
A Celebration of the Life of 
Peter Francis Ward

September 27, 1941 – October 7, 2017

Saturday, October 28, 2017 – 10:00 a.m.

In Loving Memory

“May the Angels lead you home. May the martyrs come 
and welcome you. And you will rest in the arms of God.”





 In Loving Memory 

Peter Francis Ward
September 27, 1941 – October 7, 2017

Funeral Mass  

Christ Our King and Savior Catholic Church
Greensboro, Georgia

Saturday, October 28, 2017 – 10:00 a.m.

Father Roberto Herrera Officiating



Excerpt From
Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard

BY THOMAS GRAY
The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
         The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
         And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimm'ring landscape on the sight, 
         And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
         And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
         The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of such, as wand'ring near her secret bow'r, 
         Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade, 
         Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
         The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn, 
         The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed, 
The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
         No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 
         Or busy housewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
         Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 
         Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 
         How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke! 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 
         Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
         The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
         And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Awaits alike th' inevitable hour. 
         The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



Funeral Mass Order of Rite for Peter Francis Ward
October 28, 2017 at 10:00 am

INTRODUCTORY RITE 
Entrance Song   On Eagle’s Wings
LITURGY OF THE WORD 
First Reading   Isaiah 25: 6a, 7-9
                                          Lisa Braun (Daughter)
Responsorial Psalm  Psalm 23 
                                          Sung by Choir 
Second Reading   Philippians 3:20-21
                                                             Jim Braun (Son-in-Law)
Gospel    John 14: 1-6
                                           Rev. Roberto Herrera
Homily    Rev. Roberto Herrera
General Intercessions  Rev. Roberto Herrera

LITURGY OF THE EUCHARIST 

     Gift Bearers: 
     Grandsons:  Darden Braun,  
     Matthew Braun and Davis Braun
Offertory Song   Ave Maria – Solo
Eucharistic Prayer   Rev. Roberto Herrera
Communion Song   Panis Angelicus
Eulogy (Final Thoughts)  Kevin Ward (Son) 
     Bernard D. Ward (Brother)

FINAL COMMENDATION 
     Fr. Roberto Herrera

Closing Song   Amazing Grace

Urn will be brought up by Kevin Ward and Lisa Braun

The family thanks the many friends and relatives who have 
offered their love and support.  



Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night
Dylan Thomas, 1914 - 1953

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

“Dylan Thomas’ father was going blind when he wrote this poem.  The 

dying of the light is a reference to darkness and being blind.”
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 PETER FRANCIS WARD

 Peter Francis Ward, of Greensboro, Georgia, died October 7, 2017. Mr. Ward was born 
September 27, 1941 in Boston, Massachusetts to Bernard and Jean Ward, and spent his 
childhood in Fitchburg, Massachusetts.  He graduated cum laude from Boston College with a 
Bachelor of Arts degree in English Literature, and then earned an MBA in Finance from the 
Indiana University School of Business.  He spent the entirety of his career at NBD Bancorp, 
which later became JP Morgan Chase & Co., and served as the Vice President of International 
Banking.  Mr. Ward also participated on the boards of several hospitals and community 
associations.  After 33 years in commercial banking, he devoted time in retirement to making 
apple cider at the historic Franklin Cider Mill, and then, reasoning that everyone enjoyed 
receiving flowers, delivered floral arrangements near his home in Bloomfield Hills, Michigan.
 Whether for the bank or with his family, Mr. Ward’s greatest joy came from travelling.  He 
made more than 75 trips to Europe, Japan, China, and Korea as well as two outings behind 
the “Iron Curtain”.  He particularly enjoyed visiting friends in the U.K. and, inspired by his 
love of Thomas Gray’s Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard, was an ardent supporter of 
the Friends of Friendless Churches, which rescues historic churches in England and Wales.  
Over the years, he accumulated more than 4,500,000 miles in the air.  Second only to his love 
of travel was his fondness for reading.  Always happy when settled down with a good book, 
he firmly held that everything one needed to know could be gleaned from reading The Wall 
Street Journal and The Financial Times from cover to cover each day.  He shared this love of all 
things literary with his granddaughter, Ada, by reading stories to her nightly via Skype.  Mr. 
Ward was also an avid runner who completed two marathons and dozens of 10K races.
 Mr. Ward married Nancy Heck, on July 31, 1965.  In addition to his wife, he is survived by 
a daughter, Lisa Braun (Jim) of Atlanta, Georgia, a son, Kevin Ward (Krista) of San Francisco, 
California, and four grandchildren, Darden, Matthew, and Davis Braun, and Ada Ward as 
well as his sister Emily Conlon (Jim) of Leominster, Massachusetts, two brothers, Michael 
Ward (Joan) also of Leominster, and Jake Ward of Carmel, Maine, and 10 nieces and nephews.  
All will miss his kindness, quick wit and generosity.
 A Funeral Mass will be held on Saturday, October 28 at 10:00 a.m. at Christ Our King and 
Savior Catholic Church, 6341 Lake Oconee Parkway, Greensboro, Georgia 30642 with Father 
Roberto Herrera officiating.  Serving as honorary pallbearers are the members of the Knights 
of Columbus.  A reception will follow at the church in the Sacred Heart Social Hall.  The 
family will receive friends Friday night from 6:00 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. at McCommons Funeral 
Home. The rosary will be said at 7:00 p.m. on Friday evening.
 The family requests that any memorial gifts be made to the Knights of Columbus, the 
Ryan Library or to Christ Our King and Savior Catholic Church. All gifts may be sent to 
the Christ Our King and Savior Catholic Church, 6341 Lake Oconee Parkway, Greensboro, 
Georgia 30642.  McCommons Funeral Home, 109 W. Broad St., Greensboro, GA, (706) 453-
2626, is in charge of arrangements. Visit us at www.mccommonsfuneralhome.com to sign the 
online guest register.


