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 Cast of Characters 
 
Terence(Forneus): A fallen angel. A Sodomite. Sióg (a fairy). He has lived with the Celts in Ireland 
before migrating to Canada where he has lived in Prince Edward Island and Ottawa. Associated with 
the Queen of Cups, The Moon, The World and the Hanged Man. 
 
Belphegor(Belle): A fallen angel. A Sodomite. He has lived with the Ancient Greeks, in the Court 
of Louis XV and Montreal. He is associated with the Queen of Pentacles, The Tower, The Wheel, 
and The Chariot. He is known as the seducer of mankind and a Moabite god of licentiousness. 
 
Azazel(Zazie): A Fallen Angel, associated with the Islamic Angel Iblis who asked, "Why should a 
child of fire bow down to a child of clay?" A Sodomite. He is a musician and has never been 
incarnate. He is associated with The Queen of Wands, The Devil, The Lovers and The Fool. He is 
credited with teaching men how to make swords and shields and women the art of make-up 
application. 
 
Sariel(Sari): A Fallen Angel. Bean síghe (a fairy woman). A Sodomite. She has lived with the Celts, 
the Greeks, the Native Americans, and currently resides with the rest of Sodomites in Ottawa. She is 
associated with the Queen of Swords, Temperance, Judgement and The Magician. In the war in 
Heaven Sariel lead one of the 4 Towers, or fighting units, against god. 
 
Lot's Wife: A fearsome drag queen. 
 
The Sock Puppet Sodomites: Our own little Greek Chorus. 
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 What is the City but the People? 

 

 The room and stage go completely dark. A flashlight snaps on to reveal the face of the first 

angel, Belphegor.  

 

Belphegor: Welcome. My name is Belphegor and I am a fallen angel of Sodom. You may know my 

type as na daoine mhaithe of Ireland, les tapettes du Québec, los jotos de Méjico, die shwule männer 

das Deutschland, the two-spirited thunder people or, simply, a queer in your town.  

 Our city was Sodom and if you want to know about Sodom, ask a Sodomite. For what is the 

city but the people? We are people that exist only as flashes of light in the darkness, like the stars in 

the night sky which only an exertion of mind can connect into constellations.  The flashlights of the 

other Sodomites go on just long enough for an introduction. 

Terence: Good evening, I am Terence, or Forneus, as I was known before the Fall. 

Sariel: Sariel is my name and I have had many incarnations. 

Azazel: I on the other hand have never been born as a man. I am Azazel musician, metal-worker and 

make-up artist. 

Lot's Wife: I'm Lot's Wife and it's best you keep out of my way. 

Sock Puppets: Howdy folks! We're the Sock Puppet Sodomites. Pint-sized perverts here to make 

sure no one takes themselves too seriously. 

Belphegor: Sodomites one and all, we are here to tell the story of our city which was destroyed 

because we were reputed to have made unnatural uses of the body. But let me explain how we fallen 

angels get bodies in the first place, how we become incarnate. We spend most of our time in this 

ethereal and immortal form. But no bodies means no balls and no balls means no sex. So, we can 
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choose to change places with a new born baby and be raised as a human. If we do so then we grow, 

age and die. Upon our deaths we immediately assume our angelic shape again. 

 The main source of trouble comes from the fact that we lose all memory of our true nature 

when we become human. In our angelic forms we remember all our incarnations, everything. As 

mortals we must relearn the Sodomite ways each and every time and there is no guarantee we will be 

successful. 

 After the fall of Sodom, we scattered to the four corners of this round globe. I had several 

incarnations with the Greeks, was in the Court of Louis XV and eventually ended up in North 

America only to find others had been here for centuries known as the Agokwa of the Ojibwa or the 

Wingkta of the Dakotas. 

 But in hindsight I can see that this restlessness was a mistake. We should not have been so 

quick to forsake the Cities of the Plain. Sodomite C.P. Cavafy's words have proven too true: 

 You won't find a new country, won't find another shore. 
 This city will always pursue you. 
 You'll walk the same streets, grow old  
 in the same neighbourhoods, turn grey in the same houses. 
 You'll always end up in this city. Don't hope for things elsewhere: 
 there's no ship for you, no road. 
 Now that you've wasted your life here in this small corner, 
 You've destroyed it everywhere in the world. 
 
Sock Puppets: But what of Sodom while it still stood? 

Belphegor and Terence: 
 
 
    
   We had such wild-child beautiful 
     humans 
   Carouselling through back alleys 
     strewn 
   Broken glass shards shone 
     beneath 
   Rodent wing and angel feet 
     stars 
   Quit the sky to lie 
     in spilt semen 
   Amongst the shadow sex 
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   The pavement was alive with animal 
     angels 
   Seraphim fleeing the suburbs 
     of heaven 
   Cherubim risen from smalltowns 
     of hell 
   They wrestle tested tight bodies 
     their hair flowing 
   Spidered through faithless nights 
     their crotches flaming 
   Celebrations of release 
 
   In halls of darkness of noise 
     a vibration 
   Of the violence of dervish boys 
     a pulsation 
   Of drums of metallic thud 
     of flesh 
   Of sperm clinging to columns 
     of blood 
   Swimming salty 
     in the heat  
   With gestures of infamy 
    
   We were the prematurely dead 
     children 
   In paradise teaching the secret 
     of caresses 
   Dark in the woods 
     wheresoever 
   The body was joined 
     there were wings 
   Our consensus of consent 
     feathered  
   a miracle between mirrors 
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Belphegor: 
 
"The thing I remember most:  
The staircase, 
The great curving staircase 
With waiters spiralling  
Round and up and down and round. 
Oh, these were no ordinary men. 
They were Actor! Model! Waiters! 
Each and every one - A Star - 
(Or a consultant to The Stars) 
With the most intriguing of 
Hairstyles, 
 Resumés, 
  Extremities; 
 
And always ready for a close-up." 
 
Sock Puppets: What we remember most were the forests. When we spread out the cooking hearth 
on the wildwood floor, sweeter than any honeyed food the dish that was prepared. 
 
Terence and the Sock Puppets(Sock puppet part in Bold):  
 
A Good Word Is As A Mighty Tree 
 
 

upon every command 
let 

night     branch 
him 

delicate  such 
      strip 

you 
moss  chested 

gardens beneath 
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necessary   clothing 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Terence: Only once have I found any trees to compare to those of Sodom. 
 
At the very top of University Avenue in Montreal are the residences of McGill, three of them and a 

round dining hall. Behind these buildings is a fence with a gate. Passing through this opening on any 

humid summer evening, turning left and going halfway to the main road, a path will appear on your 

right. Walk down it for several hundred yards and you will be amazed, amazed at how quickly the 

silence closes in, amazed at the appearance of glowing cigarette butts in that darkness to your left. 

Turn into the midst of these fireflies and you will quickly be surrounded by naked and half-naked 

men, silent with intent. 

 July 10, 1981, I am walking nervously behind the man whom I have been sleeping with for 

the past two months. He is a graduate student at McGill. We met in the Limelight disco on Stanley 

Street. I had actually been interested in the guy standing behind him but I caught his eye. He moved 

quickly and soon I was in his bed in McConnell Residence.  

 When I told him it was my first time, he laughed and laughed and fucked me again. `Just to 

be sure it doesn't grow back,' he said. 

 He was taller than me. He wasn't what you'd call beautiful. He was as awkward socially as 

he was brilliant academically. He was, however, hot. In two months he had taken me from virgin to 

verging on used. 

 Walking behind him, I started to wonder what we were doing here in the dark. It seemed like 

an ideal place for muggers and queerbashers. Suddenly he turned into the woods. I was alone, for an 

instant, but my eyes were accustomed to the dark and I could see the path he had disappeared down. 

Following, I quickly came into a small clearing with a single tree in the middle. He was leaning 

against the tree. 
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 I went over to him but before I could say anything he had his tongue in my mouth. He undid 

my shirt and slid his hand over my nipples. His thigh pressed into my crotch. He undid my belt and 

my fly and slid his hand into my underwear. Pulling off my shirt he turned me around and bent my 

head back. He bit into my neck. Slowly he worked his tongue down under my armpit, down the 

length of my torso and over to my exposed ass. He let his spit slide down between my cheeks. I was 

now completely naked and facing the tree. He raised my arms and placed them around the roughness 

of the bark. I heard the click and felt the cold steel. He had handcuffed me. I could feel the moss on 

the far side of the trunk.  I was about to say something when I heard him spit into his hand. I 

knew what was next. I felt his stiff and slippery cock, first between my cheeks and then inside me. 

He entered slowly and irresistibly. He pulled my head back and slid his tongue in and out of my 

mouth with the rhythm of his cock in my ass. My chest pressed against the trunk. The bark of the 

tree was rough against me. He reached around with his free hand and stroked my cock until we 

came, together. 

 But not alone. 

 During the course of our fuck, a small crowd had gathered to watch. Some, inspired no 

doubt, had begun to kiss, stroke and rub in groups of two's, three's, four's. Now that I was not so 

absorbed I noticed them.  

 Then I saw my lover, he was kissing a tall, dark-haired man wearing nothing but shorts and 

running shoes. The guy had an incredibly hairy and well-developed chest. My lover reached down 

and freed the man's sizeable cock from his pants and kneeling slid his mouth over its tip. I could 

hardly believe that my lover was actually sucking the sizeable cock of a stranger while I watched 

chained a tree.  

 Was this love? I ask you.  

 Suddenly, he got up and led the man over to where I was. He spit on the man's cock and 

placed it moist between my cheeks. Then he walked away.  

 All that night I had strangers around me, beside me, in me. Some just watched, others slowly 

stroked my smooth skin, one guy gave me head while yet another fucked me. And all the time my 

lover was there watching, sometimes participating, never speaking. 
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 Just before dawn it started to rain and most of the men left. The water ran warm over me, 

down my chest, over my thighs and through my toes. It woke me from that dream, that dream of a 

soft summer rain in a dark forest that rained to release me from my fear of men, my fear of sex, my 

fear of sex with men. 

The Sock Puppets: Come away! O, human child! 

                  To the woods and waters wild, 
                  With a fairy hand in hand, 
                  For the world's more full of weeping than 
                       you can understand.   (by W.B. Yeats) 
 
Belphegor: And only once have we found  a waterway to compare with that of Sodom. It is there 

that I earned my title - The Queen of the Rideau Canal 

Sock Puppets:     Come away! O, human child! 

                  To the woods and waters wild, 
                  With a fairy hand in hand, 
                  For the world's more full of weeping than 
                       you can understand. 
 
Sariel: That's all well and fine, girlfriends. But Sodom is no more. It was destroyed. Destroyed 
because we made unnatural uses of our bodies. How best to explain what The Fall was like? It is 
really a question of hope and despair. 
 
Knowing that "Hope" is the thing with feathers 
and that where the corpse is, 
there the vultures will gather, 
 
you sent me a postcard 
with a definition of despair 
 
from a book of shorebirds: 
 
Sock Puppets: 
 
"The grebe, for reasons  
which are not clearly understood, 
sometimes eats its own feathers. 
 
Belphegor: 
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(Its feathers are highly prized 
for their decorative properties 
- they were often used to adorn 
the hats of ladies.)" 
 
Sariel: 
 
Yes, 
that was it. 
 
That was what it was like. 
 
Or that is as near as words can contain the distance we have travelled since that time. 
 
 
Forneus and Belphegor: 
 
 Time is Longer than Rope (by Lynn Henry) 
 
 Words can't contain us 
 in spaces so high 
 we'll ride on long ropes, crackling 
 like phone lines 
 
 at night crows sleep 
 lulled by the hum of what stretches between us 
  
 We'll wake between synapses 
    time    longing     rope 
    in slow-spiral 
    re- 
   volution 
    our hearts flapping open 
    our undone coats 
 
 You can call it 
 falling 
 
 or flying. 
 
The Sock Puppet Sodomites: 
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 Ladies and Gentlemen! Presenting, from that all-time favourite, The Bible, Genesis, Chapter 
19, as performed by the Sock Puppet Sodomites. 
 
Lot's Wife: 
 
And there came two angels to Sodom at even; and Lot sat in the Gate of Sodom: and Lot seeing 
them rose up to meet them; and he bowed himself with his face toward the ground: 
 
3 And he pressed upon them greatly: and they turned in unto him, and entered into his house; and he 
made them a feast, and did bake unleavened bread, and they did eat. 
 
4 But before they lay down, the men of the city, even the men of Sodom, compassed the house 
round, both old and young, all the people from every quarter:  
 
5 And they called unto Lot, and said unto him, Where are the men which came in to thee this night? 
bring them out unto us, that we may know them. 
 
6 And Lot went out at the door unto them, and shut the door after him. 
 
7 And said, I pray you brethren, do not so wickedly. 
 
8 Behold now, I have two daughters which have not known man; let me, I pray you, bring them out 
unto you, and do ye to them as is good in your eyes: only unto these men do nothing; for therefore 
came they under the shadow of my roof. 
 
9 And they said, Stand back. And they said again, This one fellow came in to sojourn, and he will 
needs be a judge: now will we deal worse with thee, than with them. And they pressed sore upon the 
man, even Lot, and came near to break the door. 
 
10 But the men put forth their hand, and pulled Lot in the house to them, and shut the door. 
 
11 And they smote the men that were at the door with blindness, both small and great: so that they 
wearied themselves to find the door. 
 
15 And when the morning arose, then the angels hastened Lot, saying, Arise, take thy wife, and thy 
two daughters, which are here: lest thou be consumed in the iniquity of the city. 
 
17 And it came to pass, when they had brought them forth abroad, that they said, Escape for thy life: 
look not behind thee, neither stay thou in all the plain: escape to the mountain, lest thou be 
consumed. 
 
24 Then the Lord rained upon Sodom and upon Gomorrah brimstone and fire from the Lord out of 
heaven. 
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26 But his wife looked back from behind him, and she became a pillar of salt. 
 
30 And Lot went up out of Zo-ar, and dwelt in the mountain, and his daughters with him; for he 
feared to dwell in Zo-ar: and he dwelt in a cave, he and his two daughters. 
 
31 And the firstborn said unto the younger, Our father is old, and this is not a man in the earth to 
come in unto us after the manner of all the earth: 
 
32 Come, let us make our father drink wine, and we will lie with him, that we may preserve seed of 
our father. 
 
33 And they made their father drink wine that night: and the firstborn went in, and lay with her 
father; and he perceived not when she lay down, nor when she arose. 
 
 
 
34 And it came to pass on the morrow, that the firstborn said unto the younger, Behold, I lay 
yesternight with my father: let us make him drink wine this night also; and go thou in, and lie with 
him, that we may preserve seed of our father. 
 
35 And they made their father drink wine that night also: and the younger arose, and lay with him: 
and he perceived not when she lay down, nor when she arose. 
 
36 Thus were both the daughters of Lot with child by their father. 
 
Terence:  There you have it as we found it; feel free to add your own complaints. 

Sock Puppets:(Complaints by Barbara Lougheed) Working toward feeling free. I've got a few 

complaints. In fact, I've found lots to boil the blood in just this one wee chapter.  

 First off, Lot, to keep the poker party going, will give away his own daughters to be used by 

the mob - however it sees fit - just so the angels can eat their unleavened bread uninterrupted. 

Bribery and pimping, neither very attractive, but alright apparently, when sacred trusts are involved.  

 Later, the daughters, primed to want bedding down one suspects, or perhaps too long the 

victim of Lot's own rhetoric on the superiority of his seed and the necessity of its continuation, make 

their father drunk so as to know him - biblically. Now, I ask you, is this likely? Is this the way incest 

commonly occurs, with sexually aggressive females attacking their unsuspecting fathers? Are the 

daughters, then, sluts? Are they to be forgiven? Whatever. 
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 There's Lot, two nights running, imbibing quite a snout full so that he is subsequently used in 

that less than filially respectful manner. Lot, of course, trapped as he is in the deep dark depths of 

history is unaware that he is his own liquor control board. Handy though, that unconscious state. It 

enables Lot to have a bit of fun while retaining his higher moral stance, such as is prerequisite for 

those who stroll with God. 

Terence: After the Fall, some of my sisters ended up with the Greeks, the Romans, the Vikings, the 

Babylonians, the Mongols and the Chinese. You name them; we've done them.  

 My first stop after Sodom was with the hidden people, the Celts. At one point the Celtic 

tribes stretched from Ireland to Turkey. 

 Now, I chose to live among these people because, as Aristotle points out in his Politics, they 

esteemed homosexuality. Unlike the Greeks, who confined homosexuality to paedophilia and 

frowned on anal intercourse, an adult Celt was free to cavort with other men in whatever manner 

pleased him. The Romans, whom the Celts trashed in 390 B.C. were particularly offended by this. 

 Diodorus Sicilus, writing in the first century BC, said: 

 [T]hey lie around on animal skins and enjoy themselves, with a lover on each side. 
The extraordinary thing is they haven't the smallest regard for their personal dignity 
or self-respect; they offer themselves to other men without the least compunction. 
Furthermore, this isn't looked down on, or regarded as in anyway disgraceful: on the 
contrary, if one of them is rejected by another to whom he has offered himself, he 
takes offence. 

 
 Now, I ask you, is it any wonder I liked the Celts? It is true, they were warriors, but who 

wasn't in those days. Many of my sister Sodomites romanticize this love among warriors stuff and I 

see their influence popping up everywhere. 

 In classical Greece, Plato wrote in his Symposium: 

 If then one could contrive that a state or an army should entirely consist of lovers and 
loved ... a handful of such men, fighting side by side, would defeat practically the 
whole world. 

 
 In medieval Japan, the author of the Hagakure, the code of ethics for the Samurai, wrote: 
 
 Even while you are in love with a man, you must concentrate your energies, on the 

Way of the Warrior. Then homosexual love goes very well with the Way of the 
Warrior. 
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 And just last year, during the Persian Gulf War, a U.S. Marine Commander, said on ABC 
News: 
 
 The same motivation that allows a 98-pound mother to lift a car if her child is 

beneath the wheels makes it possible for a marine to throw himself on a grenade to 
save a comrade - love. 

  You are not fighting for some grand political or strategic objective or for 
your country, mom, or apple pie - you are fighting for your buddy next to you. 

 
 Indeed!  

 The unfortunate thing about this love among the warriors is that it tends to go hand in hand 

with particularly virulent forms of misogyny. The Greeks hardly let women out of the house. The 

women of medieval Japan were not exactly at the top of the social ladder and as for right-wing 

Americans, and their Canadian equivalents, say no more. 

 Celtic women, on the other hand, had real status. They were just as fierce as the men. In fact, 

the Irish still speak of Cúchulainn, the great warrior-hero, who received his final training under 

Scáthach, the female warrior who ran a martial arts school on the Isle of Skye. 

 While at this school, Cúchulainn met Ferdia. Ferdia was a devilishly handsome man, dark 

hair and green eyes. He and Cúchulainn would wrestle all day and all night. 

 But, the way I see it, you either love men or fight men. You can't have it both ways because, 

sooner or later, you'll have to choose. Certainly, that was the case with Cúchulainn and Ferdia. 

Azazel: The Koran makes it clear about the choice I made. God brought Adam in and 

said,`Everybody bow down.' I thought,'Wait a Minute, Me? Bow down to a mortal? I don't think so.' 

I piped up and said,"Why should a son of fire fall down before a son of clay?" I decided then and 

there that I would never become a mortal. Instead I showed the mortals how to fashion swords and 

shields in the hope that they would do exactly what they did do: use them against each other. Now 

for the tale of Cúchulainn and Ferdia. 

 CÚCHULAINN'S FALL 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up, 
To meet Ferdia, son of the Damon the Fir Bolg. 
 
"We Fir Bolg are the best men 
This Ireland ever saw; 
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We will have no religion, 
And love is our only law." 
 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up, 
To love Ferdia, son of Damon the Fir Bolg 
 
"For the love of Fogall's daughter 
You found your way to the Isle of Skye; 
For the love of Damon's son 
Tonight in the woods you'll lie." 
 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up,  
To kiss Ferdia, son of Damon the Fir Bolg. 
 
"Fast friends and forest companions, 
We made one bed and slept one sleep; 
Our kisses open as the sky, our voices  
Sank like stars into the stream." 
 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up, 
To leave Ferdia, son of Damon the Fir Bolg. 
 
"This world it is a wild place, 
And blood will claim its prize, 
In the Cattle Raid of Cooley, 
Our families chose opposite sides." 
 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up, 
To battle Ferdia, son of Damon the Fir Bolg. 
 
His hair was raven's black, 
His eyes a springtime green, 
Cúchulainn, when you pierced him, 
His blood sang red upon the stream. 
 
Rise up, Cúchulainn, rise up, 
You've killed Ferdia, son of Damon the Fir Bolg. 
 
"Oh why should I rise up again 
Now that Ferdia lies here fallen 
By my own heart, by my own hand, 
Such is the love of man for man." 
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Sariel: All-male worlds, always a mistake. Consider, if you will, The Fall of the Thunder Lizards. 

Gender. 

In reptiles it is simply a matter of temperature. If the reptile egg incubates at a sufficient heat, the 

result is a male. Below that critical point, a matter of a few degrees, the result is a female. 

Temperature. 

On a global scale, it is a matter of how much carbon dioxide there is in the atmosphere. Sixty million 

years ago an asteroid slammed into the Earth. A huge cloud of dust shot up into the atmosphere. The 

sun's visible rays were blocked out. The plants began to die and the carbon dioxide began to build 

up. As the temperature rose, the dinosaurs, already weakened by the loss of vegetation, were faced 

with a fatal fact. All their eggs were hatching as males. Extinction was inevitable. This was the fall 

of the thunder lizards. 

Gender.  

In humans, it is simply a matter of socialization. For the past two thousand years we have been 

socialized in giant male bodies: schools, hospitals, armies and churches. We have been raised by 

man-made machines: steam engines, rockets launchers, televisions and cars. 

Temperature. 

On a global scale, it is a matter of how much carbon dioxide there is in the atmosphere. Our man-

made machines have turned the fossilized thunder lizards into car exhaust, Barbie dolls, jet streams 

and discos. Once arable land in Africa, South America and the Midwest Plains is turning to dust. For 

many people, famine has become a reality. The temperature is rising and the stock market is falling. 

Exxon, IBM, Mitsubishi, Phillips, and GM: when these all-male giants fuck, the earth really does 

move. Ever wonder why they make laws that allow the all-male giants to fuck - excuse me - merge; 

rape - pardon me - perform hostile takeovers; and excrete - I mean - pollute at will, but human-sized 

males were executed for sodomy? 

 At the end of the millennium we are witnessing the return of the All-Male Dinosaur World. 

And the more male it gets, the hotter it gets. 

Belphegor: It is breeder madness on a global scale. But this desire of men to give birth, to give birth 

to a god no less, goes back to the Ancient Greeks. I was hanging around with these guys under of the 

name of Aristodemos and I remember a particular dinner party where they were discussing love. It 
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seems that in the beginning there was Chaos and the firstborn of Chaos was Love, quickly followed 

by Hate. Ever since that time men have been confusing love and hate, sex and violence. The Greeks 

also equated perfection with immortality, and desire with possession. Combine the desire to give 

birth to something immortal with a belief that you can achieve satisfaction only through possession, 

throw in the conviction that you are allowed to use force to achieve possession, and you can see why 

we've been in trouble for the past two and a half thousand years.  

 The Greeks had a distinctive style of homosexuality. A boy, past puberty but before he 

became a citizen at the age of 21, would be courted by an adult and, typically, married man. The boy 

was under moral pressure not to give in too rapidly or actually derive physical pleasure when sex 

finally did occur. On the other hand, it was considered humiliating not to be pursued at all. 

 This practice was supposedly started by the poet Orpheus. He had tried to retrieve his dead 

wife Eurydice from the unlovely realm, Hades. He had promised that he wouldn't look back to see if 

she was following until they reached the land of the living. But, being a poet, and therefore 

untrusting, he looked back. Eurydice evaporated into a mist and a wind carried her back into the 

underworld. Orpheus was so distraught that he forsook the company of women. As Ovid so 

delicately puts it: 

 It was his lead that taught the folk of Thrace 
 The love for tender boys, to pluck the buds, 
 The brief springtime, with manhood still to come. 
 
 And this was the key, the Greeks thought they were instructing the boy in "manly virtues." It 

was considered unseemly for two adult males to be homosexually involved and sodomy was actually 

illegal. 

 What I'd like to do, with the help of Zazie, is give you a little summary of that famous dinner 

party where the Greeks discussed love.  

Phaidros' Fable 
 
"...the beloved is particularly 
ashamed before the lover 
when seen in an ugly situation." 
 
An accordion player had a ritual. 
He would not cut his hair 
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whenever he and his bride  
were separated. 
 
The accordion player's bride 
had been away for quite some time, 
but was returning  
for a month-long visit. 
 
To celebrate her return, 
the accordion player 
cut his hair  
and went to meet her. 
 
But, when the accordion player's bride 
saw the accordion player's hair, 
she lamented, 
 
Sariel: 
"I'm only home for a month, 
and you're ugly." 
 
Terence: The next person to speak on love was Pausanias. And ah-one, and ah-two and ah-One, 
Two, Three. 
 
Pausanias' Waltz 
(to the tune of the Blue Danube 
played on the accordion  
by an accordion player 
who does not know the tune 
very well) 
 
I have read that there are  
two different kinds of love 
 
Terence and The Sock Puppets: 
- Common and Heavenly 
- Common and Heavenly 
 
Terence: 
 
Common can distinguished be 
by these factors three: 
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(The Sock Puppets say numbers in unison with Terence.) 
 
One: it is love of the body only 
Two: it is directed toward 
      the most foolish person 
       that the lover happens to see 
Three:  it is indiscriminate 
         to both women 
          and boys will it go 
           - you know 
           - AC/DC 
 
Now, I had to read in a book 
what some know intuitively, 
like my beloved's mom. 
When he told her 
I'd gone away, 
here is what she had to say: 
 
Sariel:  
 
"He's not one of them 
friggin' bisexuals 
is he?" 
 
Belphegor: But what of art? Where does it fit into the scheme of love? Eryximachos, the physician, 
addressed this question. 
 
Eryximachos' Body Functions 
 
The accordion player  
has talked freely 
of his two theories of art. 
 
The first one 
simply stated is 
- if when viewing, 
or listening to, 
a work,  
you lose control 
of a bodily function,  
then it is art. 
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The Sock Puppets: 
 
squeeze release 
pass wind 
sneeze burp 
get a hard-on 
get wet get dry 
go all misty eyed 
 
Sariel: 
 
"The healing art 
is knowledge 
of the body's love  
for filling and emptying." 
 
 
 
 
Belphegor: 
 
This theory may lead to confusion. 
For instance,  
if you had pizza and beer  
before attending an exhibition, 
and you are stricken with gas, 
then how are you to be sure 
that it is the art, 
not merely the food. 
 
Proper diet becomes essential 
for the recognition of art,  
and the only thing harder 
than sticking to regime 
is refraining 
from imposing it on others. 
 
The Sock Puppets: 
 
politics power 
six o'clock news 
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Belphegor: 
 
The accordion player's 
second theory of art 
is much simpler 
and avoids these struggles 
- if it's big and green, 
then it's art. 
 
Terence: 
 
Aristophanes' Imperfect Circles 
or, Slicing Hard Boiled Eggs with a Hair. 
 
Patrick was the blond American 
boy next door 
I met in Ottawa. 
He called me Mr. A. 
I called him Yankee. 
 
 
Ernest said he went 
quickly, so quickly 
that one day Patrick, 
in a voice of broken reeds, said, 
"I've grown old, so old, so fast." 
 
Patrick died six months after 
being diagnosed HIV positive. 
 
Ernest said the eighty pounds 
Patrick had become 
was easy to hold, 
but hard to carry. 
 
And Oscar Wilde was almost right. 
Friendship is far more tragic  
than love 
because it lasts longer 
- if you're lucky. 
 
If you're not 
then you can 
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put it down  
to an accident, 
put it down  
to an act of god, 
or simply 
put it down. 
 
But, regardless 
of what we do, 
there are times 
when we walk around  
in profile 
like relief carvings 
on tombstones. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Belphegor: Let's assume: 
 
1) Love has tender feet 
2) "Hope" is the thing with feathers 
3) "Doubt" is a feather boa 
 
The accordion player's tender feet 
are well hidden in black cowboy boots, 
snake skin, no less, 
but don't think him soft, 
being an accordion player, 
notice, though the thorn 
on the rose 
cuts his lip, 
and he complains, 
he continues to play 
for the dancer  
with the feather boa. 
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Sock Puppets:  But finally, with the arrival the handsome Alcibiades, Socrates was forced to own 
up to his conceits about love. He said: 
 
Terence: 
 
Send out the accordion player 
with his tender feet wrapped  
in the forgetfulness of snake skin; 
the piper-girl is waiting for him. 
I admit that 
I have wilfully confused 
desire and love in order 
to prove that men are pregnant  
with a need 
to give birth to a god. 
As my grandmother used to say, 
"They have little to do." 
 
And Alcibiades is warm with wine. 
 
Belphegor: With carryings-on at dinner parties like that, is it any wonder that at Versailles, where I 

eventually ended up, Sodomy was known as le péché philosophique, the philosophical sin. I was in 

with the best crowd at that time: Louis XV, Madame Pompadour, etc. As I said, Sodomy was widely 

practised there but then the talk of the body and its natural and unnatural uses started up again. 

 Madame Pompadour's doctor was François Quesnay. He had written an enlightened paper 

about the practice of bleeding by leaches to cure gangrene and this had, understandably, won him his 

position as court doctor. He came up with the theory that all wealth was produced by  agriculture 

and was circulated throughout the nation like blood through the body. He was a pompous fellow. He 

would stand there and proclaim: 

 I am agriculture. Because I am the storehouse and the shop of the whole body; but, if 
you do remember, I send it through the rivers of your blood, even to the court, the 
heart, to the seat 'o'the brain; and; through the cranks and offices of man, the 
strongest nerves and small inferior veins from me receive that natural competency 
whereby they live. 

 
 Well, they loved it.  

 A fan of Quesnay's was one Pierre Samuel du Pont de Nemours. He wrote a book 

expounding the virtues of Quesnay's theory entitled, Les Physiocratie. Quesnay and his school of 
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thought became known thereafter as The Physiocrats, from the Greek words meaning "The Rule of 

Nature."   

 Shortly thereafter the French had a little something to say about the natural use of the body 

politic. It was called the French Revolution. 

 M. Pierre Samuel du Pont de Nemours was forced into hiding in order to save his natural ass. 

In 1800, he emigrated to the United States with his two sons, Éleuthère Irénée and Victor. In 1802, 

Éleuthère Irenée founded a powder mill on Brandywine Creek in Delaware. From all this talk of 

nature and the body was born one the biggest bodies, or corporations, if you prefer, the world has 

ever seen: Dupont. 

 Corporations are the epitome of breeder madness. Giant straight-male-identified bodies that 

dominate by possession. They are as big as gods and have pretences to immortality. They are 

propped up by a theory that claims to be based on the rule of nature. But they are really the rule of 

force. 

 As for me, I found out what it is like to look at a guillotine - from the wrong angle. 

Sariel: 

 The Woman at Earthwise Books 
 Doesn't Think  
 Homosexuals Are 
 An Essential Part of the Environment 
 
The police in Montréal  
Have been beating up Homos, 
As well as Women, Blacks and Natives. 
This summer, we Sodomites have had enough; 
We're organizing, demonstrating,  
Demanding change, like beggars in the street. 
I go into Earthwise Books, Bank Street, 
The Nation's Capital, 
See the Third World Development, 
Great Earth Goddess, 
Mohawk Solidarity Posters, 
Think, All Right! 
I ask the woman if she'll put up 
A poster to further the cause? 
"I'm sorry, but we only put up posters 
Related to the environment, 
The land," I ask her  
If people are part of the environment, the land? 
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"Sorry, we've turned down posters for the arts." 
This ain't art. This is a protest 
Against police brutality,  
The same kind of police stupidity 
That's oppressing the Mohawks  
 
 
Of Kahnawake, 
Kanesatake, 
St. Regis-Awkwesane. 
She says, "No way." 
I promise her I'll tell 
Anyone who'll listen 
That her bookstore's anti-gay. 
"I didn't say that," she replies. 
I wonder if she ever really listens 
To exactly what she's saying. She's saying, 
Homos are not part of nature,  
Not part of the land; 
We are unnatural 
again. 
 
Terence: In Ireland where I underwent successive reincarnations for almost two thousand years, the 

Celts themselves were quick to realize that the fairies, or The Good People as they call us, were 

actually the Fallen Angels. They respected our land and our power. The absentee English landlords 

looked upon the Irish people as some sort of lower life form.  

 

 In the 16th century Queen Elizabeth the First's army and then Cromwell's New Model Army 

in the 17th century practised genocidal scorched earth wars against the Irish, whom they called 

savages. 

 After the restoration, a hundred years of political oppression followed in the form of the 

Penal Laws. Edmund Burke called the Penal Laws an "elaborate contrivance for the oppression, 

impoverishment and degradation of a people and the debasement in them of human nature itself." 

The Penal Laws were the original model of Apartheid that would be replicated in South Africa, 

North America and British colonies around the world. 

 But these trials were mere tremors, compared to the earthquake of suffering unleashed on 

Ireland in the years 1845 to 1850 , the Great Famine. Between 800,000 and 1 million people died in 
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Ireland during those years. Another million sailed on boats, known as the coffin ships, for British 

colonies overseas.  

 As one observer of the famine wrote,"They died in their mountain glens, they died in the 

fields, they wandered into towns and died in the streets; they closed their cabins doors, and lay down 

upon their beds and died of actual starvation in their houses. To us, even at the time, it appeared 

almost incredible that such things could be." 

 But it was all too real and the sad thing is that there was food available in Ireland and 

England. People died of starvation mere miles from storehouses full of grain for want of a way to get 

it to them. This same pattern persists in famine areas of Africa today. 

 The laissez-faire - let's pretend to let nature rule - attitudes of the Physiocrats had been 

updated by one Rev. Thomas Malthus in his essay on population growth. The good Rev. claimed to 

have proven that food production would always lag behind population growth and therefore it was 

useless to provide assistance to the poor because you would just be prolonging the inevitable, 

darling. Not surprisingly, the English landlords loved this theory because it didn't just relieve them 

of any obligation to the starving; it actually made it morally imperative and scientifically sound to let 

us starve. Today, this is known as "structural adjustment" and is forced on cash poor developing 

countries by the industrialized west. Plus ça change, plus cela meme chose. 

 During the time of the Great Famine, I was living under the name of Phelim  Ó Donnabháin 

and the horror of what we saw convinced me and my lover, Tomás Ó Súilleabháin, to take our 

chances on the coffin ships. We sailed for the New World during the worst year of the famine, 1847. 

 Over 20,000 people died that year in the coffin ships, in the quarantine stations of Grosse 

Isle, Quebec, and Partridge Island, New Brunswick, and on the back roads of Upper and Lower 

Canada.  

 Tomás and I spent seven weeks trapped in the hold of timber transport with the sick and 

dying. There was little or no food and corpses would often be left for days to sleep with their living 

bunk mates. The floor of the hold was an open sewer. Tomás could not take it. He fell sick with 

famine fever five weeks into the voyage. He died as we lay anchored off of Grosse Isle. It was a 

shimmering August day when they brought his corpse up on deck. I can still see his blond hair 

blowing gently in the St. Lawrence breeze. Every time I saw a hair move I had to remind myself that 

he really was dead and that it was just the wind. 
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 I died in 1901 and it was sixty years before I chose to be reincarnated again. I switched 

places with a baby born in the Charlottetown hospital on March 18, 1961.   

 I would only have twenty-eight years to live in that body before I would be murdered. 

Azazel: 
Terence, This Is Stupid Stuff 
(by A. E. Houseman) 
 
`Terence, this is stupid stuff: 
You eat your victuals fast enough; 
There can't be much amiss, 'tis clear, 
To see the rate you drink your beer. 
But oh, good Lord, the verse you make, 
It gives a chap the belly-ache. 
The cow, the old cow, she is dead; 
It sleeps well, the horned head: 
We poor lads, 'tis our turn now 
To hear such tunes as killed the cow. 
Pretty friendship 'tis to rhyme 
Your friends to death before their time 
Moping melancholy mad: 
Come, pipe a tune to dance to lad.' 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Why, if 'tis dancing you would be,  
There's brisker pipes than poetry. 
Say, for what were hop-yards meant, 
Or why was Burton built on Trent? 
Oh many a peer of England brews 
Livelier liquor than the Muse, 
And malt does more than Milton can, 
To justify God's ways to man. 
Ale, man, ale's the stuff to drink 
For fellows whom it hurts to think: 
Look into the pewter pot 
To see the world as the world's not. 
And faith, 'tis pleasant till 'tis past: 
The mischief is that 'twill not last. 
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Oh I have been to Ludlow fair 
And left my necktie God knows where, 
And carried half-way home, or near, 
Pints and quarts of Ludlow beer: 
The world seemed none so bad, 
And I myself a sterling lad; 
And down in lovely muck I've lain, 
Happy till I woke again. 
Then I saw the morning sky: 
Heigho, the tale was all a lie; 
The world, it was the old world yet, 
I was I, my things were wet, 
And nothing now remained to do 
But begin the game anew. 
 
 Therefore, since the world was still 
Much good, but much less good than ill, 
And while the sun and moon endure 
Luck's a chance, but trouble's sure,  
I'd face it as a wise man would, 
And train for ill and not for good. 
'Tis true, the stuff I bring for sale 
Is not so brisk a brew as ale: 
Out of a stem that scored the hand 
I wrung it in a weary land. 
But take it: if the smack is sour, 
The better for the embittered hour; 
It should do good to heart and head 
When your soul is in my soul's stead; 
And I will friend you, if I may, 
In the dark and cloudy day. 
 
 
 There was a king reigned in the East: 
There, when kings will seat to feast, 
They get their fill before they think 
With poisoned meat and poisoned drink. 
He gathered all that springs to birth 
From the many-venomed earth; 
First a little, thence to more 
He sampled all her killing store; 
And easy, smiling, seasoned sound, 
Sate the king when healths went round. 
They put arsenic in his meat 
And stared aghast to watch him eat; 
They poured strychnine in his cup 
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And shook to see him drink it up: 
They shook, they stared as white's their shirt: 
Them it was the poison hurt. 
- I tell the tale that I heard told. 
Mithrades, he died old. 
 
 
INTERMISSION  
 
The audience is invited to make their own sock puppets with the socks, buttons, needles and thread 
provided.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Sock Puppets invite everyone to take their seats. The lights all go out again and Azazel begins to 
sing in the dark. 
 
Azazel, Lot's Wife and the Sock Puppet Sodomites: 
 
(The True Lover by A.E. Housman) 
 
The lad came to the door at night, 
  When lovers crown their vows, 
And whistled soft and out of sight 
  In shadow of the boughs. 
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"I shall not vex you with my face 
  Henceforth, my love, for aye; 
So take me in your arms a space 
  Before the east is grey. 
 
"When I from hence away am past 
  I shall not find a bride, 
And you shall be the first and last 
  I ever lay beside." 
 
She heard and went and knew not why; 
  Her heart to his she laid; 
Light was the air beneath the sky 
  But dark under the shade. 
 
"Oh, do you breathe, lad that your breast 
  Seems not to rise and fall, 
And here upon my bosom prest 
 There beats no heart at all. 
 
"Oh loud, my girl, it once would knock, 
  You should have felt it then; 
But since for you I stopped the clock 
 It never goes again." 
 
"Oh lad, what is it, lad, that drips 
  Wet from your neck to mine? 
What is it falling on your lips, 
  My lad, that tastes of brine?" 
 
"Oh like enough 'tis blood, my dear, 
  For when the knife has slit 
The throat across from ear to ear 
  'Twill bleed because of it." 
 
Under the stars the air was light 
  But dark below the boughs, 
The still air of the speechless night, 
  When lovers crown their vows. 
 
Terence: The Irish speak of síofra, fágálach, or changelings, fairy children left in the place of 

humans to be raised by humans until they are strong enough to join their own kind. The grain of 

truth in all this is that most Sodomites are raised in straight households as straights. We must come 



 

 
 
 32

to realize our true nature in isolation. This makes it very hard to hand down collective wisdom from 

generation to generation and therefore the growth of the young Sodomite is both unique and 

perilous. 

 Just remember that everything you've ever been told is a lie. When you were three years old 

and your father pointed at the dog and said, "That's a dog," that was a lie. Because everything is a lie, 

everything is possible. 

Sariel:(Flying by Melanie Willis) That reminds me, I used to fly, when I was a kid. 

 Let me think. I can remember the particular room, and the particular house, as we lived in 

many houses when I was little. 

 The room was nestled in the gables of this house in Vancouver. Part of this room was 

"partitioned" in a sense. There was a small portion of the room backing away from a small leaded 

window, where the slope of the ceiling allowed only the passage of a small child and a few dolls and 

toys, so it was natural in the hierarchy of my family that this room should fall to me, the little white-

haired girl, the youngest, the smallest, and the one by virtue of my sex entitled to a "room of my 

own." 

 On the opposite side of the room to my bed, there was a double-doored window which 

opened onto a small rooftop, gravelled, and a short jump away -- or so I imagined -- was the 

window, in a similarly designed house, of my friend's older brother, Rory. 

 But friends and their older brothers have nothing to do whatsoever with flying. 

 The point is that the architecture is vital to my memory -- all-important. The fact that my bed 

was by the opposite wall to this second window, for instance, is significant in that physical position 

because of the space which had to be traversed -- but I'm getting ahead of myself. 

 This is what I used to do. 

 I would sit on the bed, actually I usually lay on the bed, and well, what can I say? How do I 

communicate this? 

 It was a particular state of mind. I can't describe it past that -- a particular state of mind. I 

would lay on my bed and get very, very, very, quiet: quiet and concentrating beyond anything I can 

imagine now; silent and physically shut down somehow, but enormously aware. I could feel the state 

of mind of approaching, and I would wait ever-so-patiently for the moment of "rightness." With a 

great deal of effort -- sometimes it took hours, it seemed to me -- I could concentrate all of my 

energy into this fine white concentration, not hot, but cool. And with this intense, superb and very 
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cool kind of concentration, I would reach the state. The could feel it coming, yes, I was almost there, 

the pure state where I could feel it coming, yes, I was almost there, the pure state where I could lift 

up.  

 Away. 

 Float. 

 Float above where I was lying on the bed. 

 The dog -- we had a weimeraner at the time -- would always look up at this point, his golden 

eyes interested, his head crooked, as I rose, as I headed towards the window, across that space I just 

described, through that gap between my bed and the double-doored window leading onto the 

gravelled rooftop. I was removed and yet delighted by him, but I had to be careful not to be too 

interested in him or I would break the perfect state and find myself back on the bed. 

 The room and the space between my bed and the window grew grey and shadowy, 

unimportant expect as space to be travelled across. Then, keeping with the float of it, in the dreamy, 

quiet, fluid way that was necessary, I would drift, swimming as Alden Nowlan says, through the 

space. I would be at the window and going through it. Once airborne, concentration was much easier 

than the work required to get into the state in the first place. 

 Out the window, the world was endless. I would fly, as though pushing through water, with 

the same kind of wading motions, around and above the yard, the alleys, the fruit trees and beyond, 

far and beyond all the various and sundry constraints of my childish life. 

 Below, I would often see familiar people, sometimes even family members, but I was 

beyond them, and they beyond me.  

 

 There were pleasant tinkling sounds, and sighs like gentle winds. Or were they voices? 

 And then returning, always before I really wanted to it seemed, but at a certain point it 

became necessary. I would find myself slow and yet revitalized, like I'd awakened form the most 

restful sleep possible, lying on my bed, with dog at hand. 

 I don't know when I stopped doing this flying, but we left that house when I was eight or 

nine. 

 Once, as an adult, it was in Victoria, on Blackwood Street, lying in bed, and with no 

preparation, I rose and did a somersault. Then, frightened, I tumbled, crashed back, breathing 

shallowly, rapidly, my eyes wide with wonder. 
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Terence: 
 
Mistaking Motion for Purpose 
 
 as an experiment 
 
 Mary Jane, John 
 Susie, Laurie 
 Peter and me 
 
 piled into my wagon 
 at the top 
 of the hill 
 
 by rocking rocking 
 slowly slowly 
 the wagon started 
 
 rolling rolling 
 faster faster 
 Stop! It's much too late! 
 
 a tangle of legs 
 and arms in the ditch 
 and someone screaming 
 
 Let's do it again! 
 Let's do it again! 
 Let's do it again! 
 
Belphegor: 
 
Cascade 
 
Terence: 
 
Each time you amaze the staircase  
Singing that song with a stranger 
 
Belphegor: 
 
 Through the grace-notes 
 Comes the memory of harmony  
 
Lost 
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Terence: 
  When your father used  
  That colourful description 
  For a feeling you had 
  But hadn't yet named 
 
 Like the first time you stood 
 On the landing of the library steps 
 Opened your coat 
 Held it outstretched tight 
 Against the wind  
 
Belphegor: 
 
Giving thanks  
And waiting for flight 
 
Sariel: 
 
Morphology 
 
Terence: 
 
It comes with the flow of your own blood, 
 
Belphegor: 
 
Even before crayon control, 
Which is achieved at the age of three. 
 
 
 
 
 
Terence: 
 
By the age of six you will have added 
A body to its members, 
When drawing in red pencil. 
 
Sariel: 
 
You will prepare  
Little chants in childhood, 
For every occasion, 
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Including the possibility that, 
At the age of twenty-eight, 
You will have to take a test: 
 
Belphegor and the Sock Puppets: 
 
My Doctor talks like a robot. 
His coat is nice and white. 
His Nurse holds the needle. 
She is clean and polite. 
 
Ouch! 
 
Terence and the Sock Puppets: 
 
They've taken my blood  
In little tubes; 
They will not give it back. 
 
My blood is red. 
The tubes are clear. 
How in the hell 
Do I get out of here? 
 
Sariel: 
 
At the age of ten, 
You will throw a rock 
Through the school window. 
The fun will be in trying to run, 
As fast as you can, 
While laughing to kill yourself. 
 
 
 
 
Terence: 
 
 No one owned the neighbourhood sandbox. It was located beside the path that cut across the 

corner of the field on which all our houses bordered. I suppose it was someone's field and, as we 

grew, it was carved into lots and filled with bungalows. But to the kids of the Murphy, Carragher, 

Monaghan and Trainor families it was the common ground on which we built our race-cart track, 

underground fort and sandbox. 
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 I was sitting in the sandbox with Peter Monaghan, playing with my "Man from U.N.C.L.E." 

dinky toy, the one that fired missiles out of the trunk. Peter was ten years old, two years older than 

me, the same age as my brother, Thomas, who sometimes held me down and tickled me until I cried.  

 I heard a bike bouncing toward us  down the path. By the sound of the rattling, I could tell it 

was going fast. When I looked up, I could see why. 

 It was Thomas and he was riding bare bum. Stark naked. In the full light of day. 

 I couldn't believe it. We had run around without clothes before, but it was always after dark, 

or inside, when there were no adults around. But there he was for everyone to see, not wearing a 

thing. 

  Peter noticed my brother's nakedness at the same time I did. We were both about to burst-

out laughing but, as Thomas got closer, we saw that there were tears streaming down his face. He 

didn't seem to be aware of us at all. He was hunched over, his eyes fixed firmly on home, peddling 

for all he was worth. 

 Peter and I looked at each other. Something was wrong, very wrong, and I could feel a 

screaming in my stomach. What to do? 

 "Did you see that?" asked Peter. 

 I just nodded.  

 "Should we go ask your mom what happened?"  

 I knew we had to but at the same time I wished we could just sit in the sun and the sand, as if 

we had seen nothing. 

 Peter was determined. He grabbed me and started hauling me towards my parents' place, 

which suddenly didn't seem like my home.  

 When we got there, several other kids were standing in the driveway. I guessed that my 

brother's ride through the neighbourhood had alerted everyone.  

 "Go in and see what happened," ordered Peter. 

 I just looked at him, something told me to stay where I was. 

 Eventually, my mother came out and called me in. She told the other kids that Thomas was 

fine and that they should go home. 

 I went down stairs and Thomas was there. He had stopped crying.  

 "Watch out for the wolf," he said and started chasing me around the basement. I laughed and 

played his game, because I knew he needed it, because I was scared not to. 
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 Eventually, by listening to whispers, I discovered that Thomas had been stripped and hurt by 

another boy,a seventeen year-old boy named Gerald. I learned that he was a very sick boy, a fruit, 

and the police had taken him somewhere. 

 "Hey, wanna see a dead wolf? It's lying right over there in the long grass." 

 That's what Gerald had said to my brother.  

 I forget how long it was before my brother stopped playing wolf.  

 We never talk about it. 

 And five years later, when I am thirteen and know for sure that I am different, "fruit" will be 

the only word I will have to describe myself. I will have only one picture of what that word means: a 

dead wolf. 

 As puberty progresses, the need to be close to other men grows, but "that" word doesn't seem 

to fit the feelings that I have; so, I fall silent, hide my desires, like soft breezes on summer nights, 

and grow afraid that I will always be as lonely as that dead wolf in the long grass of childhood. 

Belphegor: Let's talk about child molesters shall we. UNICEF, in its 1991 State of the World's 

Children report, says that 40,000 children die of preventable malnutrition and disease each day in 

developing nations. It has outlined a plan for cutting these deaths by a third by the year 2000. In 

order to accomplish this, $20 billion will be needed each year. A lot of money, you say. But when 

you realize that the major banks of the Industrialized West haul $20 billion out of the developing 

nations every month in debt repayment, then you realize just what the cost to Africa, Asia and Latin 

America is of their national deficits. It is then that you realize that the biggest child molesters in the 

world are the Royal Bank, Deutschesbank and Chase-Manhattan. 

 

Sariel: I first came to the Americas before they were the Americas. For a thousand years I travelled 

amongst the natives of the New World. I found in each tribe I was incarnated in the encouragement 

to realize my true nature as a Sodomite. Most of the peoples of the two continents had a special 

social role for those men who chose to live as women and women who chose to live as men. We 

were the Lhamana and katsotse of Zuni, the wingkta and koskalaka of the Dakota, and the elha and 

warhameh of the Cocopa. Two-spirited thunder people, we were often credited with uniting the 

warring sexes, thus allowing the generations to continue. 

 This all changed with the coming of the Europeans to the Americas. The Inquisition was in 

full-swing in Spain when the Spanish Conquest eradicated the culture of the Mayans, the Inca and 



 

 
 
 39

the Aztecs. The Priests were burning Sodomites in Spain, Italy and Germany. So too did they start to 

burn the two-spirited thunder people in the New World.  

 When Balboa came to Panama, he had fifty of the local transvestites rounded up. Balboa 

unleashed his dogs on the transvestites. The Sodomites were torn limb from limb as the terrified and 

helpless natives looked on.  

  Four-hundred and fifty years ago, the Spaniards under Francisco Montejo, ever eager to 

eradicate existing cultures like so much undergrowth, dealt the Mayan civilization a death blow by 

burning their library. The sorrow of the whole Mayan race at the loss of their hieroglyphic 

manuscripts is expressed in the Books of Chilam Balam, a book written in the Mayan language using 

Spanish letters. The centrepiece of the book is the prophecy: 

Eat, eat while there is bread, 
Drink, drink, while there is water; 
A day comes when dust shall darken the air, 
When a blight shall wither the land, 
When a cloud shall arise, 
When a mountain shall be lifted up, 
When a strong man shall seize the city, 
When ruin shall fall upon all things, 
When the tender leaf shall be destroyed, 
When eyes shall be closed in death; 
When there shall be three signs on a tree, 
Father, son and grandson hanging dead on the same tree; 
When the battle flag shall be raised, 
And the people scattered abroad in the forest. 
 
 
 
All: 
 
Sons of god, hear his holy word! 
Gather round the table of the lord! 
Eat his body, drink his blood, 
And we'll have feast of love. 
Allelu, allelu, allelu, allelu, alleluia! 
 
Terence: 
 
My Mother Eats Jesus 
 
My mother eats 
My mother eats meat and potatoes 
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Bleached and leather tough 
My mother eats 
My mother eats crow 
Dished up a drunk  
Hard to swallow 
My mother eats 
My mother eats Jesus once a week 
Once every day during lent 
Difficult diet 
Designated by Cardinals 
And 
Priests 
And 
Popes 
Men one and all. 
She says, 
To her little man, 
"One day your whole life 
Will 
    Fall 
        Apart." 
She says, 
"You'll realize you've got to 
Hold on to something 
Bigger than yourself." 
So, 
With the belief my life was 
Destined for disaster  
But  
If Jesus was in me 
The skies would part 
And  
I would know 
I ate 
I ate meat and potatoes 
I ate 
I ate crow 
I ate 
I ate Jesus once a week 
Once every day during Lent 
For twelve years 
But  
The menu grew boring 
And  
Being freer to transcend 
Than 
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My mother 
(Forever forced return 
To altar 
To stove 
To cloister) 
I finally figured out 
Transubstantiation 
Was a not so white lie 
Those starchy little wafers 
Don't taste like any man 
I've ever had 
In my  
Mouth. 
 
Belphegor: 
 
 Food and fucking. It all comes down to food and fucking. We all implicitly accept the 

patriarchal breeder madness notion that all of life has developed, every intricate structure from a 

virus to an elephant, because of the competition for sustenance and the drive to perpetuate the 

species through procreation. Furthermore, most of us operate on the belief that nature is a hierarchy 

and we are at that pyramid's pinnacle. How's life at the top of the food chain? Fine, thank you very 

kindly. 

 It is no mere coincidence that we think of the natural world this way. Darwin himself said 

that he came up with his theory of evolution based the survival of the fittest after having read the 

Rev. Thomas Malthus' essay on population.  

 What Darwin did was take the political economy theories of the Physiocrats, Adam Smith 

and Malthus and expand them to include all of the natural economy as well. Now the ruling class 

could look into the mirror of nature and see their hierarchical class system mirrored back at them. 

The English Lords had a right to dine at the expense of the Irish peasantry just as surely as the lion 

had the right to eat the lamb. 

 It was during this Victorian Era that strict anti-Sodomy laws were introduced throughout the 

Empire. If procreation was natural and necessary for the continuation of society then homosexuality 

was obviously superfluous, anti-social and unnatural. 

  Religious strictures against Sodomy were no longer needed. Science had provided the 

necessary rationale for suppressing it.  



 

 
 
 42

 But what of these expanding new giant homosexuals, the corporation, the modern military 

and technology. They were based on a model of male-male bonding leading to creation. 

Homosexuality at the human scale called these monsters of free enterprise into question by pointing 

out the metaphor they were based on - males impregnating each other. 

 We Sodomites were an embarrassment because we knew this notion was ridiculous. You 

see, we want to enjoy nature, not dominate it. Breeder men want to rule women, the world and 

everything in it. Sodomites just want to redecorate it. 

 The metaphor of the modern corporation is perfectly exemplified on the human scale by 

Jeffrey Dahmer - the Milwaukee mass murderer. He raped, murdered and then ate fifteen other men. 

What keeps mankind alive if not his brother indeed. 

 What is less well known is that the murders were racially motivated. The vast majority of his 

victims being black. Just like you and me, Jeffrey doesn't feel comfortable eating something unless 

he can consider it as existing on a lower level of the food chain. By objectifying and de-humanizing 

his victims he could consider them food. 

 This is the same relationship that the Industrialized West has to the rest of the planet. Jeffrey 

both fucked and ate this victims. He combined food and sex. Tragically, this leads to a rather one-

sided relationship.  

 What is the difference between clear-cut logging and the kind of cannibalism Dahmer 

engaged in. In both cases only one party survives. Dahmer in one instance, the logging company in 

the other. Give and take is impossible. One side takes the only thing the other side has to offer - its 

life. 

 Similarly, as the free market model of the Physiocrats and political economists has come to 

predominate over the past two hundred years, we have pushed the planet to the brink of collapse. 

Mere coincidence, we think not. 

 And yet, there are still economists who claim that the free market reflects the workings of 

nature. There are still people who think that sodomy is unnatural and repugnant but a stock market is 

both natural and necessary.  

 What, or who, did you have for dinner today? 

All: 
 
Sons of god, hear his holy word! 
Gather round the table of the lord! 
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Eat his body, drink his blood, 
And we'll have feast of love. 
Allelu, allelu, allelu, allellu, alleluia! 
 
Belphegor: 
 
The interesting thing about the Jeffrey Dahmer Massacre is that every Sodomite I talked to said the 

same thing: "He's cute. If he had of asked me home I would have ended up on the spit." This is yet 

another example of the dangerous power beauty has over us. The Greek cult of the possession of 

beauty definitely has to be countered. I think it is about time we examined the alternative - ugliness. 

And just remember, Ugly begins with "U." 

Terence: 

In Which The Poet Makes a Visit 
To His Island Home Where He Encounters 
Truth, Logic, Science and Beauty; 
And In Attempting To Take A Picture Of It 
Discovers Ugliness As Well. 
 
After three years Truth finally confides 
That when she first met me 
She thought 
 I was ugly ugly ugly 
 In fact 
She thought 
 I was the ugliest man  
 She had ever met 
 
Having read somewhere that 
Ugliness is beauty at rest 
 
I am glad I started moving 
 
 
 
Logic Has Her Say 
 
When I tell Logic  
What Truth has confided 
She without a pause 
Asks if Truth still considers 
Me the ugliest man 
She has ever met 
And if not then 
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Is this because  
I, perhaps, have  
Improved? 
She has since met uglier? 
Or ... have I merely increased my speed? 
 
Sariel and Terence(Italics): 
 
Even a thousand moons dreaming 
Will do no more 

than 
lure 

blue-black 
Shadows out of snow 
And how many times 
(Yes how many times?) 
Have you or I been drawn 

down  
this 

  way 
before? 

 
Terence and Chorus(Italics): 
 
Clouds of blood will come to you. 
Red in your dreams at night. 
 
In this dream it is always the same: 
A bridge rushes away from me, 
The water spins above my head, 
I am falling, 
             or flying, 
The stars become disconnected at my feet. 
 
Clouds of blood will come to you. 
Red as the soil of your childhood. 
 
 
The Hillsborough Bridge takes you East, 
Out of Charlottetown, to the rolling farms 
Of red and green. When we were kids, 
We used to tempt fate and run 
Back and forth across the iron girders  
Below the bridge and over the water. 
Sometimes a harbour seal would bark  
And it would all sound like laughter. 
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Clouds of blood will come to you. 
Red in the river at sunset. 
 
Bridges are vulnerability,  
A type of metal flight. 
They are that moment of hesitation 
Between thought and speech, 
Between lightning and thunder, 
Between sleep and dreams. 
The Alexandra Bridge spans the Ottawa River 
Between the night clubs of Hull, 
Where my desires were formed, 
And the shadows of Majors Hill Park, 
Where my desires were expressed. 
 
Clouds of blood will come to you. 
Red as a snowfall at sunrise. 
 
How could I have known that those four men, 
Mere boys, waited between desire and expression? 
How could I have known that they would 
Ask for my shoes, 
Hold me over the rail, 
For one horrible instant, 
And then 
         Let go. 
Oh, how could I have known? 
 
Clouds of blood will come to you 
Red as streams though riverbed rocks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In this dream it is always the same: 
A bridge rushes away from me, 
I am flying, 
            Or falling. 
And as the river spins above my head, 
And the stars become disconnected at my feet, 
I swear that somewhere I hear children laughing, 
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And if I'm not mistaken, 
They are saying, 
"Nice shoes, faggot!" 
 
Clouds of blood will come to you. 
Red as a newspaper headline. 
 
Belphegor: 
 
don't throw your barbie dolls in the ocean 
there are more important things for them to do 
don't throw your barbie dolls in the ocean 
they're gonna come back to manipulate you 
 
barbie lives in a plastic apartment 
with her own elevator and a phone 
barbie's got a boyfriend with a suntan 
and when ken calls, barbie she's home 
 
malibu beach parties, how come i can never go? 
barbie you got it all together 
you always know what to do 
barbie you got it all together 
i wanna come and live with you 
 
well i'm older now, but i still think of barbie 
i got my own brown boyfriend ken 
but my little room's pretty far from barbie's dream home 
and plastic dolls can't make calls so ken never phones 
 
malibu beach parties, how come i still can never go? 
barbie you had it all together,  
how come you always knew what to do? 
barbie you had it all together 
i wanted to live with you 
and i still wanna live with you 
barbie 
barbie 
 
 
Sariel: 
Who Is Dead and Who Is Not? 
 
Could you refresh my memory, please. 
No, it's a sensible request, 
Really, 
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When you consider that 
He came to pick me up once 
For a ride in his Parisienne. 
Later, they told me that 
He had been dead for quite some time, 
And that it had been even longer  
Since he had owned a silver Pontiac. 
And, now, I do seem to recall him saying that, 
Despite much opinion to the contrary, 
Death was not a weekend bus trip to Toronto. 
It was one way, all the way. 
So, I forgive him 
For taking two years 
To bring the car around front, 
Because, finally, with the windows down, 
The breeze in my hair is lovely. 
 
Azazel: 
 
If Truth In Hearts That Perish 
(by A.E. Housman) 
 
If truth in hearts that perish 
Could move the powers on high 
I think the love I bear you 
Could make you not to die 
 
Sure, sure if steadfast meaning 
If single thought could save 
The world might end tomorrow 
You should not see the grave 
 
The strong and sure set liking 
This boundless will to please 
Oh you would live forever 
If there were help in these 
 
Now since all is idle 
To this lost heart be kind 
Ere to a town you journey 
Where friends are ill to find 
 
Sock Puppets: 
 
After initial debate on the relative merits  
Of bread and butter versus cake, 
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Lot's Wife and Eurydice 
Took to the habit of afternoon tea. 
 
Belphegor (Eurydice) and Lot's Wife: 
 
E: I've always meant to ask you, 
 My dear,  
 Your name? 
LW: I'm so used to being called 
 Lot's Wife 
 That my own name 
 Is quite beyond recall. 
E: How very strange that seems; 
 We're both women of some fame. 
LW: But isn't it always the case. 
 Those who name look back 
 And those who are named 
 Are looked back upon. 
E: To much the same effect, 
 I dare say. 
 I was whisked back to Hades, 
 You were turned 
 Into a pillar of salt, 
 Hardly desirable fates, 
 Either one. 
LW: True. It is hard to judge 
 Whether it's better to be shot 
 The backward glance 
 Or sneak a peak yourself. 
E: Given the chance. 
LW: Yes, given the chance, 
 Should one take it? 
E: Or is it better 
 To have no choice or say? 
 But I have been holding out on you 
 And I feel we are close enough 
 That now I may speak the truth. 
LW: Which truth might that be? 
E: The truth about Orpheus and me. 
 It's about time I used my own voice. 
LW: You mean we haven't heard 
 The whole story. 
 Do tell! 
 Do tell! 
E: I was surprised and flattered 
 When Orpheus showed up in Hell. 
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LW: Well naturally,  
 It would be quite a compliment. 
E: But upon hearing the deal struck, 
 I became hesitant. 
 Knowing Orpheus  
 and his vacillating ways, 
 I knew he could not make it 
 Without checking to see 
 If I followed; 
 so, I stayed. 
LW: You didn't even try to go? 
E: No, I would rather rest in darkness 
 Than endure his haughty eyes 
 Turned back on me. 
LW: Then what is this 
 We've heard about you 
 Following obediently. 
E: I can only imagine Orpheus, 
 After the shock of turning 
 To embrace only empty air, 
 Concocted the entire charade 
 In order to save face. 
LW: That sounds like my dear Sodom. 
 Its destruction was  
 A showpiece, a scapegoat, 
 A Grenada, a Libya. 
E: You must be joking. 
 I've heard that in that town 
 Not even ten just men  
 Could be found. 
LW: I can tell you, sister, 
 There were more than  
 Just ten men  
 Who were more than 
 Just O.K. 
E: Indeed! 
 That was the thing... 
LW: This was it... 
E: That was what? 
LW:  It was like 
 My daughters being offered  
 To the crowd. 
E: That part, you say, is true? 
LW: There's a little truth 
 In everything one hears 
 But one must learn 
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 To pick and chose. 
E: And what about your transformation 
 Into a pillar of salt? 
 If you had it all to do over again 
 Would you still chose to be  
 A common condiment? 
LW: Without a second thought. 
 You must understand 
 That I was struck down 
 Because I looked back. 
 I saw 
 That the Cities of the Plain 
 Were NOT in flames. 
 But the sky was falling 
 (Not to mention the stock market) 
 And thousands of people were running, 
 Afraid to look behind. 
E: That's quite a claim. 
 Have you any proof? 
LW: I will take you there, 
 Any time you wish to go. 
 Although, I warn you, 
 The place is deserted, 
 Falling into disrepair, 
 And only I who dared  
 Look back 
 Know the correct path. 
E: My dearest, I'd be delighted 
 To take a little tour 
 And see 
 For myself 
 For a change. 
LW: Then let us be as vultures 
 And eat of the dead  
 That we may take to the air. 
 
(The liberating tones of Gloria Gaynor's "I Will Survive" wash the room in a wave of love.) 
 
    The End 


