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know), great length (mid-shin), and the clincher: tiny metal balls
adorning the purple drawstrings at the waist, producing an
ever-so-subtle jingle as you walk (or dance, or spin).
Enthused with my purchase, I donned it immediately, and off
we went to see the Statue of Liberty: Two dykes and two fags,
each of us sporting our own distinctly homosexual fashion
sense—crazed Calvin Klein clone, buff girl jock, sexy lipstick
lesbian and baby faerie in a brand-new frock and T-shirt that
cracked, “Nobody knows I’m gay.”

EURO
FAERIE

We were queers with an agenda, and it was packed. With no
time to spare, we opted to ride the Staten Island Ferry for a
mere sail-by of Lady Liberty rather than to actually set shore at
her feet. Without any effort or awareness on my part, that old
faerie magic began its spell right away. A gray-haired man
spent much of the ride glancing my way, only to finally
approach me and say, “You make me really proud to be gay.”
I smiled. What an honor!
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Birth of a Faerie
by Web
“When I was looking for a word to represent neither masculine or feminine, I used the word the hetero bully boys had
used to describe me as they saw me all those years ago.
‘Fairy,’ they called me. Not masculine/not feminine—fairy.
Only now that I’m grown up and have become a proper
queer, I gussy up the spelling to make it f-a-e-r-i-e.”

Round trip on the ferry and then off again immediately, this
time following the public-transit subway maps to Brooklyn.
Destination: Coney Island. The crowd on that train was quite
different, much larger and packed much tighter together than
the one on the boat, and I, nascent skirt-wearer that I was, felt
unsure of what to expect from other people. My gut tightened
when I heard a small boy, perhaps 4 or 5, observe, “Mommy,
that man’s wearing a skirt.” I returned their gaze and feared
an insult; then I heard mom reply, “Yes, isn’t it pretty?” Good
goddess, I love New York!
Two thrill-filled runs on the rickety Cyclone (in the front car,
arms up in the air) and a photo-op as we exited, and then
back to Manhattan: There’s a Dyke March to catch! Soon
enough, there we were, waiting for the sisters to come marchChicago Faerie Frolic, photo by an unknown faerie

ACTS

Harry Hay, prophet and founder-father faerie

I

have proof in the goddess, and the abundance she provides
when we open ourselves up to life.

How does one establish proof of spirit? Well, four years ago
when I first encountered faeries, I was dressed for the occasion:
I’d just purchased my first skirt hours earlier! Some would call
that coincidence, but I think differently. Sometimes the goddess
works not in mysterious ways, but in absolutely fabulous ones.

It wasn’t drag in the traditional sense that I was going for: I
wasn’t seeking high fashion or intending to resemble a woman.
My attitude was more bohemian, more hippie, and I simply
had a yearning for a long, flowing, Stevie Nicks-type number.
Found just what the pixie ordered on a $10 rack on the sidewalk—made in India, a colorful, crinkled rayon number with a
pell-mell paisley-and-leaf pattern. Great look (batik, you

ing down Fifth Avenue. Their pounding drums heralded their
imminent arrival, and then they stepped into view: Loud and
proud, some angry and some joyful, hundreds of women taking the streets illegally, growing larger with every block. We
joined the fray as they swept by us and marched along
towards Washington Square in the Village, where the women
continued drumming and dancing and chanting, and the
Lesbian Avengers took center stage with their fire-eating ritual.
It was into this indescribably charged atmosphere that the
Radical Faeries emerged. As the post-Dyke March frolicking
began to wane and the crowd began to disperse, the doors
continues on the following page

▼

In New York City in 1994 for the previous Gay Games and to
celebrate the 25th anniversary of the Stonewall Riots, I’d
already been having the time of my life. Having spent the better
part of a week with a neurotic friend in Manhattan—strolling
through Central Park, cruising Greenwich Village, attending my
first Broadway show (Sondheim, natch)—it was suddenly the
weekend and we really kicked it into high gear. My soul sister
Jonia and her jock buddy arrived Friday night and we hit the
streets Saturday morning, with me searching for a skirt.

culine...

I couldn’t stop smiling as I took it all in. Who were these amazing men? Like the dykes before them, they were drumming and
dancing and chanting; unlike most of the dykes, this crowd literally sparkled and spangled. Adorned with jewelry, face
paint and opalescent nail polish, wearing dresses and saris
and scarves and wings, they enchanted the crowd, who
began to join in the celebratory dance. And there I stood in
my brand-new skirt. Talk about serendipity!
I jumped right in, adding my energy to the Judy Ritual, honoring she whose untimely death helped spark the riots. I was
there as the sun set and we took to the streets, leaving
Washington Square behind us to spread spritely magic
throughout the Village. Frustrated police knew only one thing:
They’d graciously allowed the dykes to halt traffic without a
permit earlier that same day, and they were damned if the
faeries were going to make it two for two. So, as we neared
the Stonewall Inn, where it all began a quarter-century ago,
they tried to maintain order and stop the progressing party.
Not a chance! We confounded them, those silly men in navyblue uniforms. Don’t they know chaos always wins?
Time restrictions kept me from dancing in the streets to the
faeries’ end point, wherever that might have been. So with
big-time FMS (Fear of Missing Something), I extracted myself
and made my way back to home base, completely blissed out.
(I later learned that, at the end of their journey, the faeries and
all hangers-on were treated to a messianic resurrection by
Judy. Dazzle, darling!)
Although the evening’s frolic was over, the faeries continued to
draw me into their spell. Falling undeniably under the category of Meant To Be, when I headed the very next day with my
friends to the big parade, we happened directly upon the
faerie crowd and marched with them to Central Park.
They were even more wonderful that day. One of my most
treasured lasting impressions comes from an encounter we
had as we passed that notorious bastion of oppressive
Catholicism, St. Patrick’s Cathedral. Dozens of police lined the
steps of the church (home to the notoriously bigoted Cardinal
O’Connor), apparently “protecting” him and his horrified followers, who stood there in their Sunday best and gawked at
the spectacle. Of course the police were unnecessary, as far
as we were concerned; none of them were in any danger,
unless you consider pixie dust a weapon. We didn’t even
shout or swear at them as other groups (say, Queer Nation)
understandably might have done. Rather, we stopped

My story about first encountering the faeries is, for lack of anything more concrete, the story of how I “joined.” Dancing
through the streets of the Village, flipping off the cops foolish
enough to attempt to control us, served as my “initiation.” From
there, my involvement with other faeries just happened, at
whatever pace I’ve been comfortable with. It’s just that simple.

marching and made a peaceful statement of our own, chanting a song of the Earth Mother: We all come from the goddess/And to her we shall return/Like a drop of rain/Flowing
to the ocean . . . Evoking such powerful pagan energy at the
site of such institutionalized patriarchy brought tears of joy
and healing to several faerie faces.

★★★

S

So one can’t just pay an activation fee and join, or audition
for a slot, or dial a number to sign up; the movement is far too
free and unfettered for such formalities. To be a faerie, one
isn’t nominated or voted upon or sponsored; one evolves. It’s
an act of self-definition, and there you are.

The experience can be so different for everyone who comes
into contact with us. All faeries share a nature-embracing spirit, and furthermore we rebuke the notion that gays and lesbians are exactly the same as heterosexuals except for what
we do in the bedroom; we are a queer people, with our own
distinct culture and our own divine spirit. In my experience,
most faeries connect primarily to each other on a spiritual
level, although some of us take the pagan aspects far more
seriously than others.

Faeriehood is a way of looking at and moving through this
world, respecting Mother Earth and all her diversity. Striving
to be understanding of others. Recognizing the best in oneself
and focusing on it. Remaining open. Continually learning.
Teaching each other to be more creative, more playful, more
daring. Fucking with the status quo, particularly its archaic
notions of gender, sexuality and spirituality. Embracing the
feminine in men, the masculine in women and the children in
all of us. Brightening the world, by any means necessary:
snow angels in the yard, sidewalk chalk on the street, flowers
in the garden, balloons in the boardroom. And, perhaps
above all, being fabulous!

ince that day, my life has only grown richer as I continue
to embrace faeriehood. It’s not an easy thing to talk (or
write) about—not because I’m uncomfortable identifying with
the faeries, but because . . . Well, how does one put words to
the ineffable?

This radical diversity is our beauty: There’s no litmus test for
entering faeriedom. Thus, at the May Day gathering at a
faerie commune in Tennessee (one of several throughout the
United States, including other independent sanctuaries in
Minnesota, New Mexico and Oregon), I met of faeries who
identify as Wiccans, as Druids, and some who practice Native
American rituals; one Jewish
faerie hosts his own radio talk
show, “Spiritually Speaking,”
while another is an ordained
Christian minister.

★★★

B

ack in New York, four years ago, the parade ends and the
party in Central Park wanes, and for the second time in 24
hours I reluctantly detach from my newly discovered brethren.
At a sidewalk cafe with my friends, we sup and reflect on our
amazing experiences. I’m aware of a powerful, soul-shaking
transformation; my chrysalis is splitting at the seams. I came out to
everybody several years ago, I say aloud, but it took until today
to know where I fit in. Another coming-out process is beginning.

...in women,
and the
children
in all of us

Most of the faeries are gay white
men, but faerie circles (including
the one in Chicago) are open to
all people, regardless of age,
race, gender or sexuality. Many
of us are vegetarians, but not all;
and many embrace a drug culture (preferably pot or psychedelics), but some are 12-steppers. There’s room for all.
When the time feels right, most faeries claim a new name for
him- or herself (Indigo. Eris. Sedusa. Will Power. Tom
Foolery.), but some just stick with their plain old birth names.
Lots of faeries dress flamboyantly, from high drag to hippie
drag, and many have honed the act of thrifting into an art; a
few, however, actually appear quite conservative. They may
even sport Republican hair, although many other heads at a
faerie function will be bald or blue or dreaded. (Faeries
change hair styles and colors more times in one week than
Dennis Rodman and Hillary Rodham Clinton combined.)
The concept of such a loosely structured, chaos-embracing
group of mostly outrageous individuals boggles the minds
of many. “How did you join the Radical Faeries?” is a
question I hear repeatedly, and people tend to furrow their
brows or cluck their tongues in confusion or disbelief when I
answer: Well, one doesn’t actually join the faeries. We’re not
like some group with a president or board of directors; we
don’t meet every other Wednesday night, on some artificially
ordered schedule.

My sister Joni beams at me, mirroring the joy on my own face.
She gets it. “Well, really,” she queries, “Who wouldn’t want
to be a faerie? “ And I can’t answer, because I’m too busy
laughing, and because my heart leaps to hear such a simple
and glorious truth spoken so plainly. ★
Web is a punctuality-challenged free spirit who makes her home
base in Chicago. He works as freelance writer for several publications; a previous incarnation of this essay appeared in in the 1997
Pride edition of Windy City Times, Chicago’s gay and lesbian newspaper. You can contact her via post: Web, 2168 W. Sunnyside,
Chicago, IL, 60625. We don’t have a photo of him on file, but we
assure you that she looks fabulous.

LETTER FROM THE EDITORESS

undraising, fundraising, fundraising!!!

It is

Fnot even listed as a single word, as the spell-check on my

computer tells me— I should be using a hyphen between ‘fund’
& ‘raising’. But whatever the spelling, I’m quite familiar with
the meaning of and the concept behind this term. Having lived
in the States for 15 years and having worked/volunteered for
a lot of not-for-profit organizations (primarily art-oriented
ones), I’ve done a lot of fund-raising in my time. It is a general term that encompasses all kinds of means of raising revenue
for charity organizations—from sale of promotional items to
auctions, dinners, and other events. Since the U.S. government
hardly provides any social programs (especially for the arts),
people are used to the dynamic of fund-raising and individual
monetary contributions. But here, in Europe, I’ve noticed that
the concept of fund-raising is more or less nebulous and seems
to allude even us, EuroFaeries.
For example, the sale of (eu)RFD booklets and magazines have
so far yielded just over f150 after expenses. This amount might
be equivalent to our Fund’s subsidy of a couple of drumming
workshops, but hardly makes a dent into the 500-Guilder price
tag of the production for our section in RFD—the initial intent
for selling those booklets. (By the way, most of these booklets,
as well as the gathering donations, have been purchased
by/come from faeries in Germany, England and the U.S. Take
a note Dutch faeries—let’s not bring our cultural heritage of
being tight with money into the movement! We are the center
of EuroFaerie activities, after all.) Back to another example, our
evening with medium Sjoerd Hidma, billed as a fund-raising
event and open not only to faeries, was a financial flop! It was
a fantastic event (see news section), but surprisingly even at the
low entry fee of f 10/person, not enough faeries & friends
turned up. So we lost almost f100. And that at an event which
was supposed to make some money for the movement.
I attribute all of this to the tremendous availability of social programs and support from liberal European governments.
Europeans seem to expect things from their governments—an
impossible concept in the States. As I pointed out in my last
editorial, I also see this as the reason why EuroFaeries tend to
lack initiative. We seem to wait for things to happen here. But
the EuroFaeries, as a movement, is not a government, nor will
it ever, with it’s ineffable concept, become an organization
which is supported by any of the European governments. We
have to do it ourselves! And the reality is that we live in a physical world of economics—everything costs something.
Postage, paper, printing, and computer rental costs, for example, are what has raised the production costs of this newsletter
to over f 600 per issue. That’s about f 2500 annually—quite a
dent into the EuroFaerie Fund. This is one reason for fund-raising. Another one is having a long-term vision.
With the help of our fundraising auctions on Terschelling and
with the leftover attendance fees from the past two gatherings,
we have been able to establish what we call the EuroFaerie
Fund. This ‘fund’, consisting of a few thousand Guilders, we’ve
used to support our EuroFaerie activities during the year. Each
year, however, it is usually depleted by the time of the next
gathering. But if we are to grow from a movement into a selfsustaining community, with it’s own land and/or house, where
we can have a safe space for retreats/workshops/gatherings
all year round (rather than rent someone else’s expensive
continues on the following page

▼

of a church across the street
from the square burst open. A
procession rolled out, one
filled with the most peculiar
individuals. More colorful than
a Utah sunset, the mostly male
parade carried on its shoulders
a litter, the sort of sedan that
Cleopatra would ride. As they
arrived in the park and everyone got a better look, we could see that the queen on the litter wasn’t from Egypt but one of equal legend (at least to the
homos): Judy Garland. As the camp caravan jerked onward
and the men evoked her spirit, supine Miss Judy (the drag version) remained motionless, a deceased icon lying in state, a
photo of Dorothy’s ruby slippers in her folded hands.

EuroFaerie Frolic, photo by Viking Diva

embracing
the
feminine
in men,
the mas-

Enclosed, you’ll find a yellow sheet with a subscription form
for our newsletter and for some new items, which we hope to
fund-raise with for the next couple of years. This, of course, is
intended to make the newsletter and other EuroFaerie activities
such as circles, workshops, etc., self-supporting. But remember
that it will take the sale of 900 postcards and 60 t-shirts before
we break even with the costs in producing these items.
So, EuroFaeries, help support your movement and your community! Subscribe to eff, wear our t-shirts and send our postcard to all of your friends and families. Consider this your
unofficial membership fee as a EuroFaerie and remember that
fun is part of fundraising.
On this same yellow sheet you’ll also find a section which is sort
of a survey to help our ‘business committee’ decide what to do
about the EuroFaeries as an organization: stichting and/or
vereniging. Their research has yielded some complicated and
bureaucratic information, which involves some expensive legal
fees. But we need to know what your vision of our movement is?
How do you see the EuroFaeries and what you seek from the
movement in the long-term? Call us or write to us!
And on last, but not least, note, I encourage all of you attending this summer’s gatherings, including myself, to take some
time off from our busy daily lives before each gathering. Let’s
relax and re-focus before we even get to the islands, so we’ll
be able to click with the group’s energy even sooner and allow
ourselves to rip even more of the benefits of going to a gathering. As I’ve said before to one of my straight friends, “A gathering is much more than a vacation. It could be quite intense—
sort of going to church, going to art school and going to your
therapist—all at the same time.” Until we see each other this
summer, don’t forget to stay LOVely like KuLOVly,
Kulov, Housewife of the EuroFaeries (summer’98 title)
p.s. Does anyone read this? I guess the number of subscriptions will show. Express your opinions and create a dialogue
by sending a letter to your editoress. ★

An Edward Carpenter
Community Experience
by Beano

A

"

nd what did you get out of the Faerie Christmas?,” I was
asked. Punishing pain, criticism, respect, love, sea air,
good food and good company, chocolate, intelligent debate,
lots of campery, hurricane winds and sunshine, sense of leadership, new friendships, strengthening of old friendships, bad
sex, good sex, lustful looks, and some sights I shall never forget. Plus new experiences of being creative especially with
masks and a little keepsake of our masked ball, a chance to
tell and listen to stories. I missed out on the massage but
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otherwise we are nothing more than just an
alternative gay vacation club.

S

gave a few. It was the first public performance of my poetry
too. I saw some people develop and some people just stay the
same, only one did I see take a step backwards—maybe so
he could make a big leap forward, who knows?
I’ve known some of these people for years and at first I thought
they are just a bunch of grumpy old men. But this week I saw
them blossom—something broke through the barriers between
us. And I love to sing but I have problems remembering the
words, but that does not seem to matter when Abba’s “SOS”
has just been turned into a German drinking song and I’m swaying back and fore with my friend, Derek, holding imaginary
steins of lager. I love to perform in cabaret, as well, and usually I go well prepared in advance, but this time I decided on my
act the night before. Bohemian Rhapsody, that’s one song you
can’t pussyfoot around with, and even though I’m checking the
words with every line as I’m singing, looking ridiculous in my
red tights, the audience—my friends—are loving it.
Never in my life have I felt so valued until I came across the
Edward Carpenter Community. I was standing in the North
West of Scotland in 1989 with some friends I hadn’t seen in a
while and we took ourselves off to this far-out hippy festival. We
had a big van, so we gave a man a lift to his home. For two
days we travelled through Scotland. A pretty young girl tried to
make love with me but I wasn’t interested—I was happy-golucky just riding along. Then we ran out of petrol—we were just
a few miles from where this man had parked his car, planning
to drive home after being dropped off. He phoned a friend who
rescued us by bringing petrol. It was a very dark night. We
drove the few miles left to a strange big house. I jumped out the
van and heard some truly awful singing coming from inside the
house. I followed the noise walking straight into a Gay Men’s
Cabaret, sat down and watched the rest of the show. The audience were a sight to behold, too.

Beano is a faerie from England
who organized last year’s Faerie
Christmas in Wales, where with the
help of the EuroFaeries there, she
discovered heart circles. He’ll be
organizing yet another Faerie Christmas gathering this year, from
December 21st–28th. For more info, phone: 44-115-912-7084 or
come to Ameland to see Beano in person.
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event was ‘coached’ by a compact German woman who first
told us about all of the blessings the Landmark had given to her.
She had left her job as a technical engineer to become a Forum
Coach. Her English, with a strong German accent, made me
shiver. When she asked for a volunteer visitor on whom she
could demonstrate the Forum Principles, I saw myself raise my
hand. I was invited to a ‘hot seat’ in front of an audience of
some 300 people, with an average age of 30 to 40, welldressed, with sort of yuppie appearances. Many of them, as I
heard later, were business people or people in responsible
positions in society. Anyhow, it was certainly a different crowd
than I usually watched during all those years of seminars.

The woman explained the principles, "If you experience frustration and lack of energy in certain aspects of your life, it
means that you are not fulfiling your life's purpose. The Forum
can help you create insights and breakthroughs for you." I
drifted away in the sea of words, while she made drawings of
principles in working on a blackboard, away to a situation in
my childhood.
I was at nursery school (kleuterschool) and I had done something in the eyes of the 'teacher' I should not have done. So
she put me in the corner behind her, where I was not to move
or look around. Finally, she started teasing me with a pointing
stick and the entire class of 5-year olds laughed at me. I was
so humiliated and powerless. In a shock, I realized that I had
spent my whole life more or less in that corner and I could not
come out of it.

I came out that night. It is the only gay scene I have ever felt at
home with. The house was called Laurieston Hall, where the
Edward Carpenter Community began holding events. The first one
around 1978 and then not another until 1986. Now, there are
several events a year at different venues throughout the country.
We are a network of no more than 1000 men, relatively small,
but with big dreams. We talk about our community—living together on urban or rural sites—there is a lot of interest in that one.
The Faerie Christmas in Wales
introduced the concept of Potlatch to our community—a giving
and receiving of gifts from
fellow faeries. It takes a long time
to build a strong community and
we have built the foundations of
one, independent of the Radical
Faeries. Now that we have made
links with one another, it makes
me feel really happy and it gives
a warm glow to my heart. ★

O

I did my best to listen to her questions. Her accent confused
me, and even though I wanted so badly to give the right
answers, many times I had no answers at all. At a certain
moment I heard myself address the audience, "Am I the only
person who does not know the answer to this question?" More
than half of the people raised their hands. I was relieved that
I was not the only one that numb or stupid.

A Landmark
by Anna-Lize
"

photo by Anna-Lize

vacation space), we need to allocate the majority of this fund
towards this long-term goal. We need to have a long-term
vision, as the Radical Faeries do in the States, for example,

Y

ou should really do the Landmark Forum!!!!!", Nicolette, a
friend of mine, told me again and again when she heard
me complain about different aspects of my life that were not
working the way I imagined they could work. "It changed my
life, it was the best thing that happened to me this year, you
should do it too..."
I’ve never liked to be pushed into something, but the more she
told me about her experience, the more curious I became.
What could this American organization, giving courses about
life all over the world, and also in Amsterdam, offer me? In the
last 15 years, I have spent a lot of time shopping around in all
kind of spiritual organizations (like the Bhagwan, later Oshio
movement), courses, seminars, and workshops also all over the
world. So what news could this Landmark offer me? "Its very
practical for your daily life", said Nicolette.
Finally, I was curious enough to join her one October evening
to an event called ‘Open Forum’, where the principles of the
Landmark Education were demonstrated and explained. The

At a certain moment I was allowed to leave my ‘hot seat’.
The woman thanked me and the audience applauded.
Afterwards, all kinds of people came up to me and told me how
courageous I had been to go in that seat and, again, that I
should really do the Forum.
After a few days, I decided to
go for it, even though the cost
was 895 Dutch Guilders, of
which 200 was to be payed in
advance. I told myself, "I'm buying life experience with this." I
did not have the money at that
time, but because I set this goal
for myself, it came into my
hands without a lot of effort. So
I was able to pay long before
the closing date for joining the Forum, scheduled on the 9th,
10th, 11th of January and on the evening of January 13, 1998.

i had spent
my whole
life in that

corner...

In the registration forms I (and the 190 other participants)
had to write what results we expected from the Forum. I wrote
something like "More space inside and around me, feel
myself more free towards other people, more love for myself,
more energy..."

★★★

T

he forum: three-days long, from 9 in the morning ‘till about
11 in the evening, with only a few short breaks and a onehour dinner break in the evening.
Iron discipline: all sessions start at
the exact time in an uncomfortably cold, air-conditioned room.
A crowd of some 190 Dutch people: from about 25 till 75 years
old. At the final evening, about
three quarters of the participants
said that at a certain moment they
felt like leaving.

...and i
could
not come
out of it

After the first hour, I already felt
tempted to leave the room. We
were told that we could have our 695 Guilders back if we left
right away. “What exciting things I could do with this money for
the next three days,” I thought.
My curiosity towards what might happen here won, so I
stayed. The Forum coach was Jinendra, a small Indian man,
who lives in San Francisco. We could not have had a better
coach: charismatic, experienced, spiritual, and with a sense of
humour. And even he denied that the Forum had anything to
do with religion or spirituality.
The first day was about the Forum Rules, about discipline. "If
you can be committed to doing the Forum, you can be committed to other issues in life," Jinendra talked and talked. I
became completely spaced out, complained to myself that
I had chosen to be here in this cold desert. I drifted off. I was
back in church. My parents forced me to go as a young boy,
expecting that I would grow into a good Christian. I was suffering in my Sunday suit, which itched and gave me electric
shocks. I couldn’t wait until the liberating "Amen", after which
I could run to the toilet and then to the free world outside.
Back to the Forum: the subject in the afternoon was ‘really listen to what other people tell us’. Usually, we don't listen to the
other person and we project our story onto them. We also
carry burdens with us throughout our lives—not the facts that
happened, but the stories we attach to the facts. Hearing the
explanation on the aspects of listening, I drifted off to our
faerie heart-circles. I realized, once more, how important it is
for one to speak from the heart, without interruption of others.
This listening becomes an aspect of the heart...
Since attending the Forum, I hear the perpetuating voice of
Jinendra in many situations. In general, the message that is
presented there is not a new one. In fact, it is an ancient, spiritual message, but in a streamlined giftwrap. Inside that wrapping is a pressure cooker in which the participants are cooked
until they relieve their steam about emotional views of them-

On the second day, the mechanism of the eternal wheel of
cause and effect was explained. In it, we are trapped until we
step out of it either by death or by some enlightening experiences. An example: a person who, during his/her childhood—the most perceptive time of our lives—hears from
parents or other role models that he/she is nothing and will
never become anything, could become a successful/
famous/rich person later in life. The more successful, richer, or
more famous the person becomes, the more intensely the
underlying wound is experienced. For example, the person
that feels helpless in his/her childhood becomes a psychotherapist, a doctor, etc. How many rich and famous people have ended up in total depression, addiction, alcoholism,
or suicide? "How many gifted, loving men have I known who
tried so hard to cover up their wounds in life and contracted
AIDS—as their possibility to transformation," I wondered.
"And how much have I always been a victim of live, apart
from all the strategies to cover that up?”

Writing letters to people, with whom we’ve had arguments,
was our homework for the next day. I did this kind of intense
work on forgiveness years ago. I remember writing a letter to
my father, who had died many years before, reading it aloud,
crying, in one of the power spots (vortexes) in Sedona,
Arizona. There, I could make peace with him on a soul level.
Since then, his wedding ring, which I inherited, is melted into
my own golden ring. I always wear it—I sense that he is guiding me, in a way that he could not in his lifetime, when we
were like strangers to each other. I'm sure that he made me go
to the Forum.
A few weeks before the Forum, a faerie in London upset me
when he said "stop it", just as I wanted to tell him about my
Forum plans. My story about this ‘stop it’ went beyond what
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So, I sat myself in front of my word processor ("almost a
dinosaur," according to Kulov), with some pleasant music in
the background, and I wrote about the Forum—in fact I wrote
about myself. What I’ve written so far is just the introduction.

happened. So often I heard this in life, in a world of rejection,
anger, and disappointment. I wondered what made him
tell me to "stop it". This became the topic of my first homework assignment.

selves—”I'm great, but deep down I'm too good,” “I always
have to please people,” ” I'm worthless,” “I'm never satisfied,”
etc.—and about completing unfinished business with parents,
relatives, and (ex)partners. Forum participants were asked to
call those people or write letters to them—to apologize for not
really listening to them and/or blaming them for what happened to them in their lives.

Leuchtende Wunden 6, by Sambajallo

The Forum days were very intense. I had some insights and
what is known as a ‘breakthrough’. So I am happy I did it and
I’d like to share my experiences. "Why don't you write something about it?" asked Kulov, our editoress.

"Write a letter to a person that damaged you in such a way
that you created the skill or profession which helped you
forward in life", was our homework for the third Forum day. I
really did not know whom, in particular, to write such a letter.
It was late Saturday evening, and I went to my usual hangout—a gay bar on the Amstel. I could not connect with the
crowd there, so I spent my time at the window, staring outside
at the water and the sparks of the city lights dancing on it. As
usual, I felt as an outsider amongst the crowd in the bar, as I
often feel in the world. I cried on my way home. In this
‘perfect’ mood I started to write the letter to everyone around
me, to the whole world. I saw myself thrown between two
basic views: "I'm not good
enough" and "I'm too good for
this world", both of which failed
to give me satisfaction in my presence on this planet. I reviewed
many events in my life, from my
birth, when my mother was
unconscious, so there were no loving hands to receive me and
make me feel at ease on earth
(fact: the hospital staff pulled me
out and handed me to my mother
hours later) to many situations with lovers and other people.
The latter ones often sad, because of my basic mistrust in
humanity. I realized that I had always chosen those skills and
professions in which I could keep people at a distance. In a
way, they had to come to me.

this
anguish was
frozen
love, and
i could...

In my home town I was a successful journalist, always in
demand. I learned a lot about people and society, but was not
fulfiled, so I left the job and became a successful antique dealer. It enabled me to travel a lot, see many different countries,
sleep with many different men. I also discovered how greedy
people can be about material things. So, I was not fulfiled and
became an artist, making something different all the time, selling my children of creation all over the world. With this, I could
earn the money to do all these spiritual, psychic and healing

courses, visit ashrams, seminars, sacred places, gay men's
meetings and faerie gatherings. But I was still not fulfiled—
I was basically mistrusting everyone and being angry with
myself or with the world around me. I did not know how to stop
this dynamic. In politics, for example, country leaders would
create wars to attain illusion of fulfilment, and although I knew
all this, I was still intensely sad and angry... unfulfilled.
On the next day, I came into the Forum room crying. Was it
self pity? No, it was the basic pain of existence which I always
felt so present. "Who wants to share something about their
homework?," Jinendra asked. Together with others, I rushed to
a microphone, not knowing what exactly I was going to say.
When it was my turn to speak, the words came out on their
own. In just a few words, I told the above story which I had
conjured up from my life's history, about my existential pain
and sadness that I had always been aware of, that kept me
away from truly relating to myself and the world around me. I
heard myself say, crying, that in reality this anguish was
frozen love, and that I could give so much more to the world,
but I still did not know how.
Through the tears in my eyes, I looked at Jinendra desperately. I looked at the audience. "Just the way you did, by showing your authenticity," Jinendra replied. I closed my eyes for

I was still crying, of joy, of recognition—I felt this intense burning love. A ‘breakthrough’, as it is called in Forum terms. I
wanted to touch Jinendra's hand. He grabbed it and we
hugged. The audience was silent for a while. I noticed tears in
many people's eyes, then everyone started applauding.
Crying of happiness, I went back to my seat. Jinendra called
me back with a big smile and a big box full of tissues.
"Crying, that's what they call the blues in music," he told us.

★★★

M

any more people in the Forum had the courage to share
their live-shattering stories, experiences, and views on
themselves. Maybe sharing my experience triggered them.
Since that seminar session ‘till on the final evening, many people came to me and thanked me for what I showed.
Nothing really means anything in the endlessness of time and
space, we just give meaning to it. The last part of the Forum was
about the significance of past experiences and about building a
new future, not based on our thoughts and emotions, but on our
word, on what we commit ourselves to at the moment.
"In the beginning was the word. The word was God, the word
was from God,” was expressed in the Old Testament. Once,
years ago, I had a dream. In that dream I asked the question
"What is a cow?" And the answer came simultaneously: "A
cow is its moooooo!!!" It was a dream that made me realize
the importance of sound as a tool for creation.
On the final evening, in that hotel near Schiphol Airport, full
of Forum participants and invited guests, Jinendra told his own
life story. He also talked about the practical aspects of creating a future in the now, from the future. That, of course, would
be the subject of another Landmark Advanced Course, which
costs 1,400 Guilders. 1,100 if decided right away. I
expressed that I might do this course when I had the feeling to
do it. The ones who raised their hands in response to the question "Who is not going to do the advanced course?" were
immediately approached by the Landmark staff or volunteers
who tried to push to enroll them in this course.
The Landmark Forum is not only a beautiful experience that I
can highly recommend, but is also the product of a commercial organization. This for-profit corporation has developed a
successful system of marketing ancient truths and lessons. The
pushy approach irritated me and many others. May be it
works in the States, but not here in Europe, especially with
rebellious Dutch people, like me. ★

Milky Way Murmurs

The huge editorial staff at eff does not endorse for-profit companies
such as the Landmark Corporation, but wanted to present Anna-Lize’s
experience as one of the options for healing available throughout the
world of psychotherapy. In addition, the editoress highly recommends a
book by German psychologist Alice Miller called The Drama of the
Gifted Child. It is currently floating in faerie space, being read by some
faeries, and will be available as part of the EuroFaerie Library at both
summer gatherings, in it’s original German version, as well as in the
Dutch and English translations.

by Hans, Court Astrologer of
the EuroFaeries

I

n this article I’d like to discuss
the astrological weather for the
two summer gatherings. My disclaimer again: these are general
trends! We are all unique individuals with a free
will and can make our own choices. Take the information for
what it is and don’t live your life according to the course of the
planets. See the lights above us more as a kind of guide and
sign you can notice or ignore.

Anna-Lize, also known as Jan Willemsen, is an artist who currently
divides his time between Amsterdam and Dordrecht. She is a regular
contributor of eff and you can contact him at 31-20-6733024
(B. Florizstraat 57-I, 1071 VB Amsterdam) to get information on
the Landmark Forum and/or to talk to her about what changes have
occurred in his life after participating in it. Anna-Lize will also be
attending both of this summer’s gatherings.
The powerful photographic images throughout the article are part of
Sambajallo’s, also known as Sebastian Holzhuber, latest project called
Leuchtende Wunden (Light through Wounds). “I’m searching for rituals
to overcome the numbness of society,” says Sambajallo. “The spirit of
my art grows in my tribal community,” she continues,”as well as in my
physical materials. The social process leading to a finished artwork is
essential to my activities as an artist, where archetypal projects create
ritual events by awakening passions, memories, dreams, and remarkable personal stories. The naked human being, which is central to my
work, represents an openness to experiences both from self and others.
Tribal participants learn to inspire and support one another, to share
strength and vulnerability, to face freedom and love. My art is a participatory excursion of living substances before ever arriving on the surface
of the completed artwork. The artwork records and projects a process
of human metamorphosis, primal expressions that viewers may taste,
share and advance by confronting their own experiences of tribal
empire in self and others.” Sambajallo’s studio (Ruysdaelstraat 71E,
1071 XB Amsterdam) will be open for visits during the Gay Games on
August 3rd, 5th, & 7th at 12:00, 14:00, and 17:00 o’clock on each
date. You can also contact him by phone at: 31-20-6719875.

ARTCAMP ON AMELAND: JULY 17–24

On Friday evening, Uranus makes the beginning of this gathering a little bit restless.
On Saturday, there can be a lot of frolic and fun, because the
God Jupiter will show his face.
On Sunday afternoon, Pluto makes the atmosphere a little bit irritating, so avoid confrontations. Wait until the evening, take a
walk on your own for an inner cleansing and return refreshed.
Sunday night, the Goddess Venus enters into the sign of
Cancer and that will give a perfect atmosphere of coziness,
intimacy, tenderness, and good fellowships. Look for a cozy
corner and cuddle up. This is the time for tender romance!
On Monday, we will have an excellent day for dreaming and
enthusiasm. Perhaps you’ll see the world too rosy, but have fun
and fall in love. The Gods Neptune and Jupiter will make this
day unforgettable. You’ll have the feeling that the whole world
belongs to you and you’ll think it will never end.
On Tuesday, Neptune causes a little bit of chaos in the morning,
but in the afternoon, there can be a very nice atmosphere under
the influence of the Goddess of Love. There is one problem:
under the influence of Saturn, it is rather difficult to express exactly what you feel. This is valid for Tuesday and Wednesday, as
well. Love affairs in this period will have a STIFF and difficult start.
On Wednesday, the atmosphere gets more restless and impulsive thanks to a not-very-happy reunion of the God of War
Mars with the God of Impatience Uranus. Think good before
you go into action, otherwise you could regret it! This is valid
for Wednesday and Thursday, as well.
On Thursday, it is the right time for having fun and creating
theatre or any other drama-involving medium, because the Sun
and the Moon are both in the fiery Leo sign. Today, you can
be the little boy you once were or always wanted to be. The
restlessness of yesterday is still there, so don’t sit still but
dance, walk, bike, move, have fun, make love, and feel great.
Again, this is an excellent day for the arts, performances,
painting, theatre workshops, etc!
Friday will be a hectic and agitated day, with almost no rest nor
time to spend together and say the things which need be said.
Astrologically, there is a completion, because the restless/rebellious God Uranus who welcomed you on the evening of the
arrival is waving goodbye on this day of departure.

TERSCHELLING IV: AUGUST 10–21

The astrological weather for the first four days is excellent.
Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday have quite an agreeable
atmosphere with good social communication. Great possibilities for making a party—you can sing, dance, and celebrate!
Good moments for sense of community and creating that
special faerie atmosphere. This splendid beginning of the
gathering is the consequence of the temporary marriage
between the optimistic Jupiter and the Goddess of Love Venus.
Thursday, August 13th, is the most romantic day. Venus enters
into the sign of Leo. She creates a playful and creative atmosphere of falling in love and flirtation. The God Neptune is also
present and he provides the romantic mood with a rosy glow
(valid for Thursday and Friday, as well). Be careful if you fall
in love, because you can easily create too many illusions.
On Friday, the 14th, the atmosphere gets less romantic and
more realistic. In the afternoon, try not to talk too much and be
aware of what you tell, for this is a dangerous time for gossip.
During Saturday, the 15th, the God Pluto comes out of his shelter. In the days after, he causes intense emotions and a possibility for confrontations and eruptions of bottled up anger.
Don’t react impulsively and think before you act!
On Monday, the 17th, Pluto makes a connection with the
Goddess of Love and that results in intense reactions and emotions within love affairs. You can also experience a strong
need to control your partner. In the most extreme cases, there
can be a love obsession.
On Tuesday and Wednesday, the 18th & 19th, you could become
a little impatient and restless. Jupiter makes you exaggerating
in almost everything. Don’t make promises you can’t keep!
On Thursday and Friday, the last days of this gathering, there
can be misunderstandings in communication. On the day of
departure, Uranus makes a disharmonic connection to Venus,
which is a bad constellation for teamwork and cooperation
(cleaning, etc.). There could be a tendency that everyone
works on their own and pays no attention to their surroundings. On this day, you might need your own space and could
create a distance between you and others, as if already
releasing yourself unconsciously. After your arrival at home,
there will be an eclipse in the
late night hours, which can
make you feel exhausted. But
this kind of eclipse can bring
you down to earth—grounding
you by facing reality and seeing Terschelling as a beautiful
faerie dream that is now over,
probably leaving a trace of
sweet memories for a long time.
That’s all for now. And please
don’t let the murmurs sway your
milky way. ★

Hans Oving has the official title of
Court Astrologer of the EuroFaeries. For personal astrological charts
and palm readings, you can contact him at: 31-20-6968773. Her
readings are extremely accurate.

photo by Anna-Lize

a moment, took a deep breath,
experienced my pain, and
experienced a wave of warm
energy at the same time. My
frozen love melted in a flash. I
was extremely sad, extremely
fulfiled. Many pieces of the jigsaw puzzle fell in their place
during that flash. That very
moment, I became the name
that Oshio gave me when I became a sannyassin, ‘Deva
Samarpana’, the one who surrenders to the Divine. In that
flash I also saw my life of contradictions and unfulfillments
come to a standstill. I was out of the wheel for a timeless
moment. The moment of my real sannyas to LIFE.
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...give so
much more
to the
world, but
i did not
know how
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The group attendance of the exhibit on Shamanism at the
Troppenmuseum in Amsterdam was soooo much fun. Ten
faeries, including the recently re-united Sergei & Maarten,
were engulfed in written & visual information for hours. Lotsa
videos, lotsa costumes, lotsa detail, and excellent energy of
the space. We passed out faerie eggs and left some in the
bathroom and on the information table to bewilder the
patrons. Although the exhibit showcases shamanistic traditions
mostly from Siberia, there are also sections on shamen from
North & South America, on witchcraft, on magic mushrooms,
on cyber space, and on artists exploring shamanism such as
Joseph Beuys. Highly recommended—it lasts until August or
so. In addition to this exhibit, we also managed to squeeze
time for some coffee talk and to see the show on Mexican
masks, including a very faerie one—a combination of mustache, messy wig and gift-wrap bow, it is worn in a dance
during which the character wearing it helps Mary & Joseph
find the lost baby Jesus. Go figure!
The May Dance gatherette at Trish-Trash’s house in Bonn
started off with an extremely low energy—noone was up for
anything. There were 19 faeries present, to be exact, the highest number there to date.
photo by Bonn-Bon
Things didn’t pick up until
Saturday night, when the
May Dance, originally
‘scheduled’ for the previous
evening, turned into a
showcase of striptease and
supermodels led by Toy Toy
and David Lufthansa. The
May Pole ritual didn’t actually happen until after
Sunday’s morning circle,
right before everyone headed back home. In general,
gatherettes are too short for
a group’s energy to click
and develop, so this faerie
was confused to find that
some faeries had come for
only a single day.
The fundraising event with medium Sjoerd Hidma at the Faerie
Academie in Zunderdorp was absolutely fascinating. Sjoerd,
who’s actually very down to earth, works by using the energy
of fresh flowers to channel and visualize images from peoples’
lives. He connects what he channels to a person’s object,
without previously knowing to whom this object actually
belongs. He was always on target and due to the low number
of attendees (not good for fundraising, but great when it comes
to personal attention), he was able to spend over 10 minutes
on each one of us. It was insightful, helpful, amusing, and
again, fascinating. Thanks to Trixy and Roberto for organizing
and Jackie Monroe for hosting.
Summer Solstice Circle at the Nieuwe Meer was blessed by
excellent weather by the Goddess. A dozen faeries or so
enjoyed the first day of summer in ‘tropical’ Holland. Thank you,
Goddess! Special thanks also go to Hawaiian faerie Mark,
who’s visiting his boyfriend Geis for the summer, for taking the
initiative to focus us away from the distractions prevalent at
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these gay cruising grounds. The split-second-long tug-of-war
between the day & the night faeries resulted in ripping a piece
of one of Sim’s favourite bed sheets. As it goes, the night takes
away a piece of daylight from this point on until the Winter
Solstice. The fabric will be used as the first piece in the Faerie
Shawl/Quilt, which we’ll start sewing on Ameland. There was
time for heat-talk, faerie chatter, swimming, cruising and more.
We were finally able to contact Andrew Ramer, whose text
Searching for Gay History we featured without permission in
the Faerietales section of last issue.
He accepted our apology and sent
us a copy of his book Two Flutes
Playing, which contains Searching
for Gay History as one of the
chapters, plus now has a brand
new, previously-unpublished section. The book is available for
$12.95 plus shipping from his
publisher, Alamo Square Press,
4530 18th Street, San Francisco
CA 94114, USA, tel.1-415-8637410, fax.1-415-863-7456. If we
get enough interest from at least
five faeries, we’ll place a group
order. Let Kulov know whether
you’re interested at 31-20-4204531. Or you can contact your
local gay & lesbian booksellers and encourage them to order
it for the store and for you.
We received a letter from Sor-Cierge, from Montpellier,
France. He wanted us to re-print it here, but his handwriting
was not-so-easy to decipher, so the editoress opted to tell you
in her own words that he’s doing well, both physically & spiritually, and he’s finally able to realize his dream of visiting the
States. He’ll be spending a lot of time in (or perhaps moving
permanently to?) the faerie community in New Mexico.
Maybe you can drop him a line at: Zuni Mountain Sanctuary,
PO Box 636, Ramah NM 87321, USA.
We thought that everyone knew about Sirena, but we are still
finding people who haven’t heard. American faerie Sirena,
a.k.a. Kevin Fewell, who was at the gatherette in Germany
last October, died of a heart-attack in her hotel in Paris
last December. She’s pictured in the Chicago Faerie Frolic
photo on the front cover of this issue, dragging her stuffed
polka-dot elephant during the Gay Pride Parade last summer.
Goddess rest her soul. For those of you who knew her/him,
you may contact Penny in Chicago for more information at:
penny@ripco.com.
In the last issue, we had talked about the possibility of producing a faerie performance evening at a local theatre in
Amsterdam during the time of the Gay Games. But although
Anna-Lize referred us to a possible theatre space, we couldn’t
get enough faeries interested in the actual production of the
evening, which can be quite time-consuming and requires a lot
of fundraising. As a consequence, we decided to concentrate
our efforts on our float in the Canal Parade (see August 1 in
the Faerie Calendar section). But we need a skipper, someone
who’s experienced enough to operate our small motor boat on
the canal parade. If you know of someone, please contact
Kulov as soon as possible at: 31-20-4204531.
continues on the last page
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July 9: Full Moon Circle in Paris. Contact Efthimios at
33-1-40270295 for more information.
July 17-24: EuroFaerie Art Camp Gathering
on Ameland. Let it be clear that this gathering is not for artists
only. It is for everyone who’s willing to let their creative side
come through art and spirituality. Just think of it as a constantly ongoing talent night. A few spaces are still available. Phone
31-20-4204531 to register.
August 1: Canal Parade in Amsterdam in conjunction
with the opening of the Gay Games. Since we
didn’t get much faerie input for finding a boat, nor did we get
enough funding to rent a large one to accommodate all of us,
our participation in this year’s boat parade will be limited to
a performance for the promotion of the EuroFaeries. It will
utilize the small, self-made boat of Amsterdam faerie Joost (we
trust his engineering skills and ask the Goddess to watch over
it, so it doesn’t sink or turn over...plus we need a skipper, since
Joost will be out of town that day). It will probably be large
enough only for Tinkerbell, her bulky bubble wrap dress and
her entourage of a few drumming faeries. But we’ll also need
a few volunteers to pass out promotional postcards on the
bridges over the parade, as our tiny float passes by. Each volunteer gets a free EuroFaerie t-shirt! Contact Kulov for more
information at 31-20-4204531. The parade starts at 14:00
from Westerdok, through Korte Prinsengracht, the whole
Prinsengracht, Amstel, Zwanenburgwal, Oude Schans and
ends at Oosterdok. We need all EuroFaeries and their friends
and supporters to be there and cheer us as we parade on.
August 8: EuroFaerie circle in Vondel Park in
Amsterdam in conjunction with the closing of the Gay
Games. We encourage all the Euro and American faeries
to convene for a faerie circle on this Saturday, at 17:00 faerie
time, in the Rose Garden. We’d like to use this circle as the
grounding from all of the craziness surrounding the games
and the focus before we venture out to Terschelling on the
Monday after. Don’t bring your drums—drumming is not
allowed in the park, but bring vegetarian snacks. It is also a
full moon, so those faeries who’d like to stay ‘till dark for the
cruising may be in for an exciting night. Contact Kulov for
more information at 31-20-4204531.
August 10-21: The Terschelling IV Gathering is
completely full and we need lots of dinner moms and food
suggestions. Contact Lekker Ding for advance dinner-mom
booking and/or cooking suggestions at 31-10-5120972.
September 19: Fall Equinox Circle at Eunice’s
house in Zeist. This is a pot-luck (everyone brings a vegetarian dish) & drumming circle as we enjoy the last days of
Eunice’s garden. We’ll gather around 16:00 faerie time. If
you’d like to stay the night and have a faerie brunch the next
day, bring a tent—Eunice’s house is tiny—Tass takes up all of
the space, but he’s very good at giving directions. Phone Tass,
so he can let Eunice know that you’re coming (and for directions) at 31-30-6920576.
DRUMMING WORKSHOPS:
Since Paul & Cris are gone to France, where they’ll be conducting their own spiritual gatherings this summer, drumming
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workshops won’t resume until October. The first workshop is
scheduled for Saturday, October 10, at 16:00 in Paul’s studio.
Mark your calendars! More info in the next issue.
KEEP IN MIND THE FOLLOWING DATES:
October 30 – November 1, 1998: Harvest Gatherette over
Halloween at Toy-Toy & John’s house in Ter Apel. More
information in the fall issue of eff.
December 27, 1999 – January 2, 2000: Anti-Millennium
Celebration Gathering. We have reserved an enormous house
in the foresty heart of Holland, near Arnhem, for this special
event—an alternative to all of the millennium hoopla around
the world. If you want to be away from all of the craziness
expected at that time, and be in a safe/fabulous/faerie space
celebrating special moments with all of your faerie friends,
contact the EuroFaerie Headquarters to place your name on
the Anti-Millennium Mailing List, so we can keep you posted
on the scoop and registration for this event. ★
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jan 2, 2000
for more information, contact the
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continued

FAERIE LIFE. But I long to hear from
kindred faerie spirits and would
love to make contact with any from
your circle who may wish to commune with me (read about you in
RFD, No.92). Wishing you all
blessings, light, joy & fun.
D. Chalcraft (Ambrosia), Group 9
C24, RR #1, Winlaw, B.C.,
Canada, V0G 2J0. ★

MAILING LIST UPDATES:
Mark Ibbotson, a British faerie who was at our second gathering in Terschelling, has a new faerie name, Doly-Orchid, and a
new address: Flat One/The Basement, 59 Oxford Gardens,
Ladbroke Grove, London W105 UJ, England. Doly-Orchid sent
us a fabulous collage, inspired by this newsletter, which we
hope to use as an illustration in a future issue. We also hope to
see her soon at some of our gatherings.
PERSONALS:
I’m an English Nature Boy/Faerie living in the woods of British
Columbia. I spend my days communing with NATURE & her
CREATURES and leading a simple, harmonious, vegetarian
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...but most importantly, stay connected and in touch with the EuroFaerie community!
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eff (EuroFaerie Facts) is edited and designed by Kulov. Very special thanks go to Sim Lee and Geert Volkmar for their tremendous help in the production of this issue. Sincerest apologies go to those faerie photographers whose photos, being part of the EuroFaeries’ archives, were used without
permission. Send your comments, inquiries and entries to:
Noordeindseweg 107a, 2651 LG Berkel en Rodenrijs, The Netherlands, tel/fax: 31-10-5120972, e-mail: americanvoices@wxs.nl
Please photocopy and distribute this newsletter or phone 31-20-4204531 to request additional original copies. © 1998.

Noordeindseweg 107a
2651 LG Berkel en Rodenrijs
THE NETHERLANDS
www.eurofaerie.org
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subscribe
hey faeries,

eff is the quarterly, 12-page-or-more-long, newsletter of the EuroFaerie community. It
comes out around the times of the two solstices and the two equinoxes. It is published
in English and it’s geared not only to communicate internationally, but also to promote
the faerie movement in Europe. Plus, it is well designed.
If you’ve received the last couple of issues, it has been your source for faerie news,
happenings & events, inspirational articles, astrological perspectives, gathering information, personal contacts, faerie dish & twists and much, muuuuuuuuuuuch more (as
long as it fit on 12 pages). But most importantly, it has been your connection
with the EuroFaerie community, keeping you informed of what’s going on
in the gay spiritual world—your alternative to gay urban culture.
Unfortunately, this is your last free issue! Due to rising production costs, the
EuroFaerie Fund will not be able to subsidize this newsletter (see editorial inside).
Starting with the next issue, Fall 1998, eff will become self-supporting—relying completely on subscriptions from its readers. So, in order to receive the next and following
issues, you must subscribe. This is the only way for us to keep up with the costs and for
you to stay connected and informed, including about future gatherings. So, faeries,
keep the EuroFaerie ball rolling by sending in this subscription form or
bringing it to our next event and/or gathering.

to eff

the quarterly newsletter of
the EuroFaerie community
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25 German Marks
15 US Dollars
10 British Pounds
My Grand Total is:

N

D

R

A

or

shipping

by ordering or
reserving your items
now and picking
them up in person
at our next
EuroFaerie event
or gathering!
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including any fund-raising
items and/or donations

Tel_______________________________________ Fax____________________________________

______________________________

❑ Please enter my name into the Anti-Millennium Gathering Mailing List

For payment, you can mail cash, at your own risk, to our ‘headquarters’ Noordeindseweg 107a, 2651 LG Berkel en Rodenrijs,
The Netherlands, www.eurofaerie.org or deposit your Grand Total straight into our EuroFaerie bank account to: D. Kulov, Postbank
Nederland, Berkel en Rodenrijs, account no. 7847541. Make sure that you cover the receiving charges on our end, as well as your
transfer costs. Call 31-20-4204531 with any questions or to order by phone.

E

G

25 German Marks
15 US Dollars
10 British Pounds

postcards:
The original image for the front cover of our (eu)RFD booklet
was originally produced in color. It is much more beautiful
than in black and white, so we decided to produce our own
postcard. Eunice had used special filters to get that intense
blue of the Terschelling sky in combination with the green
grass & Kulov’s bright orange hair, listening for faerie murmurs
on the ground. We wish that we can show it to you here in
color, but that’s not possible. Trust us, it’s absolutely
gorgeous! Prices per postcard are as follows (shipping is
not included):

front: Summer Murmurs (the site and playground of EuroFaerie gatherings for spiritual
queer folk in Terschelling, The Netherlands)
concept: Kulov, photography: Eunice ©

front

Country_______________________________________ e-mail________________________________

V

N

Our brand-new t-shirts are 100% cotton and are available in
Mediums(M), Larges(L) & Extra-Larges(XL). They are black
and all art is printed in hot pink. The front carries our
EuroFaerie butterfly logo, which is printed to the left, right
where the heart is. The back of the t-shirt has ‘EuroFaeries’ written across the upper half. Wear them with
EuroFaerie Pride everywhere you go! Prices per
t-shirt are as follows (shipping is not included):

City________________________________________________ Postal Code_____________________
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t-shirts:

on

ACTS

Address_____________________________________________________________________________
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e have some new items which we’ll hope to fund-raise
and promote with for the next couple of years.

Name/Faerie Name_________________________________________________________________
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save

❑ Yes, I would like to subscribe to eff
❑ No, but I’d like to order some fund-raising materials (see other side)
including priority-mail postage ❑ No, but I’d like to donate to the EuroFaerie Fund
or

U

25 Dutch Guilders

EUROFAERIE

rates:
for 4 issues,

25 Dutch Guilders

F

Y

We’d like to know what your long-term vision of the EuroFaeries is. What do you seek from the EuroFaeries? How do you see the community in the future—what would you like to see happen, both in terms of gatherings & events, and in terms of achieving a long-term
goal. Write in the space below or on a separate sheet and mail it to the above address or e-mail us via our web site. Also see
editorial page inside this newsletter.

shop
you
drop

1 Dutch Guilder
or

www.eurofaerie.org

F

back

rfd:
We are completely sold out of
the hand-made booklets we
were fund-raising with in the
last issue, but we still have
copies of the winter issues of
RFD (with our EuroFaerie section at the center). And this time
at a reduced price per
issue (shipping is not included):

till

1 German Mark
75 US Cents
50 British Pennies

✄
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or

▼

see back page
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Please use the address information on the other side of this flier.
For shipping charges, add 20% of your subtotal for European
deliveries and 30% of your subtotal for any deliveries outside of
Europe. For payment, you can mail cash, at your own risk, to
our ‘headquarters’ or deposit your total sum straight into our
EuroFaerie bank account to: D. Kulov, Postbank Nederland,
Berkel en Rodenrijs, account no. 7847541.
items

how many size

10 Dutch Guilders
10 German Marks
6 US Dollars
4 British Pounds

R

subtotal:
shipping:

20% inside Europe, 30% everywhere else

total:

price

