
Sandra Mary Stones 
19th June 1951 - 16th November 2019 
Loved beyond words, missed beyond measure 

 
THE GREHAN DAYS 
Sandra Mary Grehan was born on Tuesday 19th June 1951 at 18 Gamble Street in Leigh. 
She was the fourth child of Dorothy and Jimmy Grehan, following Margaret (b. 1945) 
who died shortly after birth, James Barry (b. 1947), and Christopher (b. 1948). Her name 
came from her Nanna, Betsy– though she was never sure why it was chosen! Dorothy and 
Jimmy went on to have Shaun (b. 1954), Stephen Anthony (b. 1956) and Michael (b. 
1962).  
 
Life in the Grehan household was by no means quiet, but it was always filled with love – 
even when Jimmy was at the receiving end of a tin of beans from Dorothy after stumbling 
back home following a good night at the Village Inn. Mum even had the mark to prove it 
on her forehead when she got in the way one time! 
 
Mum, along with her brothers and parents, enjoyed nothing more than spending the 
summer holidays ‘back home’ in Sligo, Ireland, with Mary Ann, Tom, Pat, Kathleen, and 
all of their cousins. Jimmy would leave after two weeks, returning at the end of the six 
weeks to bring the family home. Dorothy soon had Sandra skilled in running the house, 
especially in the kitchen. Nobody quite made scones or coffee and walnut cake like mum 
– I’m sure there’s a good few of you here today who can vouch for that! 

 
Mum attended St. Joseph’s Primary School in Leigh, followed by St. Mary’s Senior School 
in Astley. Only a few weeks ago, we were chatting about times gone by, and mum recalled 
walking back from St. Mary’s to Empress Drive to collect lunch from her mum, before 
taking a portion down to her Nanna. She would then head back to school with her lunch 
in hand – all in one hour!  
 
Mum had a lot to deal with from such a young age, taking it all in her stride. Her mother 
was ill throughout the 1960s, so Sandra frequently left school early to help look after her 
mum, and brothers. She would also be seen dragging Tony and Michael back to school 
on many occasions after they had done a runner! 
 
In 1966, Sandra’s dear mother, Dorothy, passed away at the young age of 44. Jimmy, for 
as lovely and gentle as he was, just couldn’t manage on his own to raise the family. My 
mum was given a choice – to step up and look after the family or risk them being 
separated. At the age of 15, she selflessly let go of her Nursing dream and took on the role 
of caring for her family, with help from Auntie Margaret, Auntie Bessie, Nanna,  
Fr. Bourke and family friends (including the Davidsons, the Harris’, and the 
Wolstoncrofts). 



BECOMING MRS STONES 
Mum soon began working for the Wolstoncrofts in the Post Office on Higher Folds, 
before moving onto Ward and Goldstone’s in Butt’s Mill. She then went to work at 
Burton’s in Walkden, before establishing her own business with my dad in the 1970s. 
SMS Dairy Produce, as it was known, saw mum and dad deliver milk and a range of other 
produce across Farnworth, Little Lever and Radcliffe up until the mid 1980s. 
 

Mum met my dad, Bob, in 1969 at Leigh Casino, 
while out with her best friend at the time, Joy Harris. 
Those of you who knew mum will remember that she 
hasn’t had a drink since her early 20s – so the night 
she met my dad must have been one of the few 
occasions where she was perhaps a little merry! Dad 
knew mum was the girl for him after sampling her 
homemade steak and onions!  
 
They married on Saturday 9th September 1972 at St. 
Gabriel’s Church in Leigh. However, her father 
Jimmy and Auntie Margaret weren’t too keen on the 
idea at first. Bob was eight years her senior, and he 
wasn’t Catholic! Secretly, I think they just didn’t 
want their Sandra to leave the family home, and they 
soon adored Bob for the caring and loyal man he is. 

 
Mum and dad moved to their first home in Bridgeman Street in Farnworth once they 
married. This was followed by Catterick Drive in Little Lever, Stainton Close in Radcliffe, 
and then onto Westhoughton – where they intended to stay into retirement. 
 
In her younger years, there was no one stronger or fitter than mum. She was a brilliant 
javelin thrower as a teenager, and she could soon change a tyre on the milk float in the 
blink of an eye. It wasn’t unusual for mum to have finished her milk round well before 
my dad. She said he used to talk too much to the old dears – I guess some things never 
change! Once, she even re-decorated the entire living room after work, while dad caught 
up on some beauty sleep upstairs! 
 
Mum and dad loved nothing more than spending time with family. They were often 
involved in looking after their nieces, nephews and cousins on both sides of the family. 
Mum doted on children in her family as if they were her own. From surprise birthday 
parties to weekends at their caravan in Pilling; there was always something going on for 
the kids when they were with their Auntie Sandra and Uncle Bob.  
 
Her youngest brother, Michael, also played an important part of both mum and dad’s life, 
with mum bringing him up as if he was her own, since he was four years old.  

 



CHANGING TIMES 
1983 saw mum begin to experience a number of health problems. She spent lots of time 
in hospital, her longest stint being six months between Bolton Royal, Hope and Ladywell 
hospitals. Throughout this time, dad remained loyal by her side, when at times it seemed 
as though she wouldn’t pull through. She always bounced back, and never was good at 
doing nothing – at least I know where I get it from! It’s during this time that she took up 
knitting – a hobby she soon picked up and loved. I know there’s many of you here today 
who will have received something made by mum – and I bet there’s still plenty of it out 
there now! 
 
In 1987, mum and dad moved to where we currently live to retire early, after her own ill 
health and dad’s heart problems. It seemed increasingly unlikely for mum to have 
children, especially because of the treatment she was currently on. So, in August 1992, 
mum decided to go on her first flight – not to the Costa, but to Australia with friend 
Joyce, to see her brother Michael and his family. Shortly before she left, her Auntie 
Margaret passed away. Leading up to her death, Auntie Margaret said to mum that when 
she went to heaven, she would have a word to send Sandra the precious baby she had 
always wanted. 
 
Lo and behold, in 1993 at the age of 42, mum 
found out that she was expecting and on 
Wednesday 1st September, some three weeks late 
(taking after Bob), I arrived and was greeted by the 
world’s kindest and most loving parents. Our 
family became complete. 
 
MAKING EVERYDAY COUNT 
I have nothing but wonderful memories of my childhood with two beautiful people – 
inside and out. Mum taught me to love and respect, to never give up, to fight for what I 
believe in, and above all, to always stay humble and kind. 
 
Despite ill health always being in the background, mum’s ‘get on with it’ attitude meant we 
did so much, making the most of every minute spent together. In more recent years, mum 
started a whole new phase of her life which I was blessed to be a part of. Australia, 
Croatia, Greece, Ireland, Italy, Malta and Norway – just some of the places mum and I 
visited in the last six years. We also caught the cruise bug - not literally, thank goodness! 
Our last cruise was in May 2018 about P&O’s Oceana, and she loved every single minute 
of it, as did I. I have so many beautiful memories which I’ll treasure forever. 
 
Mum has been blessed with a large and loving family – many of whom are here today, 
and some who are no longer with us on Earth, but are certainly here today in spirit. I am 
particularly thankful to mum’s cousins Beaty, Margaret, and Teresa from Ireland, and 
Michael from Australia, who have joined us here today. It means so much – as does the 
support and love we’ve received from family and friends.  



Mum had lots of dear cousins, but a few like Beaty and Kay became more like sisters over 
the years. Mum was also blessed with beautiful friends, including Judi, Lynne, Eileen, 
Anne, Pat, and so many others – there really are too many to mention, though you know 
who you are. As mum often said, friends are the family you choose for yourself. 
 

 
 
I could quite easily talk for hours and hours about my mum, as there is so much more to 
say. How on Earth can I summarise one of the most beautiful people in the entire world 
in five or so minutes? It’s just impossible. Sandra, my darling mum, was extraordinary in 
every sense. She was selfless, brave, strong, graceful, and loving. Words simply don’t do 
justice. 
 
Never again will there be somebody quite like Sandra. The world has lost a treasure that 
can never be replaced. Our hearts are broken, and our lives feel so empty. However, I am 
grateful to have had mum and our beautiful relationship, than to never have had that at 
all. All I can say, is how lucky am I to have had something that makes saying goodbye so 
very hard. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“I love you and will never leave you. When 
you see only one set of footprints, that was 

when I carried you.” 
  


