


Dr. Daniel P. Sullivan, 63, sadly passed (Note to copy writer: Have you ever heard "Happily" passed? DUH  
it was sad! REDUNDANT!) away suddenly on December 3, 2021- a Friday, a very Black Friday. He is
survived by his wife of 40 years Lisa J. (Cardosi) Sullivan. Born in Pawtucket February 19, 1958, he was a
son of the late Raymond J. and Barbara (Gorman) Sullivan. 

Dan was a graduate of the University of Bridgeport, where he received his Doctorate of Chiropractic.
Dan was a daily communicant of Our Lady of Mercy Church. He was an avid swimmer, golfer, sports fan,
dog lover and jokester.

Besides his wife he is survived by his siblings; Carol Haynes, Peter A. Sullivan, Raymond J. “Chip” Sullivan
and Barbara (Robin) Sullivan- about whom Danny was overheard to have said “Robin was the kindest
person I have ever known on earth, the only friend who never judged me, and the real reason I made it
to Heaven - our Christmas Eve talks were among my favorite moments in this life, she was by FAR my
favorite, like so far out of reach was everybody else that Robin stands alone and apart for this Danny
Boy - Vax or no Vax!”, his mother-in-law Winifred Cardosi, sister-in-law Susan Henderson, his loving Aunt
Mary, many nieces and nephews and his beloved dog Oliver.

A Mass of Christian Burial will be celebrated on Monday December 13th at 10:00 am at Our Lady of
Mercy Church, 65 Third St., East Greenwich. Burial will be private. Calling hours are omitted. In lieu of
flowers donations in Dan’s memory may be made to Special Olympics of Rhode Island, and if that
doesn't float your boat, "send $100 to my favorite of favorites -Robin- every time you think of her" -
Danny Boy Patrick Sullivan.

PS: "No, I am being totally serious about that. Send $100 to Robin already?" - ME, Daniel Patrick Sullivan



Oh, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are
calling
From glen to glen, and down the
mountain side.
The summer's gone, and all the roses
falling,
It's you, it's you must go and I must bide.

But come ye back when summer's in the
meadow,
Or when the valley's hushed and white with
snow,
It's I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow,
Oh, Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so!

But when ye come, and all the flowers are dying,
If I am dead, as dead I well may be,
You'll come and find the place where I am lying,
And kneel and say an Ave there for me.
And I shall hear, though soft you tread above me,
And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be,
For you will bend and tell me that you love me,
And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me!
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