
	
	

Saint	M
ichael	&

	All	Angels	

11:00	AM
	Service	

1704	N
E	43rd	Avenue.	Portland,	O

regon	97213	

W
ebsite:	http://stm

aa.org	

Religion:	Christian	–	Episcopal	

“Soon	w
e’ll	reach	the	shining	river.	Soon	our	pilgrim

age	w
ill	cease.	Soon	our	happy	hearts	w

ill	
quiver.	W

ith	the	m
elody	of	peace.”	

I	picked	this	church	as	m
y	first	review

	because	I	have	been	here	before.	W
hen	one	of	m

y	best	
friends,	Thom

as	M
orris,	passed	aw

ay	in	2004,	his	fam
ily	held	his	funeral	here.	D

espite	the	
collective	m

isery	in	the	air	that	day,	it	w
as	a	beautiful	cerem

ony.	There	w
ere	even	tw

o	events	
that	caused	m

e	to	second	guess	m
y	doubt	in	G

od.	

The	first	w
as	w

hen	m
y	crew

	of	friends	arrived	late.	W
e	rushed	out	of	the	car	and	ran	dow

n	the	
street.				W

e	knew
	w
e	w

ere	late	and	even	w
orse	w

e	didn’t	know
	w
here	w

e	w
ere	going.	W

e	
stood	on	the	corner	of	43rd	and	Sandy,	dripping	sw

eat	and	w
ondering	w

here	to	go.	Just	then,	
Cat	D

addy	(ow
ner	of	Voodoo	D

onuts)	drove	by	in	a	drop-top	Cadillac	and	w
histled	for	our	

attention.			W
e	spun	around	and	he	pointed	tow

ards	the	opposite	direction.	“It’s	that	w
ay	

boys!”	W
e	ran	w

here	he	guided	us.	H
e	w

as	right.	There	w
as	the	giant	red	door	of	Saint	M

ichael	
&
	All	Angels.	

The	second	event	happened	at	the	end	of	the	cerem
ony.	The	pallbearers	had	just	escorted	the	

casket	outside	of	the	church	w
hen	it	started	to	rain.	Everyone	looked	up	and	cried.	Som

eone	
said:	“G

od	is	crying	w
ith	us.”	It	w

as	a	hot	August	day,	so	rain	w
as	certainly	a	surprise.	It	w

as	a	
touching	finale	for	the	day.	

N
ow

	that	I	look	back	on	those	events,	I	don’t	think	they	are	as	special	as	they	felt	then.	
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In	the	first	event,	w
e	w

ere	a	group	of	confused	boys	in	suits,	cow
ering	in	a	residential	area	w

ith	
only	a	grocery	store	and	a	church	nearby.	W

here	else	could	w
e	be	going	besides	the	church?	Cat	

D
addy	couldn’t	know

	w
e	w

ere	going	to	a	funeral.	It	w
as	August,	I	w

ould	assum
e	he	thought	he	

w
as	directing	us	to	a	w

edding.	H
ow

ever,	since	it	w
as	a	funeral,	an	event	surrounded	w

ith	talks	
about	the	afterlife	and	G

od.	The	seem
ingly	random

	event	had	a	pow
erful	feeling	attached	to	it.	

The	second	event	certainly	seem
ed	special	at	the	tim

e.	But	this	is	Portland,	O
regon.	It	alw

ays	
rains.	This	tim

e	it	rained	on	a	group,	clutching	for	answ
ers.	The	rain	w

asn’t	special	but	our	
collective	m

ood	w
as.	W

e	w
ere	so	shocked	by	m

ortality	that	a	chirping	baby	bird	or	a	shooting	
star	w

ould	have	equally	m
esm

erized	us.	W
e	w

ere	desperate	for	a	sign	that	there	w
as	som

ething	
m
ore.	

I	truly	believed	these	events	w
ere	special	for	years.	But,	if	G

od	had	the	w
herew

ithal	to	send	us	
stupid	boys	a	guide	in	the	form

	of	Cat	D
addy,	or	a	sign	in	the	form

	of	rain,	w
hy	couldn’t	he	just	

not	take	m
y	friend	aw

ay?	W
hy	w

ould	a	G
od	take	anybody?	Instead	of	m

aking	people	die	and	
having	to	m

ake	new
	ones,	w

hy	w
ouldn’t	G

od	just	keep	the	ones	he	already	had?	

Those	tw
o	events	w

eren’t	the	only	things	I	believed	irrationally	then.	Som
ehow

	in	the	back	of	
m
y	m

ind	I	didn’t	even	believe	m
y	friend	w

as	dead.	

Thom
as	w

as	studying	abroad	in	G
erm

any	w
hen	he	passed	aw

ay.	O
ne	night	I	w

as	chatting	w
ith	

him
	on	AO

L	Instant	M
essenger.	I	asked	him

	w
hen	he	w

ould	be	com
ing	hom

e.	I	m
issed	him

.	H
e	

replied:	“I	hope	I	never	com
e	back,	I	love	it	here.”	W

e	chatted	for	a	little	longer	and	the	last	
thing	he	ever	said	(w

ell	typed)	to	m
e	w

as	this:	“I	think	I	found	a	w
ay	to	stay	here	forever.	

H
opefully	it	w

orks.	I’ll	talk	to	you	soon.”	
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W
e	never	did	talk	again.	I	never	got	to	hear	w

hat	his	cockam
am

ie	plan	to	stay	w
as	either.	

A	few
	days	later,	on	m

y	birthday,	I	got	a	call	from
	his	sister.	She	told	m

e	that	he	w
as	in	the	

hospital.	H
e	had	a	stroke.				Their	parents	w

ere	flying	over	to	G
erm

any	to	be	there	w
ith	him

.	
O
ver	the	course	of	the	next	24	hours	I	received	dozens	of	calls:	“D

id	you	hear	Thom
as	died?”	O

f	
course	he	w

asn’t	dead	yet.	They	just	m
isunderstood	the	inform

ation.	Confused	by	a	literal	gam
e	

of	telephone.	

Later,	I	w
ent	over	to	his	parent’s	house.	H

is	extended	fam
ily	and	friends	cam

e	by	to	support	his	
tw

o	sisters	in	their	tim
e	of	grief.	D

uring	that	tim
e,	they	too	received	those	calls.	“H

e’s	dead.”	
“H

e’s	alive.”	“H
e’s	dead.”	“H

e’s	alive.”	The	group	burst	into	tears	each	tim
e.	It	w

as	like	he	died	a	
hundred	tim

es	that	day.	

H
e	w

as	dead.	H
is	fam

ily	brought	him
	hom

e	a	few
	days	later	to	hold	a	funeral.	It	w

as	a	closed-
casket	cerem

ony.			Som
ehow

	in	the	back	of	m
y	m

ind,	I	w
ondered,	“W

hat	if	this	w
as	all	part	of	

his	plan?	W
hat	if	this	w

as	his	w
ay	of	staying	in	G

erm
any	forever?”	Since	I	couldn’t	see	him

,	I	
couldn’t	be	sure.	All	I	could	see	w

as	a	w
ood	box.	

I	w
ent	to	G

erm
any	a	few

	years	later.	I	kept	hoping	I	w
ould	see	him

	on	the	street.	H
e’d	see	m

e	
and	give	m

e	a	w
ink,	holding	his	index	finger	to	his	lips.			It’d	be	our	little	secret.	W

e’d	have	a	
beer	and	I	w

ould	describe	his	funeral	to	him
	and	w

e	w
ould	laugh.	But,	I	never	did	see	him

.	
Because	he	w

as	dead.	

I	don’t	know
	how

	I	believed	that	his	parents	w
ould	be	fooled	by	such	a	plan.	To	bring	a	

corpse	across	the	ocean	w
ithout	realizing	it	w

as	their	ow
n	son.	I	don’t	know

	how
	I	believed	

he	w
ould	be	so	callous	as	to	fake	his	ow

n	death	either.	I	suppose	I	believed	these	things	
just	like	I	believed	that	Cat	D

addy	w
as	guide	from

	G
od	or	that	rain	w

as	really	tears	from
	

heaven.	I	suppose	w
e	believe	things	that	m

ake	life	easier,	because	som
etim

es	the	truth	
just	hurts.	
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Je
su
s:
	H
ey
	D
ad

,	i
t	i
s	
m
e,
	y
ou

.	

G
od

:	W
ha

t	i
s	
it	
m
e?
	

Je
su
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	N
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ng

	b
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,	I
	ju
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.	

H
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Sp
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	w
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G
od

:	S
hh

h,
	It
	is
	u
s.
	

	 	 	 	 	 	

	

Friendliness	-	9/10										N
ot	only	w

ere	these	people	friendly	to	m
e	w

hen	I	entered,	but	
The	Presider	spoke	in	great	length	about	how

	he	expected	his	congregation	to	reach	out	
to	the	im

m
igrants	in	the	com

m
unity.	N

ot	just	to	bring	them
	to	church	but	to	aid	them

	in	
finding	w

ork	and	m
aking	sure	they	w

ere	com
pensated	fairly.	I	found	this	particular	

discussion	rather	nice.	

D
ress	Code	-	3/10										I	w

as	em
barrassedly	overdressed.	The	crow

d	w
as	m

ainly	in	t-
shirts	and	shorts.	There	w

as	an	aw
ful	lot	of	H

aw
aiian	print	in	the	crow

d	but	I	w
ould	

im
agine	that	had	to	do	w

ith	the	nice	w
eather	today.		M

ost	of	the	old	broads	w
ere	

dressed	up	though.	

	Attractiveness	-	4/10										The	crow
d	w

as	relatively	old.	Around	50+.	I	am
	not	saying	

that	older	people	can’t	be	attractive,	they	can	be.	H
ow

ever,	this	crow
d	certainly	w

as	
not.	I	suppose	there	is	a	chance	that	younger	people	attended	the	earlier	m

ass	but	I	
doubt	it.	

	O
rnam

entation	-	5/10										This	place	w
as	decorated	rather	plainly.	It	seem

s	m
ost	of	the	

frills	w
ere	used	on	the	outside	of	the	church.		The	shape	of	the	building	is	straight	out	of	

a	children’s	fairy-tale.	The	giant	red	door	is	probably	the	fanciest	thing	about	this	place.	
Inside	is	rather	basic.	Besides	a	few

	candles	and	som
e	m

etal	sculptures	in	the	back	there	
isn’t	really	anything	to	look	at.	I	did	notice	that	the	only	ornam

entation	seem
s	to	be	

rather	vaginal.	From
	the	design	carved	into	the	pew

s	to	the	scenes	portrayed	in	the	
stained	glass,	it	is	like	the	place	is	dripping	in	im

m
aculate	gash.	

Service	-	4/10										They	give	you	a	15-page	booklet	w
hen	you	enter.	It	had	all	the	hym

ns	
and	prayers	for	the	day,		highlighting	w

hat	parts	you	w
ould	say	or	sing	after	som

eone	
said	or	sang	som

ething	to	you.	It	also	had	brief	descriptions	on	w
hat	to	do	at	certain	

tim
es,	like	how

	to	take	the	H
oly	Com

m
union,	w

hich	I	appreciated	since	I	didn’t	know
	

w
hat	the	hell	I	w

as	doing.	It	w
as	basically	a	step-by-step	proceeding	of	the	day.	W

hile	it	
w
as	a	nice	touch	it	seem

s	like	they	could	just		do	everyone	a	favor	and	em
ail	it	to	them

	
on	Saturday	so	they	could	just	do	it	at	hom

e.	It	rem
inded	m

e	of	w
hen	a	professor	w

ould	
read	aloud	a	syllabus	or	a	textbook.	

N
otes:	The	Presider	looked	like	D

ave	Attell.	Also,	they	say	Alleluia	here	instead	of	
H
allelujah.	
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