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Mary's story  

Mary's story began not too far from her home in Manley - at Stonyford 

Cottage in Stonyford near Oakmere. Born to parents Albert and Dolly 

Buckingham on 25th March 1931, Mary was the third of their 9 children. 

A mischievous child - she once joined her brother Joe scrumping apples 

from a neighbours garden. Joe was caught in the act but Mary, hidden in a 

tree, remained quiet as a mouse and was never discovered.  

In common with many girls of her generation, Mary left school at 14 and 

entered the world of domestic service.  

It was during this period in her life that Mary was first spotted by her 

husband to be George who spotted her standing at a bus stop looking 

beautiful in a red coat (hence the song we heard on our arrival) and was 

smitten.   

Mary and George married in 1951, Mary was 20 years old, George 21. 

Daughters Jane and Gwen were born in the first few years of their 

marriage. The family moved around Cheshire quite a lot in those early 

years as George's work took him from farm to farm. In 1957 however they 

settled in Moss Drive in the tranquil village of Manley where they created a 

warm and welcoming home for their two daughters and where they were 

both to spend the rest of their lives.   

Mary held down a variety of jobs on farms and as a cleaner, making an 

important contribution to the family budget and making lifelong friends 

along the way. 

She loved the countryside around her and she loved her garden, taking 

great delight in watching the flowers bloom through the seasons.  
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Throughout her life Mary kept in touch with the changing world around 

her, finding new ways to engage with it. 

She learnt to drive in her fifties, though she never drove much in the UK.  

Always a bit of a dare-devil however she did drive through bandit country 

in Sardinia and hopped on a moped to explore the steep and winding 

roads of the island of Rhodes. 

Husband George died in 1997 aged 67 - a massive blow for Mary- the two 

were deeply in love.  But she picked herself up and carried on - never 

complaining, never demanding.   

 

Gone but not forgotten - Eulogy  

Jane & Gerard Flanagan  

 

Mary always offered her friendship - she was a great listener helping many 

friends and family find their own way. It seems appropriate to take some 

moments to reflect on Mary's life now with an appropriately titled tune - 

"The wind beneath my wings" - as this tune plays please do take some time 

to remember Mary in your own way and according to your own beliefs. As 

the music plays some photographs of Mary will be displayed on the 

screens.    

 

Private Reflection  

Music - "The Wind beneath my wings"  - Instrumental Panpipes Band 
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Mary found happiness in many ways. Sharing time with friends, exploring 

new places, enjoying her garden and the beauty of the countryside around 

her home but throughout her life what made Mary happy most of all was 

simply "being" with her family.  

 

Nana 

Thomas and Seán Flanagan 

 

Some weeks before New Year, Mary was admitted to the Countess with 

pneumonia. She survived this but an earlier problem came to the fore once 

again - Mary had been aware that she had an enlarged heart. Now it was 

failing.   

When told by the hospital consultant that she might only have days to live, 

she showed no fear or anxiety but set about organising her goodbyes from 

her hospital bed.  

Mary wanted to come home to die and she managed to get out of hospital 

to spend the final four days of her life at home.   

She positioned her bed in her lounge looking out at the field across from 

her home - a view she loved. Daughters Jane and Gwen recall Mary 

propped up in bed with a glass of prosecco in each hand singing along to 

some of her favourite songs with several family members around her 

remarking happily "here I am at my own wake".  

She died in the early hours of the 9th of January. 

Some words written by Rabindranath Tagore, the Bengali poet convey 

much perhaps of how Mary viewed her life. 
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The Journey of my Life 

It was beautiful, as long as it lasted,  

the journey of my life 

I have no regrets whatsoever,  

save the pain I'll leave behind.  

Those dear hearts who love and care...  

And the strings pulling at the heart and soul..  

The strong arms that held me up, 

when my own strength let me down.  

At every turning of my life I came across good friends,  

friends who stood by me 

even when time raced by me.  

Farewell, farewell my friend.  

I smile and bid you goodbye.  

No, shed no tears for I need them not,  

all I need is your smile.  

If you feel sad do think of me for that's what I'll like. 

When you live in the hearts of those you love 

remember then, you never die. 

Rabindranath Tagore 
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