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Going to a live fuck show is probably not the best way to recover from a bad mushroom trip. But I figured it was worth a try.


Amsterdam is a city founded on bad ideas. Paying women behind windows for sex, buying psychotropics over-the-counter, perusing dark alleys in excited, cash-loaded clusters, they’re all to be had in the town with fame but no shame. For years people like us, all of us, have dreamed of coming here. To take advantage of The Legend. The rumors and stories circulating college dorms like tornadoes of suspicious smoke, they speak of a place where it’s “okay to do this”. These four words turn out to be stronger than was known. Looking round at each other, repeating the words in released disbeliefs, the guilt crumbles down. 

Okay to do this.


Sitting pyramid over a bought bowl shaped to an ancient face with eyes of amber, we name this creature Ming then fill his head with combustibles, light the fucker and suck it right back out. Ming doesn’t understand what we’re doing, but his is not to judge. He was after all, born and raised in Amsterdam. Land of meat and rock. Land where meat turns verb and rock is how hard they want you. 

Mister Psychotropic says: “The wind never ends when I’M IN THIS. Sirens spread over the glass like a sweet juice, waters of the chicken to sweeten how he’s beaten.”

I never question Mister Psychotropic.


The Amsterdam War Memorial is the worst statue I’ve ever seen. It looks thrown together, lack of planning and thinking. I think they were doing some of this when they built it. It doesn’t even matter anymore, every AmsterDamien reinvented eyesight. No more of this one version vision deal. One woman sees me a rotted out puppet turned street vulture, wings spread out and fanning the blood at her. She collects and repents, ripping up the sidewalk for sleep. Jump-push says her finger until I’m awake and answering.

At least that’s how Mister Psychotropic explained it to me.


Earlier I was huddled in a ball, on the bed and crying, crying that I didn’t know what I needed. I don’t know what I need right now I don’t know what I need right now… Curling and curling in tighter until I’m black and scabbed and falling through the years, a hundred to a centipede. A million legs tickling one another. Here at the bottom, I hate it. I got here because of the mutants.

Earlier we were walking, past my dream of becoming an air tank spraying white powder, and into the zoo. The girls, my girlfriend and her friend, had smoked while calling our gay friend in Scotland. While they did this I crouched to the ground and ate an entire box of mushrooms, all except the few I swallowed at the wild cats stalking, the bits I swallowed in the embarrassment of the balding parrot (it’s fine for the fucking eagles but not me, he says). The zoo felt good, natural, out where the beauty could fall on us and trickle down our walk-bloody lips.


The building wasn’t a good idea though. I never thought so.


But I followed, fucking followed through the rounded rooms with sphere-tanks of fish living under unique polarities. Angles and zones that misdirect the eye into flights of vomit-feel and translucent fluorescent effervescence, trying to get out and museum-read the next vexed text.

Following the signs. Following the stick-on footprints. Well I’ll tell you what following does for you. Following finds freaks.


We’re in the room.




       Glass cases of scientific apologies.
                     Screaming            so still. One cat with two heads, stuffed and screaming still. So still.     Jars have high-class glass and formal-wear formaldehyde. Hiding children. They’re hiding fucking children inside, babies who didn’t come out right, babies who didn’t get it, get a chance to be me or breathe with me. It could be me and not he. In that jar of mutate, it could be me and not he. FUC K it could be me and not he.


I come out not the same. I resurface wanting to go to our fake home, and we enter the temporary womb but it ignores my crying and I find it’s cold lap to drown in.


Hours. Hours. Hours Hours Hours Hours later I’m still in bed thinking if you photocopy me it’ll make a decent fake ID. You need to be a person to get into what they’re talking about next: smoking then find-entering a fuck show. I feel not up to it, but down to it: I’ve fallen as far as possible, if I’m not down for this now I’ll never be.

Shove your way through the bums and the crack-heads and the blowjob lights and you find it, the granite penis statue with water shooting out and the balls floating in the infini-fuck. The neon pink magnet has brought us here, the Bat Signal of Hole-Slam slicing the dark above us with it’s dirt. Amsterdam canals lay open and wet around us, hoping at us, hoping we’ll push in and look, step up and lay down in the garbage. 


We pay admission charges and step around the final no-show wall, the Madonna song thick and wet on us. Express yourself, don’t repress yourself. On stage its pink and blue neon lighting up the circle-jerk stage featuring the fuck. Right there, rows ahead, a blowjob. A mean blowjob where he’s shaved and she’s going, going, living it, fighting his urge to loosen, warring with his pleasure forgetters to harden us all, harden the seats, the theater, harden the night.

Our chairs, they’re barely chairs. The seats are like movies on television: condensed for time, edited for content. We’re not allowed to be comfortable; we’re in a place where comfortable means genitalia is coming out. That to me sounds like the perfect home, where that rule reigns. Apparently it’s not for a place of business.

But we’re laughing, and that makes us not one of them. If we’re laughing we’re not weird or creepy or slutty or horny or stalky or sweat-slimey or covered in milk-water. No, we’re having that kind of fun that doesn’t anger the mop guy. 


Our fun doesn’t create hard patches.


It’s not when the annoying foreign bitch sits on my lap that we want to leave. It’s not when she dances to the front and begins pulling things out of herself, out of her SELF, questions in me of what felt hard against my leg. It’s not the guy in the monkey suit jerking off his plastic that water-comes into the crowd that makes us want to go.


It’s the black guy dressed as a doctor, trying to fuck the fat nurse despite his quickly deflating ego/cock. Her laughter doesn’t help, the spinning stage doesn’t help, the curtain coming down to take them away helps only the inner children dying inside us all.

In Amsterdam you will either think you’re extinct, or something extinct is come back to life.


In Amsterdam you will feel, punch and smell god, or discover that you are s/him.


You will have bad ideas and make big mistakes, because the first was to come here and certainly for longer than seven hours. You will laugh and cry until it hurts, and that’s just the stuff you’re imagining. That’s before it gets real on you.


It’s here, and only here, that going to a live fuck show is the best way to recover from a bad mushroom trip. If that doesn’t explain Amsterdam nothing will.
