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If you loved how Dan Goggins poked fun at the Catholic Church in his numerous 

versions of Nunsense, youÕll probably feel the same way about this part play/part 

rock concert now playing at ASUÕs Gammage. ItÕs all about a new Christian BoyÕs 

band called the Altar Boyz which consists of Matthew (Matthew Buckner), Mark 

(Ryan J. Ratliff), Luke (Jesse JP Johnson), Juan (Jay Garcia), and Abraham 

(Ryan Strand). 

 

Wait a minute --- Abraham? ThatÕs right. ThereÕs one skullcap-wearing Jew in this 

Jesus rockinÕ group and for the life of me, I am not sure what he is doing there. Of 

course in the end, we discover that he is really the best of the bunch, the only one 

without sin, and he saves the day for everyone. But letÕs not get ahead of ourselves.  

 

For most of the audience (who, like all good groupies, carried on even before the 

boys had uttered one musical sound), this was a love fest. They laughed at 

everything, no matter how juvenile; they applauded wildly for every number (even 
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if many of the lyrics were unintelligible); and they screamed loudly in appreciation 

of the fierce, athletic, almost robotic choreography, which was creatively excellent. 

I am not sure if they realized that the entire show was a spoof and a put down of 

the very rock singers they so idolize. And a very good spoof, it was! From the 

minute the five sang, ÒWeÕre the Altar Boyz; weÕre gonna alter your mindÓ, it was 

a rout, targeting rock groups; Catholic icons like Confession; Jesus, the Lamb of 

God (with lamb puppets, one wearing a prayer shawl for Abraham); sleep over 

Bible camps where boys sing to girls ÒYou made me want to wait.Ó etc., etc. Not 

every one was taken by the showÕs poking fun at religion, however. I watched at 

least three couples in my general vicinity leave after the first 30 minutes. It 

reminded me of a show called City of Angels (which is a spoof of the Los Angeles 

type Ôprivate eyeÕ genre) when an entire church group walked out en masse during 

intermission because they thought they were coming to watch a gospel play about 

angels! 

 

Altar Boyz takes a shot at drug users (Luke goes to rehab for ÔexhaustionÕ), gays 

(Mark sings a lament about coming out and admitting that ÒYouÕll never be ok 

until you can stand up and say ÒI am Ða CatholicÓ), Latinos (Juan, or John if you 

prefer, was left on the steps of a church as a baby and is constantly searching for 

love - from any good looking girl) and Jews (what IS Abraham doing in this group 

anyway? Oh yeah, as he puts it when he first comes into a church and is told that 

Jews donÕt belong there, he retorts, ÒOh yeah? I just saw one on a cross over the 

altar.Ó) The show is totally irreverent and the young audience ate it up. I must 

admit there were some very funny sequences, such as the scene where each tells 

his own ÔgospelÕ, the story of how the Altar Boyz began. Matthew wrote the music 

and became the leader, Juan did costumes, Mark did choreography, Abraham 

wrote the lyrics and Luke Ð well he drove the van. The aforementioned song by 

Mark was a showstopper while the running joke of the story was the Soul Sensor 
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DX 12, a big computerized sign on the stage which showed the number of sinners 

in the audience. Since the goal of this supposedly last concert of their tour was to 

save sinners, each song the Boyz sang knocked the numbers down. It started at 897 

and got all the way down to 4. It was then that they had to pull out their big guns 

and do a real exorcist take off until one by one each admitted that he was really a 

sinner because he had signed for a solo record deal which would break up the 

group. It was then that Abraham showed them all up and said he had been offered a 

deal but turned it down. With heart-wrenching schmaltz, they ended the story by 

singing ÒI Believe in YouÓ and the numbers disappear.  

  

There wasnÕt much of a set, but the lighting was dramatic and effective. The music 

was varied and moved from gospel to ballad to rock Ôn roll to even rap and break 

dancing. And the small band backing up the singers did a fabulous job with it. 

There was something for everyone, but the most amazing thing was the intense 

energy which emanated from the stage from start to finish (90 minutes with no 

intermission). Altar Boyz truly was quite an experience. Tacky? Ð a bit. Fun? Ð a 

lot. Worth going to see if only for the staging and dancing? Ð you bet. DonÕt expect 

a gripping story, just very good music and dancing. And it might help to take a 

teenager with you to explain all the inside jokes. IÕm sure I missed a lot, but even 

so had a mindless good time.  
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