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In	Loving	Memory:	Ron	Olowin	
August	26,	2017	

St.	Perpetua	Church	•	Lafayette,	CA	

	
On	 behalf	 of	 everyone	 here,	 I	 want	 to	
extend	our	 sympathy	 to	 you,	Mary,	on	 the	
loss	 of	 your	 faithful	 companion	 for	 forty-
nine	 years	 –	 almost	 golden;	 to	 you	 Fred,	
Aaron	 and	 Anastasia;	 you	 were	 cherished	
by	 your	 father,	 and	one	of	 the	bittersweet	
joys	 of	 his	 illness	 these	 past	 fourteen	
months	were	the	frequent	visits	you	made.	
The	 time	you	 spent	with	him	brought	your	
Dad	 more	 consolation	 and	 happiness	 than	
you’ll	 ever	 know;	 and	 to	 you	 Matthew,	
Ryan,	Tristan	and	Griffin;	Argun	and	Pranav	
--	you	were	the	apple	of	your	grandfather’s	
eye.	 He	 saw	 the	 future	 unfolding	 in	 your	
exciting	young	lives	and	he	took	great	hope	
and	pride	 in	 you.	 Judy,	Chris	 and	 Jan,	 your	
sharing	 your	 time	 and	 your	 childhood	
memories	 with	 your	 brother	 Ron	 in	 your	
visits	and	calls	eased	the	pain	of	his	parting	

and	 provided	 him	 lots	 of	 laughter	 and	
memories	 of	 years	 gone	 by.	 He	 saw	 the	
circle	 of	 life	 unfolding	 and	 embracing	 him,	
and	 that	 surrounded	 him	 with	 much	
fulfillment	 and	 contentment.	 The	 love	 of	
family	 came	 before	 all	 else	 for	 Ron,	 and	
your	 love	 helped	 him	 face	 his	 death	 with	
courage	and	confidence.	
	 The	 many	 other	 family	 members	
and	 friends,	 colleagues	 and	 fellow	
parishioners	 who	 visited	 Ron	 and	 sent	
cards,	 emails	 and	 phone	 calls	 were	 a	
testimony	 to	 Ron	 of	 the	 healing	 power	 of	
love	 and	 the	 strength	 of	 the	 bonds	 of	
friendship	which	 can	 never	 be	 broken.	 I’m	
honored	 to	 have	 been	 able	 to	 call	 Ron	 a	
dear	 friend,	 and	 his	 companionship	 and	
affection	 in	 my	 life	 are	 already	 sorely	
missed.	 I	 will	 especially	 miss	 our	 frequent	
afternoon	 getaways	 to	 the	 local	 movie	
theaters.	 It	was	our	means	of	 escape	 from	
reality	 –his	 from	 the	 reality	 of	 classroom	
and	 students	 and	mine	 from	 the	 reality	 of	
parishioners	 and	 problems	 projects.	 Our	
movie	 excursions	 provided	 a	 respite	 from	
work	 and	 Ron’s	 way	 of	 ministering	 to	 the	
minister.		 	
	 We	were	 usually	 two	 of	 only	 a	 half	
dozen	 people	 in	 the	 theater…	 never	 had	 a	
problem	getting	the	seats	we	wanted.	I	was	
always	afraid	 that	one	day	we	would	show	
up	at	 the	Rheem	or	 the	downtown	Walnut	
Creek	theater	for	a	matinee	and	find	a	sign	
taped	 to	 the	 door	 that	 said:	 Be	 on	 the	
lookout	 for	 two	 slightly	 overweight	 men	
with	 a	 green	 bag	 filled	 with	 food	 not	
purchased	 at	 the	 concession	 stand.	 Ron	
always	 came	 supplied	 with	 sushi,	 turkey	
wraps	and	a	couple	cans	of	blood	orange	or	
pomegranate	 seltzer	 water.	 Ron	 had	 no	
qualms	 about	 our	 infraction	 of	 the	 rules,	
and	I	played	dumb.	After	all,	I	was	just	along	
for	 the	 ride;	 he	 was	 the	 one	 holding	 the	
bag.	 I	guess	we	must	have	looked	innocent	
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enough.	The	ticket	takers	never	stopped	us	
for	 an	 inspection.	 I	 don’t	 know	 what	 Ron	
would	 have	 said	 if	 they	 did.	 (The	men	 are	
from	 Mars;	 the	 food	 is	 from	 Venus.)	 So	
much	 for	 the	 chance	 of	 initiating	 Ron’s	
cause	for	canonization!	

 
	 Last	week	 I	watched	again	one	of	
our	favorite	films	–	the	“Life	of	Pi.”	Ron	was	
fascinated	by	the	CGI	technology	of	the	film	
–	“computer-generated	imagery,”	which	he	
could	describe	in	detail.	For	me,	seeing	the	
movie	 again	 reminded	me	 so	much	of	Ron	
and	the	way	he	expanded	my	consciousness	
and	 broadened	 my	 understanding	 of	 the	
world	and	the	universe	and	God	--	as	he	did	
for	 so	 many	 of	 you.	 That	 fantastically-
cinematic	 movie	 is	 about	 Pi	 --	 a	 teenage	
Indian	 boy,	 stranded	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	
ocean	 on	 a	 boat	 with	 a	 Bengal	 tiger.	 Pi’s	
mother	 is	 Hindu,	 but	 his	 father	 is	 a	
rationalist:	Listen,	his	father	says:	instead	of	
leaping	 from	 one	 religion	 to	 the	 next,	 why	
not	 start	 with	 reason?	 In	 a	 few	 hundred	
years,	 science	 has	 taken	 us	 farther	 in	
understanding	 the	 universe	 than	 religion	
has	 in	 ten	 thousand.	 His	 father	 tries	 to	
counter	 his	 son’s	 innate	 spiritual	 instincts.	
His	religious	mother	tells	Pi	the	story	about	
the	Hindu	 god	Krishna,	 and	 at	 night	 Pi	 has	
made	 a	 tent	 of	 his	 blanket,	 a	 flashlight	
glowing	 beneath	 the	 covers.	 In	 his	 tent,	 Pi	
flips	 through	 the	 pages	 of	 a	 Hindu	 comic	
book,	enthralled	by	the	tales	of	Krishna.	The	
panels	 of	 the	 comic	 book	 show	 Krishna's	
mouth	 wide	 open,	 revealing	 stars	 and	
planets	 inside--	 the	 universe	 unfolding	 in	

wondrous	detail.	In	that	image	Pi	is	hooked	
as	a	Hindu.	

	 Later,	 while	 visiting	 relatives	 in	 the	
mountains,	 his	 brother	 challenges	 him,	 as	
they	pass	by	a	Catholic	Church,	to	run	inside	
and	drink	 the	holy	water	 from	the	 font.	As	
Pi	 accepts	 the	 dare,	 the	 priest	 sees	 him,	
approaches	 him	 and	 hands	 him	 a	 glass	 of	
water.	Here,	you	must	be	thirsty,	 the	priest	
says.	Searching	for	something	to	say,	Pi	sees	
one	of	the	Stations	of	the	Cross	on	the	wall:	
Why	would	 a	 god	 do	 that?	Why	would	 he	
send	 his	 own	 son	 to	 suffer	 for	 the	 sins	 of	
ordinary	 people?	 Because	 He	 loves	 us,	 the	
priest	 tells	 him.	 God	 made	 Himself	
approachable	 to	 us	 -	 human	 -	 so	we	 could	
understand	 Him.	 All	 you	 have	 to	 know	 is	
that	 He	 loves	 us.	 "God	 so	 loved	 the	 world	
that	He	gave	His	only	Son."	This	Son	taught	
us	 to	 love	 one	 another...	 The	 more	 Pi	
listened	to	the	priest	the	more	he	liked	this	
Son	of	God.	Pi	kneels	in	the	corner	and	says:	
Thank	 you	 Vishnu	 for	 introducing	 me	 to	
Christ.	And	 in	 the	 next	 scene	 Pi	 is	 walking	
through	 the	Muslim	quarters	 as	 the	 call	 to	
prayer	plays	out	over	a	 loudspeaker	atop	a	
nearby	mosque.	Later	he	says:	God	works	in	
mysterious	 ways	 -	 and	 so	 it	 was	 that	 God	
introduced	 Himself	 again,	 this	 time	 by	 the	
name	of	Allah.	 
	 Towards	 the	 end	 of	 the	 movie,	 Pi,	
now	 an	 adult,	 is	 being	 interviewed	 by	 a	
writer	who	wants	to	tell	Pi’s	story:	So	you're	
a	 Christian	 and	 a	 Muslim?	 he	 asks.	 And	 a	
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Hindu,	 of	 course,	 Pi	 answers.	And	 a	 Jew,	 I	
suppose?	 Pi	 says:	 Oh,	 well,	 I	 do	 teach	 a	
course	 on	 the	 Kabbalah	 at	 the	 University.	
And	 why	 not?	 Faith	 is	 a	 house	 with	 many	
rooms.	But	no	room	for	doubt?	the	writer,	a	
non-believer,	asks.	Plenty,	says	Pi.	On	every	
floor.	Doubt	 is	useful.	 It	keeps	 faith	a	 living	
thing.	After	all,	you	can't	know	the	strength	
of	your	faith	until	it's	been	tested.	Certainly,	
that	 statement	 held	 true	 for	 Ron	 as	 he	
faced	the	challenge	of	these	past	months	of	
incurable	 illness,	what	he	often	referred	to	
in	his	lectures	as	the	“terminal	episode.”		

 
	 Ron’s	 faith	 was	 tested,	 yet	 it	 grew	
stronger	as	he	drew	closer	to	that	ultimate	
goal	of	all	our	 lives	–	the	“new	heaven	and	
the	new	earth,”	when	the	temporariness	of	
time	 turns	 into	 the	 everlastingness	 of	
eternity,	 and	 where	 “mourning	 and	 crying	
and	pain	will	be	no	more,”	as	the	visionary	
writer	of	the	Book	of	Revelation	assures	us.	
All	 of	 us	 who	 have	 known	 and	 loved	 Ron	
have	had	our	faith	tested	by	these	gnawing	
questions	of	fear	and	doubt	–	the	how	and	
why	 of	 trying	 to	 understand	 and	 make	
sense	 of	 God’s	 will	 in	 the	 circumstances	
that	 had	 befallen	 Ron	 and	 taken	 him	 from	
us.	 	Perhaps	our	 faith	would	bring	us	more	
consolation	 if	 it	 were	 more	 expansive	 as	
Ron’s	was.	 If	we	could	behold	 the	heavens	
and	pray	the	words	of	Psalm	8:	I	look	up	at	
your	macro-skies,	dark	and	enormous,	your	
handmade	 sky-jewelry,	 Moon	 and	 stars	
mounted	in	their	settings.	Then	I	look	at	my	
micro-self	 and	wonder,	Why	do	 you	bother	

with	us?	Why	 take	a	second	 look	our	way?	
Yet	 we've	 so	 narrowly	 missed	 being	 gods,	
bright	 with	 the	 light	 of	 Eden's	 dawn.	 	 The	
First	 Letter	 of	 John	 boldly	 asserts	 even	
more:	 Children	 of	 God:	 that's	 exactly	 who	
we	are.	And	that's	only	the	beginning.	Who	
knows	how	we'll	 end	up!	What	we	know	 is	
that	 when	 Christ	 is	 openly	 revealed,	 we'll	
see	 him—and	 in	 seeing	 him,	 become	 like	
him.		
	 I	want	so	much	for	myself	and	for	all	
of	 us	 to	 let	 our	 grief	 be	 overcome	 by	 the	
bright	promise	of	Resurrection.	We	place	so	
many	 limits	 upon	 God	 in	 our	 lives.	 Our	
experience	of	the	Divine	becomes	static	and	
predictable,	our	relationship	with	God	small	
and	 confined.	 The	 new	 territory,	 the	
unknown	terrain	to	which	the	Spirit	of	God	
is	always	luring	us,	driving	us,	makes	for	an	
uncomfortable	 journey.	We	have	to	realign	
our	life	coordinates,	and	there’s	discomfort	
and	uncertainty	 in	 the	process.	But	 there’s	
also	excitement	and	adventure.		

	 Ron	wasn’t	threatened	or	shaken	by	
the	 unknown.	 How	 could	 he	 be?	 Ron’s	
vision	 was	 far-reaching,	 his	 depth	 of	
knowledge	vast,	and	his	 faith	 in	God	 --	 the	
Gracious	 Mystery,	 the	 Dark	 Glory	 –	 was	
humble,	 yet	 confident	 enough	 to	 echo	 the	
words	of	one	of	his	favorite	poets,	Robinson	
Jeffers.	 Jeffers	 wrote	 in	 his	 poem	 “Carmel	
Point:”	We	must	 un-center	 our	minds	 from	
ourselves;	We	must	un-humanize	our	views	
a	 little,	 and	 become	 confident	 as	 the	 rock	
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and	 ocean	 that	 we	 were	 made	 from.	 	 In	
other	 words,	 we	 need	 to	 appreciate	 the	
uniqueness	 of	 our	 place	 in	 the	 universe,	
without	 losing	 sight	of	 the	One	who	 called	
us	 into	 being.	We	must	 recognize	 that	 we	
are	 part	 of	 a	 greater	 creation	 which	 Pope	
Francis	 described	 as	 a	 “gift	 from	 the	
outstretched	 hand	 of	 the	 Father	 of	 all	 and	
as	 a	 reality	 illuminated	 by	 the	 love	 which	
calls	 us	 together	 into	 universal	
communion.” 
	 Ron	shared	the	insights	offered	by	
the	 evolutionary	 theologian	 and	 scientist	
Teilhard	de	Chardin	who	urged	us	to	look	to	
the	 future,	 to	 the	God	 “up	ahead,”	 to	 that	
Omega	 point	 toward	 which	 we	 and	 all	
Creation	are	moving.	Ron	placed	his	faith	in	
Jesus	 Christ	 by	 whose	 Incarnation	 all	 the	
elements	of	the	universe	are	held	together.	
As	 John’s	 Gospel	 declared:	 The	 Word	
became	 flesh	 and	 pitched	 his	 tent	 among	
us.	 It’s	 not	 something,	 but	 Someone	 who	
gives	 meaning	 to	 this	 earthly	 voyage.	
Someone	 whose	 reconciling	 love,	 healing	
mercy	 and	 compassion	moved	 Ron’s	 heart	
and	moves	ours	to	travel	this	road	together	
until	 we’re	 gathered	 again	 –	 all	 God’s	
children	--	in	the	joy	of	God’s	Kingdom.	Ron	
shared	 faithfully	at	 the	Eucharistic	Table	of	
the	 Lord	with	 God’s	 people	 on	 earth;	 now	
he	 can	 delightfully	 feast	 at	 the	 Table	 of	
Plenty	in	God’s	Kingdom.	

	
	 Toward	the	end	of	the	movie	“Life	
of	Pi,”	the	stranded	youngster	writes	a	note	
to	 place	 in	 an	 empty	 water	 can.	 The	 note	
says:	“My	name	is	Pi	Patel.	I	have	been	in	a	
shipwreck.	I	am	on	a	lifeboat	alone	-	with	a	
tiger.	Please	 send	help."	He	 tosses	 it	 as	 far	
as	possible;	the	can	splashes	down,	rippling	

the	 water,	 then	 bobs,	 going	 nowhere.	 Pi	
stares	 at	 the	 bobbing	 can,	 crushed	 as	 he	
sees	 the	 futility	 of	 this	 plan.	 A	 defeated	
pause,	 and	 then	 Pi	 looks	 up	 and	 sees	 the	
majesty	of	his	surroundings	–	the	nighttime	
sky	 studded	 with	 stars.	 The	 cloud	 cover	
breaks;	 dawn	 light	 glows	 down	 on	 Pi.	 He	
hears	a	grunt	from	the	lifeboat,	lifts	the	tarp	
and	 sees	 the	 tiger’s	 eyes.	 	 In	 awe,	
shuddering,	 Pi	 prays:	God,	 I	 give	myself	 to	
you.	 I	 am	 your	 vessel.	 Whatever	 comes,	 I	
want	to	know.	Show	me.		

	 	
	 Ron	 certainly	 gave	 himself	 up	 to	
God	 to	 be	 used	 as	 God’s	 vessel.	 All	 of	 us	
here	 are	 a	 testimony	 to	 the	 many	 ways	
God’s	grace	moved	in	Ron’s	life	for	the	good	
of	 his	 family	 and	 friends,	 for	 the	
advancement	 of	 science	 and	 the	 students	
he	 taught	 at	 St.	 Mary’s,	 throughout	 this	
country	 and	 throughout	 the	world,	 for	 the	
poor	 and	 needy	 whom	 he	 generously	
supported	 through	 many	 outreach	 efforts	
and	causes.		God,	I	give	myself	to	you.	I	am	
your	 vessel.	And	 Ron	 certainly	 had	 no	 fear	
of	 the	 future.	 For	 him	 this	 life	 was	 a	
fascinating	 prelude,	 the	 starting	 point	 of	 a	
new	 creation…	 each	 day	 another	 step	 into	
the	 mystery	 of	 God,	 the	 God	 whom	 Ron	
glimpsed	 in	 the	 beauty	 of	 the	 stars	 of	
heaven	 and	 the	 God	 whose	 glory	 he	 now	
beholds	 face	 to	 face.	 Whatever	 comes,	 I	
want	to	know.	Show	me.	
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	 May	 Ron,	 whose	 journey	 through	
life	 revealed	 to	him	 the	deep	mystery	 that	
makes	science	possible	and	faith	necessary,	
be	a	source	of	inspiration	for	us	as	we	await	
the	 Resurrection	 to	 come.	 May	 the	 Lord	
grant	us	the	grace	to	discover	here	and	now	
the	evolving	beauty	and	wonder	of	creation	
that	 inspired	 Ron	 and	 gave	 him	 here	 on	
earth	 a	 taste	 of	 the	 joy	 that	 continues	 to	
unfold	for	him	in	eternity.		

John Kasper, OSFS 

	


