




“There’s absolutely nothing going on where I live 
– what can I do to get a scene happening?” 

- posting to the queerpunk@egroups.com list

It’s hard to believe that a mere two years have passed since a group of
people sitting in a circle on the floor decided they were going to create a
queer punk alliance. Since that time Vancouver’s Queer Punk Collective
has shaken the city up with two festivals, ten zines, a 
listserve, a phone-line, a video, a band, road-shows and some of the best
parties going in this sleepy town. In hindsight it doesn’t seem like it was
that hard to pull off, but before the collective came together I had just
about given up on the city.

In the summer of 1999 I was endlessly bitching to Kim about how much I
hated Vancouver nightlife. When I first arrived in town I couldn’t believe
it was even a city. The streets are deserted after 8:00 pm, the cheesy gay
bars are the cheesiest I’ve ever been to, and the liquor laws are so back-
ward it’s amazing there are any bars at all. Worse, just about the time I
showed up many of the places that let bands put on shows started packing
up their stages. And so I would complain to 
anyone who would listen. 

Kim in the meantime was trying to figure out what his next project would
be. The band he had been in for a good part of the 1990’s had been put to
rest and he was working over the details of Faggo in his mind. My 
constant bitching about the city must have triggered something (or else
he just wanted me to shut up) because one day while I was in mid rant he
smiled and like a true punk rock guru said: “Be the scene, Rufus. Be the
scene.” 

Kim and I had had long conversations about how we were both longing for
a gathering where all the queer punk boys would come out and play. We’d
see the cute queer punk boys all over town (we’d even follow them some-
times) and maybe once a year at Out On Screen there’d be a theatre full
of them, but as soon as the lights came on everyone would hightail it out
of there and disappear.

It was better for dykes. Vancouver has a long tradition of kick ass les-
bians in the underground (and now also a burgeoning trannie-boi scene)
that puts on amazing nights like Rock For Choice and the File This
Cabarets. People like Trish Kelly (Make Out Club zine), Jonah and Denise
would bridge the queer world with the broader punk community through
shows and spoken word nights. There was also the boys from The New
Congress who were starting to put out their zines, and The House of Venus
had just started their first club night. But we wanted something specifi-
cally for the punk fags.

So Kim started working on Faggo as a boy thing and to launch it at a party
tagged onto a Bruce La Bruce premiere as a way of luring them out to a
fun filled evening. It worked, we packed the Sugar Refinery with cute boys
and punk dykes, sold all our zines while Stephen Kent Jusick shot an
impromptu porno right in the middle of the dance floor. We were a hit and

hey punk....
we’d scored a hundred email addresses and phone numbers of people
who were interested in doing more. Our little experiment worked, we
knew we could get the boys out so the next thing to do was to ride the
hype and build a bridge between the various scenes. Kim put out the
call.

Lee at the Helen Pitt said we could use the gallery space and about
twenty people showed up to the first meeting. It was a diverse group,
agewise, politicalwise, with slightly more dykes than fags. It was so
cute, we were all shy talking about what kind of scene we’d like to
have and by the end of the night, sitting in a big circle on the floor we
had named ourselves the Queer Punk Collective and were already
working on our first festival, “Taking The Piss…”

In hindsight, it’s amazing how productive and easy going those meetings
were. We were all really respectful of one another. Each time we had
a meeting new people would show up and we would take turns reciting
our mission: “Anyone can be part of the qp collective. We exist merely
to take back the nightlife. Anyone who has an idea and who is willing
to see it through can get help to make it happen. Collectively we can
get spaces donated, printing costs reduced, posters created and dis-
tributed, press coverage, word of mouth, 
volunteers to work the night, etc all in a loving punk environment.” 

We began meeting at the end of 1999 and on Valentines day 2000 Taking
The Piss… took Vancouver by storm opening at the Sugar Refinery with
the HEART ATTACK cabaret hosted by Lee. Pure bliss. For two weeks we
had people calling the info line, emailing the list serve, going all over
town for low or no cost events that included cabaret, readings,
gallery showings, video nights, house parties and bands. Every event
was hosted by different people while the rest of us took turns at the
door or the bar. I was blown away by the energy and creativity of
Denise, Lisa, Mandy, Danita, Lalani, Frederick, Blain, Laura, Trish,
Sarah, Shelby, Max,  shit a ton a people whose names I forget. Out of
towners helped out like Louis Jacob (who brought the JDs show from
Toronto and let us tag him on as an event) and SKJ who sent down a
whole stack of videos from New York. It was 
exciting. I was no longer complaining about Vancouver being lame. 

Lots of great memories. The Skate Joust on the friggin Molson Indie
Track. The crew that put the event together went all out with a 
barbecue and tunes and prizes. I found myself pedaling a bmx with some
kid strangling me from behind in order to stay on while he took out our
opponent with a blast from a giant water gun. Another great moment
was watching Lisa G’s first Barbie video that she’d put together for
her event. Or the Freaky Perv Zine Launch where we showcased new
issues of four QPC produced zines: The Make Out Club, Sarah Hunt’s
Homo’s Halfbreeds & other Heroes, Faggo and Poser, and I got to per-
form my poser-porno-philosophy to a packed house.

Two weeks of bliss that went by so quickly. When it was over we 
barely wasted any time and soon we were back on the floor at the Pitt
planning an event for the summer. We had successfully 
mobilized a scene and there were now regular parties happening and
shows where over the list serve or word of mouth you could count on a

MAKe YOUr OWN SCENE!



then Sister Fuck stood up in the middle of the room and let herself get
fucked silly by the dominatrix with a glass dildo and spray cheese
while singing at the top of her lungs, “Mercy Fuck! Mercy Fuck!” She
then offered the metal heads a chance to taste the spray cheese from
her soiled fingers and they raced for the doors, emptying the club in a
flash so our friends could start coming in. I started laughing and didn’t
stop till five in the morning. Punk As Fuck, ho-ly-shit.

The last event in PK2K was Skank, strippers and poets in the seedy back
bar of the Dufferin hosted by Miss Cookie, Billeh and myself, and featur-
ing performers from across the underground. Skank was a magically dirty
night, a great tribute to the Dufferin the skankiest bar in town. 

After PK2K the collective regrouped and shied away from festivals for
awhile and instead began working on different single evening events and
parties. Many of the original qp collective members have branched out
onto bigger projects of their own.

Lisa spent the last year working on her feature, She’s So Gay, with many
cameos from the QPC, Frederick aka Sister Fuck continues to make videos,
gets his art shown regularly and makes the odd appearance in Bruce La
Bruce’s column, Trish organizes bigger and better spoken word events,
Denise and Meegan continue to put on Rock For Choice, Mandy and the
Church of Pointless Hysteria keep coming back etc, everyone who came
together under the QPC banner continue to make the underground thrive.

Cookie and Billeh have gone on to recreate Skank twice since PK2K, and
they signed a book anthology deal of the same name and are taking the
show on the road.

Kim found another musical outlet with the Skinjobs which headlined at a
QPC event Edge Of Human at the old Chuck’s Pub. The band honed their
skills over the past year playing some local shows, getting on a queer
punk compilation and putting out a three song cd. 

Two years after the first Faggo Party, members of the Queer Punk
Collective got together for their latest event by storming the US 
border with the Skinjobs to play the queer punk fest Bent in Seattle. I’d
sent an email out to the queerpunk @ egroups list that they would recog-
nize QPC members because we’d be the ones running all over Seattle with
our eyes blacked out like Darryl Hannah in Blade Runner. The band (and
the go-go drag dancers) played a legendary set and people were coming
up to us all night long saying they’d read our zines and heard about the
collective over the internet. 

Will the Queer Punk Collective ever do another festival. Who cares? The
underground nightlife in Vancouver is thriving and the various people and
scenes are working together and trying to outdo one another, and lots of
new people in town are putting on shows and being validated with enthu-
siastic crowds eager to push limits, get down and dirty and have fun.
Vancouver has turned it on so much bigger than I ever imagined. Amazing.
Because all it took was saying “fuck it” and suddenly everyone started
diving in with their own ideas and energy. 

And it’s still happening. Let me close with this email from a newcomer to
the qpcollective @ egroups listserve:

“Hey Y’all, The sleaze ball (House of Venus) was a blast!!! It was nice to
see people out there having a great time and making Vancouver only that
much cooler. Maybe some o y'all would like to throw a party of sorts
along the same line.  I have some ideas.”

- By Rufus Poser
rufusposer@hotmail.com

couple of hundred queer punks showing up. There were lots of new
faces at the meetings. We decided it was time to take our 
special blend of diy madness to a wider audience and set about plan-
ning an all out queer underground assault onto the 
increasingly mainstream and mundane Pride and Out On Screen fes-
tivals a mere five months away.

The new festival, Perv Kamp 2000 (PK2K), started out as ambitious
as Taking The Piss… , but as the summer progressed it became more
and more difficult to sustain people’s enthusiasm for putting on
events. What we did manage to pull off was major – for good and
bad. 

For me PK2K really started out at the post Pride parade festival in
the park at the Freaky Perv Zine Table. Thousands of people casual-
ly shopping for rainbow everything and there is Miss Cookie
LaWhore and I screaming “Support yer local 
pornographers!” Miss Cookie had had so much fun coming out to
Taking The Piss… that she joined up and put together her filthy zine
Cruising just for the festival. Five tables away from the Premier of
the province and we’re yelling things like “the only zine that comes
with a sex toy, drive your auto-fellatio home today,” and “get your
definitive guide to park sex here!” 

There were a few parties, most memorable being the half baked
Male Blonding Party that turned into a giant game of 
multigendered spin-the-bottle. 

Probably the hardest thing we’ve ever done as a group was put
together the Punk As Fuck Video Fanzine. I’d never shot video before
and had a camera for all of 12 hours, nothing prepared and had to
edit as I shot. It was a gas and everything came 
together fabulously at Video In one night when we mixed in sound.
The video is one of the most enduring artifacts of the collective
which you can still get yer hands on. We’d managed to pull off an
11th hour deadline to get the fanzine submitted to Out On Screen.
Our plan was to premiere the Punk As Fuck Video Fanzine at the
Punk As Fuck screening we were hosting (with other queer punk
offerings generously donated by SKJ) and then cut loose at the
Punk As Fuck Afterparty at the Sugar Refinery or “dancing on the
wet spot of last years FAGGO PARTY” as one flyer put it.

Punk As Fuck didn’t exactly go off smoothly. For one thing Kim was
away in New York and I’d never attempted anything so public 
without him. One thing after another started to go wrong. Sound
problems in the middle of the screening, an impromptu dominatrix
floor show which caused a public rift within the collective, and a
scary drag queen, Sister Fuck, who’s way more punk than I’ll ever
hope to be, hijacking the screen with self-shot super 8 porn. It was
PUNK AS FUCK! and I was starting to lose it. 

But things just got worse. We piled 20 people into a VW Van and
scraped our way over the Granville Street bridge to the Sugar
Refinery. There was already a line up of our friends down the
stairs and out the door. Climbing through the crowds at the top of
the stairs was a door person who informed me that they’d 
recently been busted by the fire department and so were strictly
enforcing the number of people they would let into the club. There
were 300 people waiting outside and they were only going to let in
43. The place was already full with a bunch of metal heads who
were refusing to leave. I started drinking. I started smoking. But




