anfield Stadium, services have been held
for both the families and public alike, ships
on the River Mersey sound their horns and



at the town hall, the bell has tolled 96
times, one for each of the victims.

There are many memorials to the
Hillsborough Tragedy both around the city
and the world. There is the eternal flame at
Anfield Stadium, this is probably the most
famous memorial in the city, but there is
also a memorial monument on Old
Haymarket in the city centre not far from
St Georges Hall where many Hillsborough
events have taken place over the years.
One of the most moving is located in
Knowsley, at ‘Cross Hillocks Wood’, just
outside of Liverpool. 96 ‘Hillsborough
Oak Trees’, were planted here and stand
within a beautiful and serene woodland.
Immediately after the tragedy.

Liverpool’s Anfield Stadium became a
shrine, a place for people to go to grieve.

The pitch was covered in tributes from all
over the world and from every football
team you could think of, there came words
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of comfort. A chain of scarves was laid
from Anfield Stadium, crossing Stanley
Park and ending up at the home of Everton
FC at Goodison Park

This summed up the closeness of both
teams. Everton have stood with Liverpool
from day one. Both sets of fans have
displayed dignity and empathy. There have
been many amazing gestures from the
blues across Stanley Park. But one of the
most enduring images was that of the little
girl and boy hand in hand at Goodison
Park.

The young girl wore the blue kit of
Everton and the boy the red of Liverpool.
Standing hand in hand in the centre circle,
each of them displayed a number on their
back, 9 and 6. The 96 will never be
forgotten by many, but for those who may
need a reminder; | hope that this book can
help them to understand, to feel a little of
what many went through but ultimately to
never forget the 96.



In Memory of Stephen Copoc

I don't claim to have ever been one of Stephen Copoc's ‘best mates,’ but I knew him. In fact,
I knew Stephen Copoc the boy, not the man.

As when the Pied Piper of Hamlin walked through the town playing his flute, if you walked
through a 1970s housing estate, or in our case, a fenement block in Garston, Liverpool, bouncing
a ball on your way to the park, you would soon have a crowd of likeminded kids following you.

This is where I first remember meeting Stephen. Me and my mates were older than him by
about 2-3 years, but this never stopped him wanting to join our game. Although he was younger
and smaller, he was never the last one 'picked.” He wore his heart on his sleeve when playing
and was like a terrier at your feet, he never gave you a minute on the ball, and he was always
willing to go in goal, a valuable player to have in your team.

As I mentioned, I have never claimed to have been his best mate or to know the teenager and
the man he became. But as a young boy playing football on the 'swing park,” we all had the
greatest respect for him.

And so, when his name was released as one of those tragically killed at Hillsborough, I was
deeply shocked and upset, even though we'd lost touch many years before, it was still as though
we'd lost one of ‘our gang!’
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Notes to Teachers, Parents, and Carers.

The Hillsborough Disaster was a fatal crush of Liverpool football supports
leading to the death of 96 people and 766 injuries, at the F.A. Cup Semi-Final
played between Liverpool and Nottingham Forrest at Hillsborough Stadium,
Sheffield. On the 15" April 1989.

It was the worst disaster in British sporting history. The immediate affect after
the disaster was to remove all fenced standing terrace areas, to be replaced with
all seater stadiums in the two top leagues of English football.

There were two inquests:

The first held in 1990 - 1991 (The Taylor Report).
The second inquest was held between 2014 — 2016 (Hillsborough Independent
Panel).



The Key Facts.

1991. The Taylor Report found that the deaths were accidental, and there was no evidence to justify
prosecution of any individuals or institutions. The families rejected the finding of the Taylor Report
and fought to have the case re-opened.

1997. The Hillsborough Family Support Group were refused a new enquiry by Lord Justice Stuart-
Smith who refused on the grounds that there was no justification for a new inquiry.

1998. The Hillsborough Justice Campaign is formed by the bereaved families and survivors.

2000. A private prosecution brought by the Hillsborough Justice Campaign against The Match
Commander The Chief Superintendent and his deputy failed.

2009. On the 20" anniversary The Lord Mayor of Liverpool Steve Rotheram invited the Secretary of
State for Culture, Media and Sport Andy Burnham to address the crowds at the memorial service at
Anfield Football Club. Andy Burnham was booed and heckled by the crowd who demanded justice
for the 96.

2009. Andy Burnham and Minister of State for Justice Maria Eagle asked for any files to be made
public, the Home Secretary Jacqui Smith announced she had requested secret files be made public.

2009. The Hillsborough Independent Panel was formed.

2012. The Hillsborough Independent Panel reported that Liverpool fans were not responsible in any
way for the disaster, the panel added that 41 of the 96 fans who perished may have survived if the
emergency services reactions been improved.

2014 — 2016. The second inquest ruled that Liverpool fans were unlawfully killed due to gross
negligence and failure of the Police and ambulance services to fulfil their duty of care, the inquest
also found that the design of the stadium contributed to the crush, and that supporters were not to
blame.

2019 — 2020. Liverpool won the Premier League Title, which they last won 30 years earlier, in the
1989/90 season, they dedicated the win to the families and survivors of The Hillsborough Disaster.

2021. Liverpool supporter Andrew Devine who survived the Hillsborough disaster but was left
suffering with severe and irreversible brain damage, died on the 27t July, Liverpool Coronor Andre
Rebello ruled that he was unlawfully killed making him the 97t fatality from the events of the 15"
April 19809.












