




WHY NOT A ROCK?

"No one gets reincarnated as a rock," she
said.  "We already have all the rocks."

"What about lava," Daniel said. 
"What about lava," Daniel said.
"Well, you're right, of course.  Th's new rock.

It's still not alive, though.  Justin's a fungus now, at
best a worm.  But wasn't he always?"

Some girls who'd only had vague crushes on
Justin were sad that he'd croaked.  I hoped I didn't
get this shit when I died, people who barely knew
me sad, all my friends joking about it.

"So when they cremate a body - " Daniel
grilled Miranda about the gory details. "The skull
explodes?"

"Certainly," she said.  "I mean, they don't set
the body on fire, it's in a metal casket, a sort of
liner, and it slides into this oven; and the first thing
is all the moisture in your body starts to evaporate
and your bones pop, I guess sizzling but you 
probably can't hear that from the outside S"

I stood up and opened a window, letting that
pot stench out.  I didn't smoke much anymore, but
Daniel was always doing bong hits; kids like
Miranda were always finding his room, by the
smell I presume.

"How do you know this?" I demanded finally.
I mean, obviously she hadn't watched it, and I
never remembered any elementary school field
trips on this theme.

"It's just common sense," Miranda said, a 
little defensive.  "If you can handle thinking about
it."  She put down the bong, holding in a big breath
of smoke.  With a snort and a laugh she blew it
out in a thin stream.  "Lava," she said.  "Where
does lava come from?  Does it come from the
center of the earth, has it been molten since the
earth was made?  Or is it made from other rocks
melting?  Who can tell me this?"

I felt bad for her.  She looked sincerely 
worried for a moment.  I said I bet it wasn't hard to
find out, we could probably look it up in the library.

Miranda just shook her head.  "I like 
wondering.  I don't really want to know."

C. Bard Cole
cbardcole@earthlink.net
www.cbardcole.com

WHY NOT A ROCK?

When I got back to school for my senior year of 
college, I found out that some dumb cute boy my
friend Daniel and I'd semi-lusted after together had
o.d.'d in June; he'd sublet an apartment in the East
Village and started messing around with heroin and
got the bright idea to shoot up by himself, died, and
wasn't found for two weeks.  His ex-girlfriend had told
someone, Daniel repeated, that she went by the
building on 12th Street and found the chair he'd died
in discarded on the street, some vomit and blood
dried on it, caking strands of hair and maybe a bit of
scalp to the stained upholstery.  I didn't quite believe
the whole story until Miranda showed up to get
stoned in Daniel's room one night and produced a
black 35 millimeter film canister from her little 
crocheted purse.  She rattled it, then handed it to me.
I opened it, dumped its contents into my hand - four
shards of bone, three small and one large and thick
and pointed.  "That's probably from Justin's skull,"
she said of the bigger piece, a strange hazy smile on
her face, "because it's so big.  His folks divided his
ashes up with everybody.  I sorted mine out and
mixed the ashy part up with some mushroom tea."

"You ate him?" Daniel asked incredulously.
"Well," she said, suddenly reasonable.

"However much of it dissolved.  The rest got washed
down the sink, I guess."

"So Justin's now resting," Daniel mused, "in a
Bronxville cesspool?"

"Oh no," she said, sucking on some strands of
hair. "I did that at home.  Besides, don't you think it's
sewers up here?  I mean, it is the suburbs."

She was probably right, I agreed.
"Besides, you should hear what Nayla did with

her share."  Nayla was the girl Justin had been dating
after he broke up with Miranda.  "She told me she
dumped it right in the toilet and flushed it.  My mother
said that's bad karma but I'd guess she was only
using up her extra credit.  He probably comes out
even because of that.  What a fucker, man."

"Well, he did die," Daniel said.
Miranda shrugged.  "It's practically suicide, in

my book.  Death by stupidity, anyhow.  He'll come
back as one of those underground funguses,
probably, the kind that live for a thousand years."

"Why not a rock?"  Neither Daniel nor I believed
in this new age crap.  Miranda was just raised that
way, she wasn't all that sincere about it.  The child of
hippies, for her it was like me talking about 
communion or Daniel talking about ham.



be separated from politics, and it is a risk.  There is none of that whole "pride isn't political"
attitude that seems more common in larger centres.

While I was living in Regina I kind of thought the whole queer
"community" was a bit of a joke since there wasn't much of one.
Now that I have a community that I can be part of I don't really
feel like I want to.  I miss the struggle of working to have a
community.  While it may be small, the people in Regina do
seem to appreciate what they have.  In Regina I felt much
more of a sense of true community where most everyone queer knew
everyone else.  I suppose this can be quite stifling at times, but it doesn't
feel quite as alienating to me in a sense. While I can't deny the power of 
having such a huge amount of resources available here there are times when
I miss the strength of the community in Regina.  After all of this discussion
about "community" I have come to the realization
that it takes a lot more than someone's 
sexuality to make me feel a connection to
them.  Just because a huge queer 
community exists here doesn't make
me feel all that welcome a lot of
the time.  I miss the edginess of
queer life in Regina.  I suppose this
explains part of my attraction
to the nudists here who also
face opposition.  I feel like a
lot of times I have to settle
for a consumerist queer
lifestyle and that's not
what I'm about.  Down
with the
corporate homosexual
agenda!

Take care

Daryl Vocat 241
Logan Ave.
Toronto, ON.
M4M 2N2. Canada. 
safe23@hotmail.com

This year was the 
second time I have been
involved with pride week
events. The first time I
was in the pride parade I
wound up wandering
through the streets of
Toronto naked, meeting my
boyfriend and having my
whole world changed.  At
the time I lived in Regina
where there was no pride
parade and not a whole lot
of pride week events at
all.  This year was my 
second time at the pride
march in Toronto (I'm living
here now) and the first
year that Regina had an
official pride march.  In

Toronto the crowds numbered somewhere near 800 000 people, in Regina estimates where at about 350.
Coming from Regina, a fairly conservative city with a population of about 220 000 people there was not a lot 

happening in the queer community.  Most events revolved around the one gay bar there.  This didn't really leave 
people with a lot of options and if you didn't care much for the bar you really weren't all that involved in anything
queer.  Things are moving around now and there are some great people working to change things for the better.  All
this is to say that I didn't lead a very gay lifestyle in Regina because the resources were not really there.

Now that I live in Toronto my life is very gay.  We end up spending a lot of time in the gay village, going to naked
dances, watching gay movies, looking at gay art and so on.  It is fully possible to immerse yourself in queer culture
when living in a city such as Toronto.  When I came here for the first pride march I was amazed at all the options.  I
was amazed at the community that had been created here.  I was amazed at how safe and easy it is and was to be out.
I took back all of these things with me to Regina and destroyed and remnants of the closet that were left.  I had
become a lot more aware that yes, there are millions of queers out there and that I was not alone.

In a sense I kind of feel like I have become a bit jaded about the whole queer :"community" since I've moved here.
In Toronto being queer is no big whoop.  When there are pride events the whole town celebrates, and the streets are
jam packed with homos.  It's nice, but I tend to not care much for huge crowds.  In Toronto pride strikes me as being
one HUGE party.  This is fine, and I do enjoy it, but I don't think this is where my agenda lies.  The thing I can't get out
of my mind is how corporate pride is.  There are floats by Much Music, beer companies, makeup companies, and the
like.  I see these groups as squeezing out all the smaller, grass roots community groups and the homos being little
more than another target market.  When I was in Regina, this whole question of corporatization was not even an
issue.  There was no way some big company was going to take the chance of supporting the queer community in a
smaller city, at least not publicly.

During this year's pride events I found myself wishing I was in Regina marching with those other 350 people for
the first time.  Here pride week is a given, it doesn't have to be political, and largely isn't.  In Regina in order to have
pride week there is always a struggle and some sort of opposition whether that be the "Christian Truth Activists"
or city hall refusing to sign a proclamation for the week.  In Regina and other small towns showing your pride cannot

PRIDE?



"WITH ME." MY ARMS REACHING OVER THE COUNTER TOWARDS HIS BLUE MECHANIC WORKSHOP OVERALLS, WHERE MY HAND SLIDES BETWEEN THE BUT-
TONS, FINDING ONE OF HIS FIRM NIPPLES WHILE MY MOUTH INVITES HIS DEEP WET KISS. HE RESPONDS AND GREETS ME WITH HIS FIVE O’CLOCK SHADOW
THAT SCRATCHES AND BURNS MY FACE AS HE TASTES MY TONGUE AND PRESSES INTO MY MOUTH FORCEFULLY. HIS ARMS REACHING ACROSS TO ME AND
UNDER MY ARMPITS, QUICKLY PULLING ME UP AND OVER THE COUNTER WITH RAPID DISPLAY OF BRUTE FORCE. THE CATALOGS, PENS AND INTER-ACT
THINGY ARE INNOCENT BY-STANDERS THAT FALL TO THE FLOOR WITH A CLATTER AND A FEW BANGS. I PULL APART THE BUTTONS OF HIS OVER-ALLS EXPOS-
ING HIS TRIMMED CHEST-HAIRS, SEXY TUMMY AND CLEFT BETWEEN HIS CHEST MUSCLES AND STOMACH. HIS CO-WORKERS INSTANTLY TAKE NOTICE SO HE
WHISPERS INTO MY MOUTH.

"WOULD YOU LIKE TO TRY ON SOME OF THE MERCHANDISE?"

"OF COURSE" I REPLY THROUGH A KISS.

QUICKLY, HE FORCES ME UP AND PUSHES ME BACK TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COUNTER WHERE I HAD BEEN STANDING. INSTRUCTING ME TO "GET INTO THE
CHANGE ROOM" I OBEY AND WITHIN MINUTES I’M TEARING OFF MY CLOTHES IN AN EXCITED PANIC AS CUSTOMER SERVICE FITS ME INTO PVC CHAPS, RUB-
BER LEG AND ARM RESTRAINTS AND BALL STRETCHERS WITH TUGS, PULLS AND YANKS AS HE DOES SO. I AM ROCK HARD, AND BUILDING WITH PRESSURE –
MY HEAD IS A PURPLE CRIMSON AND EVERY VEIN IS EXPANDING. THE WANT AND NEED TO TOUCH MYSELF GROWS AT AN EXPONENTIAL RATE – I AM FORCED
TO DENY MY PLEASURE AS MY ARMS ARE TIED BEHIND ME. THE TORTURE AND TEASE BECOMES AN ADDICTING MIND-FUCK. EACH SECOND - BETTER THAN THE
LAST.

HE FORCES ME UP AGAINST ONE OF THE WALLS FROM BEHIND, MY NECK IS CROCKED TO THE SIDE, TIGHTENING THE TENSION ON THE ARM RESTRAINTS HE
SPITS INTO THE CRACK OF MY ASS AND TELLS ME 

"You… are… mine."
PUSHING UP AGAINST ME, I CAN FEEL THE BULGE IN HIS OVER-ALLS GRINDING INTO MY ASS, HE CHEWS ON MY EAR
AS HIS HANDS PINCH MY NIPPLES AND THEN PUSH SLOWLY DOWN AND INTO MY GROIN. MY BREATH QUICKENS AS

HE GRABS THE BALL STRETCHER AND PULLS DOWNWARD IN A SLOW BUT STRONG MOTION; HE BITES MY NECK
AS I MOAN.

I’M ALL HIS – EXCITED, SCARED AND EXPOSED – WONDERING IF THERE ARE HIDDEN CAMERAS IN THE
CHANGE ROOM TO GET "REAL LIVE ACTION PHOTOS" FOR THE NEXT CATALOG. ANTONIO LETS GO OF MY
BALLS AND STEPS BACK. UNABLE TO MOVE FROM MY POSITION IN THE CHANGE ROOM AND CAUGHT OFF

GUARD BY THE SUDDEN SILENCE I SIMPLY ASK

"WHAT?" WITH WONDERMENT AND EXCITEMENT, MY HEART BEATING A HUNDRED MILES PER SECOND, HOPING
HE’LL RESPOND WITH SOMETHING MUCH BETTER THAN WORDS.

"NOTHING" HE REPLIES "I GET OFF AT 7, UNTIL THEN, KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT OR I’LL GAG YOU"

"WHAT IF SOMEONE COMES IN?" I ASK IN ASTONISHMENT

"WHAT IF?" HE REPLIES.

I ALMOST BLOW MY LOAD RIGHT THEN.

THIS MAN HAS ME IN HIS CONTROL; I’M TRAPPED AND LEFT TO WAIT FOR MY NEXT COMMAND. MAYBE A PATRON OF THE
STORE WILL COME IN TO TRY N SOME MERCHANDISE AND TAKE ADVANTAGE OF MY SITUATION. MAYBE ANTONIO WILL

INVITE HIS CO-WORKERS TO TAKE A FUCK BREAK – MY HEAD FILLS WITH FANTASIES OF UNKNOWN HANDS, MOUTHS AND
TONGUES EXPLORING ME BOUND BODY AS I’M FORCED TO ENDURE THE TORTURE AND TEASING OF MY PREDICAMENT.
THIS IS EXACTLY WHERE I WANT TO BE – EXCEPT FOR ONE THING – IT’S JUST A FANTASY.

I FANTASIZED THIS AFTER MY INITIAL MEETING WITH MR. CUSTOMER SERVICE, RIGHT UP TO THE POINT OF MY RETURN
TO BUY THE THIRD COCK-RING. I WANTED IT SO BAD – BUT AS I MENTIONED EARLIER, HE CALLED IN SICK AND I LEFT

HIM MY DESCRIPTION AND MY EMAIL ADDRESS.

-Mitch Furyf

RECENTLY, ON A TRIP TO SAN FRANCISCO, I VISITED AN S&M STORE CALLED MR. S WHICH IS SORT OF THE WORK WEAR WORLD OF
LEATHER, LATEX, RUBBER AND UNIFORM CLOTHING. A GIGANTIC PLEASURE CHEST WITH AN ARRAY OF WHIPPING, SPANKING, CLAMPING
AND CONSTRAINING TOYS AND A HUGE CAGE, OR AS SOME CHOSE TO REFER – PLAYPEN, TO TEASE OR PLEASE YOU WITH. RACKS UPON
RACKS UPON RACKS OF FETISH WEAR AND ACCESSORIES. THEY ALSO HAPPEN TO PUBLISH A CATALOGUE OF THEIR ITEMS – COMPLETE
WITH MODELS CLAD IN LEATHER AND LATEX TO DEMONSTRATE THE QUALITY OF THEIR WARES AND TO SHOW EXACTLY WHAT THE HELL YOU
ARE SUPPOSED TO BE DOING WITH THEM. ONE OF THE MODELS, ANTONIO, HAPPENS TO ALSO WORK IN THE STORE AND QUICKLY BECAME
THE SUBJECT OF MY LUST.

HE SOLD ME TWO COCK-RINGS AND AFTER WITNESSING HIS FINE CASHIERING SKILLS, PUNCHING IN THE DOLLAR AMOUNTS WITH
SUCH CONTROL – I WAS SOLD ON HIM. I CAME BACK THE NEXT DAY TO BUY A THIRD COCK-RING – BUT HE HAD CALLED IN
SICK SO I WAS LEFT TO CHAT WITH HIS EVER SO FRIENDLY CO-WORKERS WHO SEEMED TO BE JUST AS EXCITED ABOUT THE
POSSIBILITY OF US TWO MEETING UP AS I WAS. THEY GAVE ME THEIR $15 CATALOG, FREE OF CHARGE AND THEN URGED ME
TO LEAVE MY DESCRIPTION AND EMAIL ADDRESS  - SO I DID.

ON THE INITIAL FIRST VISIT, I HAD LEFT FANTASIZING WHAT I SHOULD HAVE SAID OR SHOULD HAVE DONE. DAMN, I
MEAN REALLY, HE SMILED AT ME WITH SUCH A COY LOOK OF INTRIGUE, NOT JUST ONCE BUT SEVERAL TIMES,
AND THEN CASUALLY UNCOVERED THE PROMOTIONAL CATALOGS THAT HAPPENED TO BE CONVENIENTLY
PLACED BESIDE THE CASH REGISTER – THEY JUST SO HAPPENED TO COINCIDENTALLY FEATURE HIM ON
THE COVER. BEING THE DORK I AM, I DIDN’T CATCH IT IN TIME TO REALIZE HE WAS INVITING ME TO
LOOK AT PHOTOS OF HIM IN BONDAGE AND LEATHERWEAR. I’M A BIT SLOW THAT WAY I GUESS –
INNUENDOES FLY OVER MY HEAD WITH THE WIND. (IT WASN’T UNTIL I HAD LEFT THE STORE THAT I
FIGURED IT WAS HIM IN THE PHOTOS.) AT THE TIME I WAS SIMPLY IN AWE OF THE STORE, THE
TOYS, HIS HANDS AND OF COURSE, HIS DEEP VOICE.

" THAT WILL BE $12.86," HE SAID, STARING STRAIGHT INTO MY EYES, SMILING DEVILISHLY.

LIKE A BLUBBERING IDIOT, I JUST FUMBLED "UMM… OH… AH, YEAH" AS I PULLED OUT A 10 AND A 5. 

AS HE MANAGED MY CHANGE WITH HIS STERN PRECISION, I ANXIOUSLY THOUGHT OF A QUICK QUESTION TO
ENGAGE A CONVERSATION – I REALIZED MY NERVOUSNESS AND TRIED TO KEEP IT COOL.

"SO, UH, WHAT TIMES ARE YOU GUYS OPEN’TIL?"

"SEVEN" HE REPLIED, AS HE HANDED ME MY CHANGE.

"COOL, THANKS" I SAID, LIKE A GEEK.

DAMN, I FUCKED UP, AND I KNEW IT – NOT ONLY DID I ASK A BLAND QUESTION BUT I CAM
ACROSS UNINTERESTED AND BORING. WHY DIDN’T I ASK HIM WHAT TIME HE WAS GETTING OFF?
AT LEAST THEN HE WOULD HAVE KNOWN MY INTENTION. AT LEAST THEN HE WOULD HAVE BEEN
ABLE TO SAY SOMETHING FANTASY LIKE – SOMETHING SEXY LIKE…

"WITH WHO?"

WHERE I COULD HAVE RESPONDED…

Mr. Customer
Service



I think I was going to write something about how Michael V. Smith asks about my tits like other people
ask about your children. Or maybe I was going to write about my favorite fags at my place of work and
how they’ve promised to let me be their houseboy when they decide they need one. 

No, I was definitely going to write something about when me and MVS were on our way to Comox, BC
to do a reading. We were sitting at the bus stop on the corner of Georgia and Granville waiting for the
West Van bus and at first it was a little weird because we’d never been out together before, and here
were going out of town for a whole weekend. As we were chatting, this woman approached us with an
offer of free publications of a biblical sort, and we politely declined. She offered again, and MVS
informed her that we were probably the worst people for her to talk to, and she asked why. I started
laughing in a squeaky way, like the springs of an old mattress, and the woman stared at me while
Michael explained that we were very cultured, non-religious and very homosexual. She unglued her eyes
from my squeaky face long enough to make eye contact with my impeccably dressed bald fag friend and
say, “Together?” And while I began to choke, Michael explained that we homosexuals usually do pair off,
strength in 
numbers etc. And the poor woman stood there, so fascinated by our fascinatingness, that she could not
see she was being dismissed. Michael had to tell her it was time for her to run along.

That was when I decided I wanted to marry him. Like a Bebo Brinker novel,
except that we wouldn’t live in the Village, we’d live in a small BC town, scandal-
izing people on a regular basis with our cheeky perverted ways. Because I don’t
really believe in holy unions, but I am terri-
bly excited by alliances and wars against
normalcy, and I’m even willing to sacrifice
happily ever after if it means I can fuck
with people’s heads on a daily basis. I
would be willing to marry a totally great
fag with fashion sense and a big mouth,
even though he’s as terrified of my tits as
he is respectful of my wicked mind just to
be able to say that my union 
actually does something besides 
consolidate finances.

Because I will never forget
the day that 
I described MVS as a sex
radical and his eyes got so
big and he said “You think I’m
a sex radical?” like I’d just
told him he’d won the Miss
America pageant. And I 
nodded enthusiastically because
I’m one too, and sometimes it
messes with our dating possibili-
ties, but we have each other and
this shared identity is worth
more than a girlfriend’s
wardrobe, or a kitchen full of
wedding presents. And even
though neither of us gets as much
action as our public thinks, yes, we
are radical. Radical in the eighties
sense of the word because we are
fantastic, and radical in the pre-
sent definition because we are
never middle about anything, but
scream so loud from the periphery
that people have to remember
there is more than a 
center. We may be ambiguous, but
we are not muddled; and sometimes

when you mix up all
the colors you get
brown, but sometimes you get a hologram.

MY FAVOURITE FAG

Trish Kelly
trishkellyex@yahoo.com

I was taking a shower when Morris came into the can, then right away backed

out. He is a balding guy in his early forties who is a nellie friend of my flat mates and
he was kinda crashing on our couch. Morris has been on the punk scene for a very
long time, and it really shows. Late nights, drugs, booze, you get the picture. His

face looks like it’s been ran over by life and his heavily tattooed and pierced

body; well it isn’t what it may have once been either. Not ugly, but his best

before date had passed quite a while ago.
I had been soaping my cock, and I wondered if it gave him a thrill to see

someone as young as me appearing to be whanking his dick. I also thought about
his thin lips and wondered if he ever sucked cock. 

As I walked down the hall from the bathroom I could hear the Pansy
Division playing  real loud in the living room. That’s where I found him; he was

half bent over the cheste rfield .His eyes were closed, and he was spanking his
monkey with one hand, while two fingers of his other hand jabbed in and out of
his ass. I really love ass-fucking and got real hard real fast.

Suddenly, he opened his eyes. He got real nervous seeing me standing
there, hiding his surprisingly small prick for someone his size. Morris 
sputtered “Never let anyone know what you just saw me doing”.

I boldly walked up to him dropping my towel and said “ I’m not going to tell

anyone nothing, but doesn’t this look better than those fingers?”
He stared at my cock, then quickly bent over the arm of the couch. I spread his

cheeks to have a look at his hair covered crack with his rosy hole.
It was real easy to work my cock in, and it was snug and smooth. I took 

possession of that old asshole with long, hard strokes. He just murmured under his
breath, shit I couldn’t make out. He was lost in his own world.

His buns were soft and flabby, and spread with every deep plunge my cock made. 
I ran my free hand under his body to grab at his sagging pecs, and found he had a pair of
tits a lot of women would want.

He kept pushing back on it, wanting every inch of my big cock. “Shoot your load

into me kid” he panted. He began wriggling his ass frantically.

I really gave it to him hard now, pinching his nipples to make him jump and jerk
on my prick. He let out a series of deep moans and I knew he was cumming as his chute
tightened on my shaft. I began to shoot my jizz. I jammed in deep, and he quivered in
short back and forth strokes, milking me dry. 

His flabby ass made a rude sound  as I pulled out. After washing-up the mess all

over me I returned to the room only to find him rubbing the corns on his stinking feet
with Ben Gay to dull the pain. Morris then put on his size 14,  worn out high-heeled

women’s shoes. He was just so happy about what had happened that he had to dance

around the room shakin' his thing. Outwardly, I urged him on but inside I was laughing so

very hard, I was afraid it would show. 
The whole experience was just one of those strangely pleasurable, utterly 

spontaneous, yet totally depraved sort of things I like to do every now and then, like
the night  I fucked a baby seal. But that my friends is another story... 

The New Congress

Old PunK Ass

NT@THENEWCONGRESS.COM



johnnyhardway@yahoo.com



annonymous boy collection #8

c/o Tony Arena PO BOX 1502 Old Chelsea Station New York, NY, 10011
USA 

homopunkworld #3

c/o Tony Arena PO BOX 1502 Old Chelsea Station New York, NY, 10011
USA 

cruising #2

Michael V. PO BOX 19599 vancovuer, BC V5T 4E7 Canada 
cruisingzine@hotmail.com

Sometimes gay means happy

smoking lung press 576B Johnson St. Victoria BC V8W 1M3 Canada
kafka.uvic.ca/-bblair/smokinglung

daisy gets erotik

#101-1195 Davie St. Vancouver, BC V6E 1N2 CANADA www.thenew-
congress.com  or congress@digital-rain.com

quentin

#101-1195 Davie St. Vancouver, BC V6E 1N2 CANADA www.thenew-
congress.com  or congress@digital-rain.com

Halfbreeds, homos and other heroes

13B Cooper Road, Victoria BC, V9A 4K2 CANADA
halfbreeds_homos_heroes@yahoo.com

noise queen #22

Tim Murphy PO BOX 28010, Bagot Postal Outlet, Kingston, Ontario K7L 1A0
Canada noise_queen@hotmail.com http://www.geocities.com/noisequeen

Sweet & Lovely in...Make out club #10

Make Out Box 33 345 E. Broadway Vancovuer, BC V5T 1W5 Canada
trishkellyex@yahoo.com

morining glory (make out club #11)

Make Out Box 33 345 E. Broadway Vancovuer, BC V5T 1W5 Canada
trishkellyex@yahoo.com

Poser #2

rufusposer@hotmail.com

Poser #3

rufusposer@hotmail.com

Psycho #1 Fan

PO BOX 143 Tucson, AZ 85602 or PO BOX 12125 Berkeley, CA 94712 USA
sodapopseth@hotmail.com

Words as weapons fall 2000 catalog

POBOX 81202 Pittsburgh PA 15217 USA

in the navy #1 & #2

Peter Bangs Vej 198 2tv 2000 Frederiksberg DENMARK

cool zines! POSER

Cotton Mouth Kisses - Clint Catalyst
It's not often that a book hits you upside the head - and leaves you with a smile on
your face. Harsh, twisted and tweaked - delinquency, drugs, and sex. A small town
USA goth/industrial kid writing from the edges and barely surviving. The language
is real, the scenerios are vivid - a collection of short stories and poems about the
darker side of life. Honest and real, funny and gripping. Refreshing in its chaos. -
Manic D Press Box 410804 SF, CA 94141 USA www.manicdpress.com
info@manicdpress.com

Briefly Told Lives - C. Bard Cole
A collection of short love & loss stories with diverse characters in real rough-
around-the-edges circumstances. Intriguing & engaging, I was drawn into each
character - most of which have delightfult non-mainstream personalities and back-
grounds (punkers, druggies, artists, mixed race, physically-challenged, poor). This
book is like a great zine that you read again and again and then lend to your
friends - which is why I'm glad it's a book, i would want it to get lost in a box of zine
from yester-year. A definate stand-out! Highly recommended. - St.Martins Press
address

che chapter 127: Profit Prophet CD
www.chechapter127.com or che_127@hotmail.com

Panty raid: the secret's out! 7"
Raw Sugar po box 53011 New Orleans, LA 70153 USA

Le tigre: Le Tigre CD
Mr. Lady Records & Videos PO BOX 3189 Durham, NC
27715-3189 www.mrlady.co

roy tinsel band: 
Crash course in Open-Heart Surgery cD
Learning To Rock 3531 N. Kerby Ave. Portland OR 97227
USA

myles of destruction:
"That boy has problems." CD
Gruntled Records PO BOX 554 Lansdowne, PA 19050 USA grun-
tled@aol.com  or mylesofdestruction@metallica.com http://www.heartcor-
erecords.com/bands/mylesofdestruction

slow: Pirates with ties CD
Turgid Records 4129 N.E. Garfield Portland, OR 97211 USA 

NEw wave explosion: 16 bands/songs CD
THE SUPER-8 UNDERGROUND po box 12125, berkeley,
CA 94712 usa  www.thesuper8.com

butchies: Population 1975 CD
Mr. Lady Records & Videos PO BOX 3189 Durham, NC

Books! music! 



“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




