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God’s love knows no barriers.  St. Pascal’s...where all people matter. 

– –

P S A L M  2 3  

I love you 

Lord, my 



GET TO KNOW THE PARISH STAFF: DEACON RICHARD MOORE 

When Fr. John was preparing to leave and suggested each staff member write a 

bulletin piece, I thought that was a great idea. Now it is my turn and I wonder 

what to write about that would interest you, and what makes me part of our 

eclectic mix. 

Most people know me as Deacon Rich, or more simply Deacon which always puts 

you to the advantage when I see you and cannot recall your name off the top of 

my head. I always marveled at Fr. Tony Andrade’s capability to remember people’s 

names, even those he had only met once or twice. My full name is Richard James 

Moore, and I was born in Vancouver Canada to my parents Jim and Elizabeth 

Moore. We moved to Toronto when I was 1 year old when my dad graduated 

from the University of British Columbia. My two brothers Darrell and David were 

born in Toronto, and I do vaguely remember going to the Anglican church there. 

We lived there until I was in the third grade when we moved to the San Francisco 

area for my dad to take a job with Chevron. In Canada, I did what all young 

Canadians did, I played hockey. We played on the ice in the winter and then on the 

street with tennis balls during the summer. I remember one fall day walking into 

the family room and my dad was watching a strange sport I did not recognize and 

asking him what it was. He replied that it was the Canadian Football playoffs.  

After moving to California, it was apparent that my dreams of being a professional 

hockey player were over and I would have to learn how to swim. Since we could 

drive to Vancouver Island from California we would go up about once a year to 

visit our grandparents, aunts and uncles, and cousins. It was then that I started     

to understand the immense conflict between my dad and his mother concerning 

her fanatical Jehovah's Witness faith. We did attend the Episcopal church for a few 

years before we stopped attending church. It was not until Julie and I were getting 

ready to be married in the Catholic Church that I found out I had never been 

baptized. I am forever grateful to Monsignor Adams for marrying us in a full Mass 

and opening the door to my journey into the Catholic Church 14 years later. This 

year is a milestone for me, I started my RCIA journey to the waters of baptism    

30 years ago. Eight years later, in 2002, I was ordained a permanent deacon by 

Archbishop Harry Flynn.  After serving at St. Thomas the Apostle for eight years, 

I was assigned to St. Pascal’s in 2010.  

I have always had a great love of the outdoors that started when our neighbor    

Bill Spaulding invited us to go backpacking in Yosemite. That trip started a lifelong 

passion for me, my dad, and my brothers for spending time in the wilderness and 

we would plan a trip every year for us to enjoy our passion together. My last 

journey with my dad in the wilderness was in 1990 shortly after we moved to 

Minnesota. The four of us spent a week wandering in the John Muir Wilderness. 

In 2016 my brothers and I restarted this tradition with a hike of the John Muir 

Trail and have included our children, spouses, and friends in our adventures. I look 

back on this love of the outdoors and feel it was what kept me connected to a 

creator God during my years of wandering until meeting Julie and coming to faith 

in the Universal Christ through Jesus. 
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