
Mrs. Patricia M. O'Leary
August 3, 1925 - November 12, 2011

Mrs. Patricia M. O’Leary, 86, of Longmeadow, formerly of Egremont Avenue in
Pittsfield, died peacefully at home on Friday evening, November 12, 2011.
Born in Pittsfield on August 3, 1925 the daughter of John T. and Marion
Crowley McDonald, she was a 1942 graduate of Pittsfield High School and a
graduate of Trinity College, Washington D.C. 

 Mrs. O’Leary was an English teacher at Pittsfield High School for 25 years. 
 She was a communicant of Sacred Heart Church and a member of the Rosary

Sodality. 
 She was a member of the Trinity College Alumni Association 

 Mrs. O’Leary was predeceased by her husband, William H. O’Leary whom
she married on September 1, 1951 in St. Teresa’s Church. 

 She leaves 3 sons, John T. O’Leary (Jane), William D. O’Leary (Debbie) both
of Longmeadow and Kevin A. O’Leary (Debbie) of Midlothian, VA; a sister,
Alice DiCicco of Pittsfield and 7 grandchildren, Tim, Meg, Caitlin, Patrick,
Ryan, Matt and Kara O’Leary. She was predeceased by a brother Edward
McDonald and a sister Catherine Lambert. 

 Funeral Notice: 
 Funeral Services for Patricia M. O’Leary will be Tuesday, November 15, 2011

at 9 am from the Dwyer Funeral Home, 776 North St., Pittsfield MA with a
Liturgy of Christian Burial at 10 am in Sacred Heart Church celebrated by the
Rev. Jonathan L. Reardon officiating. Burial will follow in St. Joseph’s
Cemetery. Calling hours at the funeral home will be Monday, November 14,



2011 from 4 – 7 pm. In lieu of flowers donations may be made to the National
Education Association Foundation, care of the Dwyer Funeral Home in her
memory.
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bill and judy carey - December 05, 2011 at 07:28 PM

St. Peter was speaking to a group of new arrivals who happened go
be Giant fans. They were asking him for like minded residents. St.
P. was telling them of a special guest. Each morning this guy would
arrive at the gates, often before me. He would ask 
for the Daily Welcome Log. For ten years he would check the log
and then return to a card game with his brothers and a guy named
"Walsh". If not there, he was more than likely found watching
"Giant" and "Georgetown" replays. 

 All that changed about a month ago. He finally saw the name he
had been waiting for and since then he hasn't stopped watching her
dance. And, she hasn't stopped smiling. I think of you guys often.
You each gave them reason to be the proudest parents in the world
and they were. Welcome to the orphan club. bill and judy carey


