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Can't smoke 
on the metro.

So that's it? Fuck Mother 
Earth, and  her resources, 
so you can get a few fags 
in before city limits?

We should 
take the metro.
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 To get on a plane is to be free. To have the money and time and friendships to conquer a long weekend in Amsterdam is a special kind of 

wonderful. I never stop counting my blessings when, just a short time after the plane has taken off, I 

stretch my legs and pull my luggage into a country where I wasn’t born, but one which I still 

have the privilege to see. Those who can simply hop on trains are a bit luckier, but just think 

how much nicer we have it than the Americans. Still though, as me and my mate drag our 

belongings to the cab, I can’t help but feel distracted and disgusted by the obvious- most of the 

people landing in the Amsterdam airport today are young, male and white- meaning that it is 

highly unlikely they’re going to be bonding over the Dutch masters while eating bitterballenbruid. 

You can spot it immediately in the way they scan the airport with overtly excited eyes as though 

expecting to be greeted by a chorus line of women in their knickers. They’re obtuse and 

annoying, especially the Americans, whose lack of awareness is staggering. “You mean to say 

that some of those women don’t want to be prostitutes?” 

 No, gorgeous women from all over the world traveled all this way, just to stand in a 

window like merchandise for men and boys on holiday- because it’s their idea of fun. Are you 

having a laugh? 
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Angelica, sedate but excited, leaned over gently towards me from her seat on the other side of 

the taxi. “I’ll never get over how many bikes there are,” she said smiling, blue eyes lit up and 

flashing and what’s usually a trivial, over noticed detail, seems glorious when she says it with so 

much praise. I smiled, dropping one arm over her.  

 “Well, it’s 6pm now. Shall we check in, meet Margaret, get dinner and then see what 

trouble we can find?” 

 “Absolutely,” She said.  

 

 Margaret, The Flirt. Margaret who took an earlier flight, she said because her office 

closed early, but it’s really because she likes privacy on foreign soil. She likes the potential to 

squeeze in a romance without the prying eyes of her mates. She is what some would refer to as 

‘that girl,’ you know, the only one in a group of women whose novelty towards her sexuality 

drawing attention lasted beyond secondary school. Still, I would be lying if I didn’t say that you 

will never have as much fun with anyone as you will on a night out with her. She’s like the Piped 

Piper of well, not rats exactly, but … yeah, sometimes they’re rats and when they’re not, they’re 

definitely man-children. I once saw a guy she’d met at the airport that afternoon board a red eye 

flight from his vacation in Prague to London because she’d texted him that she was at a bar in 

the East End. Another one left his girlfriend at a nightclub to follow us to some dive that even we 

didn’t want to go to. There was a third story, well I don’t exactly remember why that bloke had 

punched the other one, but I know she had something to do with it. Not exactly the best guys on 

the market (and some aren’t on the market officially), but I’ll admit, it’s fun to see what kind of 

hoops she gets them to jump through. Tonight, The Flirt is wearing a short, sparkly silver 

number and she stands out in Amsterdam, which is so sedate and natural hued. She’d blend in 

better in San Diego or Los Angeles or really most major American cities, but she’s not too 

interested in blending in and as we dine, she’s already looking around from table to table for 
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someone just attractive enough. She looks how I imagine a conman does when finding their 

marks.  

 Angelica is sitting, reserved, drinking a glass of white wine. Although, I admit she’s more 

beautiful than either of us, she’s never used a man for anything. She’s friendly and sweet 

natured and probably the last adult woman alive who still believes in fairytales. Then of course, 

there’s me. I’ve been told I’m pretty and I can certainly be charming, but the problem is, I can 

never force a trite conversation over a real one. I don’t want to talk about the latest tweets from 

the Kardashians, I want to talk to someone who listens and cares and is angered and moved 

when I tell them that human trafficking is a billion dollar industry, when I tell them that there are 

still groups of refugees, floating on poorly made boats going from country to country seeking aid 

and being refused. It doesn’t mean that I don’t want to drink and do drugs and go to concerts 

and talk with my friends, but for god sake’s, why is there this veil of willful ignorance over my 

entire generation and why am I shunned for talking about it?  

 “Oh, he’s cute,” Margaret purred and I looked up to see a tall, dark and handsome Indian 

gentleman walking the length of the restaurant, wearing a dour expression. She smiled 

seductively at him and he didn’t notice, merely glancing once and then away and she turned 

back towards the table, her face scowling with the insult. “Nevermind, where’s he’s from women 

probably only weigh seven stone,” she said. 

 “Jesus Margaret! That’s fucking racist,” I say and even Angelica, someone who never 

likes to ruffle feathers on anything, shoots her a raise eyebrow. Just then our food comes and 

Margaret looked truly relieved to not have to hear what I’ll say next.  
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 Hours later, we danced at the too loud Club American and the Indian guy, who’s name I 

didn’t hear had come along for the ride. He noticed Margaret (of course he did), but was so shy 

that it took him awhile to act and only then, awkward half sentences at the bar. Now he’s 

dancing with her, hips completely static and one arm raised as though he might fall at any 

minute and it occurred to me that maybe he just does everything in an awkward way. A tall 

blonde man, topless, and holding a 1920’s style cigarette tray walked up to me with a huge 

smile and a plethora of drugs, displayed on the tray prettier than any jewelry catalogue. “What 

can I get you, girl?” The impression of the American term of endearment jarring on his tongue. 

Also jarring is the casual way that drugs are sold here. No big deal, just another Saturday night. 

I opened my wallet, deciding on a few different varieties of pot and handing over some cash. 

“Thanks, dude,” he said formally and walked off and I looked around for my mates, Margaret, 

already bored the moment her conquest stopped playing hard to get and Angelica, looking as 

out of place as Botticelli’s Venus would look in the grinding, sweating, delirious, half-naked 

backdrop of a Bosch painting.  

 

 Four hours later we were just about to call it a night when two Americans, absolutely 

worst for the wear, but beaming with energy set their sights on us. As expected, Angelica was a 

sultry dear in the headlights and as expected, Margaret was displeased, pulling her focus away 

from the Indian guy whose name I never did get and weighing her options, but it was too late 

and one of the Americans, one who oscillated from charming to someone about to get into a bar 

fight and back again had already focused on me. Our Indian friend looked despondent, like a 

man losing his audience and about to walk off stage. Out of a strange mercy for the led on and 

dismissed or maybe because the man who was flirting with me is a particularly charming brand 

of psychotic, I slapped him on the shoulder in a friendly way, finding one of those drug vendors 

(this time a topless woman in a baseball cap and a opened jersie - Americans are weird) and 

buying everyone a round of Molly.  



13 

 
The Indian didn’t indulge, but he smiled at me in a ‘thanks for the consolation prize’ sort of way, 

but then we all watched karma (and quite honestly nature) unfold when the more attractive of 

the two Americans turned away from Margaret and dipped glorious low, offering his hand to 

Angelica and she accepted with a charming giggle and they danced, Margaret shrugging, 

admitting defeat. The one who had attached himself to me was not unattractive, but he pulled 

me close by the hips so rapidly that if we weren’t in a crowded nightclub, I’d probably have 

slapped him. He was much and already a little off, but eh, it’s was a Saturday and I was having 

fun and so I popped a Molly into his mouth and handed out the rest to my friends - those I’ve 

known for years and those who’ve just stumbled into our night.  
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