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			Foreword

			By Henk de Vries, owner of The Bulldog

			Let me start by writing HUGO in capital letters, because that’s how Hugo is in my heart. We started as two street kids in the Red Light District and we grew up in that fantastic neighbourhood. We had the same hundreds of uncles, aunts, grandfathers, grandmothers, you name it. And of course Major Bosshardt of the Salvation Army, who guided us through our childhood. She was my family guardian and we received a lot of love from her. The most important people in my youth were also the most important people in Hugo’s youth: the Van de Velde family, Frits van de Wereld of the hash cutter Lammie and gambling house Mata Hari, Joop de Vries of Casa Rosso, the old generation of brothel keepers and catering entrepreneurs.

			We also had the same jobs in our youth: running errands for the prostitutes, the greengrocer, the baker, right down to some hustling and all kinds of help for the old gangsters. And then came the 1970s. I opened a clandestine coffee house in 1974. Basically it was the normal coffee house formula, but I also sold cannabis, initially mostly for locals. But that soon changed. Hugo, for example, showed up with a tourist but went in alone, to buy a piece of stuff. I gave him an extra, empty bag. On the spot he split that stuff in half and threw it in two bags, went out and sold one bag for the price of two. That’s what I call hustling. Thanks to Hugo’s new input, I started approaching tourists on the street myself. I had ten guys who brought clients to me and Hugo was the very best because he brought clients not only for small pieces, but also for kilos. Even then he always wanted to earn one hundred percent. I once bought a few containers of black Pakistani, but that was too much to sell in the coffeeshop. Hugo, the best hustler, then relieved me of that entire cargo for the best price, because I only sold super quality in The Bulldog.
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			I was eight years older and thus eight years ahead of Hugo, so I knew what to expect during the worst period of the 1970s when hard drugs were on the rise and when I saw my childhood friends and blood brothers, like Hugo, go down, go to that shit. I was and still am one hundred percent pro cannabis and one thousand percent against hard drugs (which for me doesn’t include trips, lsd and ecstasy, by the way). And then unfortunately came the turning point. Hugo turned out to be no match for heroin and cocaine. We developed a love-hate relationship and I went in a different direction. Hugo was welcome at my place as a real pal when he was clean, but had to stay away when he had used hard drugs. Again, when Hugo ran into problems when he used drugs, when he was held in prison or his fridge was empty, I was always there for him and helped him where needed, right up to prison in the usa.

			But this brotherhood, loyalty and love for each other is mutual throughout our lives. I can therefore look back on a life as a good friend of Hugo, for whom I have a lot of respect because he has been able to climb out of a very deep valley so many times. It’s unique how he was able to win those battles against heroin and cocaine.

			I am proud of how firmly Hugo stands in life now. That is the philosophy of The Bulldog: How do I keep my friends and blood brothers on a joint and how do they get rid of the hard drugs? Hugo is a role model for others who are or will be in the same position.

		

	
		
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			Warmoesstraat

			I was born on April 11, 1957 at Warmoesstraat 73, between the bars and the hookers. The house is still there. From the street side you can’t see how big it is. It has a huge back house. Above us lived Klaverstijn, who owned café Leentje further up the street, a cozy old-fashioned pub. Below us lived the amazing Appie de Jong. His café, Mexico Ranch, was on the ground floor.

			There were five of us: my parents, two brothers and myself, the middle one. Two older brothers and an older sister had already left home. I was a greedy baby, my mother told me: ‘When you sucked my nipples, it was as if a pincer was attached to them. How that hurt! You sucked everything up.’

			More families with many children lived in the Warmoesstraat, such as the Teters family. One of those guys later became a good boxer. My friends and I were out all day, playing in empty houses and watching the hookers on Oude­kerks­plein. Nannie was one of the first hookers I got to know. She was a neighbour, a guy who had become a woman. A very nice, big woman. She lived above café Leentje. Who wanted to fuck a guy? But she was so sweet. Many guys who came drunk from nightclub Ponderosa in the Warmoesstraat would go to her and say afterwards: ‘Wow, never in my life have I had such a good blow job!’

			In summer, life took place on the streets. I still remember Aunt Gre sitting in front of her hotel, or Aunt Trees, who owned a café on the corner of Koningsstraat. Aunt Riek was the loudmouth of the Nieuwmarkt and always sat in front of her café De tramhalte. When the women weren’t sitting on the sidewalk, they were hanging out of the window. They kept an eye on everything through ‘spies’ – mirrors on a handle attached to the window frame. You don’t see those things anymore. As I got older, my mother’s spy proved very useful to see if a cop was coming.

			Those mothers, aunts and grandmothers were usually cleaning and washing. Washing machines and hoovers were for the rich, with us everything went by hand. Rugs were whisked out of the window and mops and cloths were squeezed out above the street. You had to look up all the time when you walked outside. The laundry nearby was expensive and it didn’t get clean, my mother thought. As a child, I was washed in a big tub, but not every day. We didn’t get a shower until I was six. We did not have central heating. In winter, there were oil stoves at home that provided little heat. I also remember getting a telephone, which was special. Now people are talking to their phones all day long. In the old days, if someone walked down the street talking to himself, you were dealing with a madman.

			I could hear exactly which neighbourhood someone was from. People from the Jordaan sounded different than those from the Red Light District, from the Kinker-neighbourhood or from the Zeedijk, Amsterdam’s biggest slum in terms of drugs. Normally I didn’t leave my neighbourhood. Why should I? We only made an exception for our Ajax on the Middenweg; we climbed over the fence there to watch the matches. Amsterdam North was another planet that I certainly didn’t visit. At most, my friends and I occasionally took the ferry to look at the boats on the IJ river. We walked to the Tolhuis and the docks, less than twenty meters away, and later in the day took the ferry back to Central Station.

			The rubbish in our street was swept up every day by street sweepers with long brooms. Many people dumped their rubbish in the canal. According to my mother, they were paupers and anti-socials. Even when it froze, everyone threw their rubbish on the ice: garbage, rubbers, entire beds and filthy mattresses with piss stains. Locals cleaned the areas between the bridges so that we children could skate laps. Under the bridges the ice was thin, but if you skated hard enough you could slide just under the bridge without sinking through the ice. Unlucky people were fished out with a ladder.

			It used to freeze more often. In my memory, we had a white Christmas every year. When there was snow, we made huge slides on the Nieuwmarkt and in the playgrounds. Flattening snow and sliding back and forth until such a track was as smooth as a mirror. The trick was to slide from start to finish. Neighbours used to shake glowing ashes from their coal stoves over it, so the oldies wouldn’t break their necks. In winter, I wore clogs with old newspapers in them on the Waterlooplein. When it got warmer, I wore thin-soled plastic sandals. If you stepped on glass or a nail, it was immediately stuck in your foot. Still, most children wore them, because they cost nothing.

			In summer, we fished rubbers out of the canal with a stick or a bamboo fishing rod. We handled those things very carefully, because we knew very well what was inside. After we had filled them with canal water, we tied them up and we waited for tour boats. From a bridge we waved innocently at the occupants, who waved back happily, and then we ran to the other side of the bridge and threw one of those condoms filled with water and grease into those boats. Tourists were English, French and Krauts, and everyone knew at the time that Krauts were ‘wrong’ because of the war. I must have been six or seven years old then. By the time I got to high school, I was wearing glasses, health insurance glasses. Soon they called me ‘The Cross-Eyed’. Some of the older guys knew I’d start a fight when they called me that. They challenged me on purpose so they could beat the shit out of me. That’s how I learned to fight.

			Each neighbourhood had its own gang, kids of about six or seven years old. There were girls among them too. We hardly ever fought, at most when playing football or – somewhat later – over stolen mopeds. And in the days after Christmas, when we collected Christmas trees to set on fire on New Year’s Eve at the Nieuwmarkt. We collected them from the Kinker-neighbourhood and from the posh people in Old South. It was deadly serious because we wanted our fire to be the biggest in town. There was plenty of space on the Nieuw­markt anyway. If there was a car in the square belonging to someone we didn’t like, that too would go up in flames.

		

	
		
			Father

			I wake up startled, scream and throw the covers off of me at lightning speed. Rats. My brothers and I stand up from our bed at the same time. At that moment, the bedroom door opens. I see my father’s shadow. He has woken up to our screams and is coming towards us. ‘Close that window!’ I shout. He pulls my ear, says nothing and starts beating the crap out of me. My brothers dodge away.

			Between the wall of our house and that of the neighbours, there was a gap of about twenty centimetres, a crack between the buildings. Everyone threw their junk in it; the ideal place for rats. At night, they crawled in through the kitchen window or the window of our bedroom. They always jumped on the top bunk, where I slept. I hated them. There were rat traps in the gap. If there were a few in there, my father or my big brother would pummel them to death with a hammer.

			I was five or six years old, that year I went to primary school for the first time. My father rammed into me with his bare fists or hit me with one of those rock hard rubber window strips meant to block the wind. I tried to defend myself, but I was too small. There was no way I could beat him. My mother would try to stop him and stand between us.

			‘Stop it, Harm!’ she would shriek. ‘Don’t hit my child!’ She’d started screaming in Italian. Only then would he stop. He didn’t answer either. He was completely unreachable to anyone in these moments.

			My parents had three children twice, with twenty years in between. For years my father taught me that my brothers and I were afterthoughts. My mother never said things like that. I think my two older brothers and my sister got a lot more beatings because my father was younger and stronger. They left the house as soon as they could, as did my three-year-older brother. Only my little brother was lucky, because he would not get beaten up at all, or very little. Was it because of the war that my father wasn’t a kind man? Was it because he was half gypsy? Of the three remaining children, I suffered the most beatings. Why? At times I was an annoying kid, then I’d understand. But most of the time my father beat me for no reason at all.

			My mother said that my father had had a difficult life. That he too had been beaten as a child. He had married her to escape the Germans. She was half-Italian and Mussolini was Hitler’s best friend. Would he have married her if it wasn’t for the war? I think he would have imagined a different life. Standing on the market with antiques was not his dream job. He preferred traveling and buying things. Or did he beat us senselessly because we were afterthoughts, kids who shouldn’t have been there in the first place? Was he bothered by us? Any reason was good enough to hit us. He could be pissed off because it was raining, or because the weather was nice. My mother could have said something, or she hadn’t said anything at all. It didn’t matter. I could only hope that it passed quickly. That he’d get tired or distracted by something. But there weren’t that many distractions in those days. We had an old-fashioned TV, a radio and a telephone, and my father was a good accordion player. Occasionally we’d get fed up with it.

			If he had hit me with one of those weather-strips, I could not participate in gymnastics lessons at school because of all the blue and red skin marks. But mostly he was clever enough to take into account the clothes I wore when hitting me. In summer, I wore shorts and a shirt with short sleeves. You bet there was nothing to see on my arms and legs then. But my back looked like hell. Fortunately, the mother of Romeo Kensmil, who later became top boxer at boxing school Albert Cuyp, knew what to do. This lovely woman had thirteen children. She saw those stretch marks on my back and gave me a Surinamese ointment that made them disappear faster. But not completely. I still see the scars when I look in the mirror. They have become thinner,  like those lines you draw with a nail. What would they have looked like if not for that dear woman? I am still grateful to her and brought her a large bouquet of flowers with Romeo in 2020.

			Whenever I’d be beaten black and blue again, I’d be embarrassed for my father, whom I actually wanted to be proud of. I felt pain, but over time I got used to the physical pain. But the mental pain didn’t go away. Not then, not now. The pain never wears off. At school, the teachers didn’t notice or pretended not to. Maybe they didn’t want any bullshit or they just thought it was okay.

			I started skipping school. More and more often letters came from school. That bastard of the Broers-family had missed class for the umpteenth time. Sometimes I had to write lines at home as punishment, which someone else secretly did for me in exchange for candy. My father never found out.

			The first time he beat me up, I secretly cried. The more he hit me, the less I felt, until I felt nothing at all. They say that you forget misery, that you only remember the nice things, but I have not forgotten anything. I know exactly how I felt and what I felt. My father taught me a lot and he remained my father so I did love him, in a special way, when we went fishing together for instance. But still, all my life I have been tormented by that one question: why did he hit me like that? Loose hands seem to be hereditary, but I have never hit women, children, the disabled, old people or animals. That, I honour. But I’ve made a career out of beating bastards, I must admit.

		

	
		
			Waterlooplein

			My father puts sunglasses and a cap on Heini, and puts him in an old bathtub. He picks up his accordion. Even before he has played a note, Heini starts howling like a wolf.

			Heini is the shepherd dog who guards my father’s shed on the Snoekjesgracht. The food I don’t like I save for him, because he literally has a dog’s life. He gets little to eat and is only taken out in the morning and evening when my father and I come over. I love animals. They can be trusted, unless they have been raised wrong, then they cannot be trusted, just like people.

			Occasionally, when the weather is nice, Heini goes with me to the Waterlooplein, where my father is selling antiques at the flea market. When my father starts playing his accordion, a circle of people quickly gathers around his booth. Almost all market vendors play an instrument to attract customers: the flute, drum, even someone with a double bass. The market is often a happy place for rich and poor. If I have to work there on Saturdays or after school during the week, I get tired of dragging and lifting all his stuff: cupboards, beds, tables.

			My father was one of the square’s best merchants. First it was near the Blauwbrug, then the entire market was removed to the borders of the IJ river. Later still, the market was moved back to Waterlooplein.

			I had a dual relationship with my father. Although he beat me, he was my hero. Sometimes he could be really sweet. Since I had to help him from the age of six, I learned to trade from him. The first thing he did as soon as he woke up: light a Caballero in bed. He smoked two packs a day, minus the cigarettes I secretly took. My mother always said: ‘Eat first, Harm, then you can light a cigarette.’ He never listened. Had he done so, he might have lived longer. He died at the age of sixty-five. I myself now postpone my first cigarette as long as possible. I shower, have breakfast with a fruit and protein shake, exercise, then I eat something and only then I light a cigarette.

			Anyway, so we’d get up at seven o’clock, eat a sandwich and would go to the shed. There we would load all the stuff, sometimes Heini as well, into the Volkswagen van. I’d crawl to the front seat with my father. He always wore corduroy trousers and clogs with newspapers in them when it was cold. At the market we displayed everything on a big piece of canvas. Later he had a booth where we showed all the crystal and china. When that was done, I went to school.

			My father was born on April 3, 1911 in Emden. He was a German who went to Groningen and ended up in Amsterdam. Before the war he traded in granite. My mother Santa was born in Amsterdam but her father came from Italy. During the war my parents were somewhere in North Holland, not in hiding, but away from the Krauts and the city. My father was working in a bakery at the time. He could make good cakes. He was also a master of German dishes and he was fond of goulash. After the war he traded in motorcycles and parts, but by the time I was born he had already switched to antiques, real and fake. He was forty-six at the time and travelled a lot, always looking for stuff that came from everywhere. From Germany he brought us German bread, entire hams – cooked and smoked – and sausages. Not to mention Knipp: a heavy mixture of pork with bacon, onions and oatmeal. After one bite you were stuffed and you had to go to the toilet very quickly.

			At the market I’d see how my father approached business. He would screw some buyers and treat others nicely. Whoever paid the asking price had no problem, whoever started moaning or haggling was screwed. That’s how I learned to act from him. Just as he dealt with all those tourists on Waterlooplein, that’s how I did it myself later when I was in the hash business. Whoever whines gets ‘a present’.

			He sold all sorts of things: coffee roasters that you don’t see anymore, crystal, furniture and lots of clocks. He ruthlessly cheated Americans who knew little about European antiques. They bought an antique clock with a timepiece that didn’t work. Every few months he got new stuff from Germany. He drilled holes in ten or twenty-year-old tables to make them look like antiques. Yes, so he said, those woodworms were long dead, buyers really didn’t have to worry about that.

			The Waterlooplein felt like an obligation to me, although the other traders, such as Copper Little Jan, were nice to me. In the mid-1960s there was still an atmosphere as if the war had ended the day before. The demolished buildings, those guys on the corner of the bridge lurking around as if they were doing something seriously illegal. At most, they were selling an old bicycle or packs of cigarettes. And really, why was I the only one who had to help my father? Where were my brothers? Was it because they went to school properly and I didn’t? Did my mother and father think that at least I was learning something at the market?

			By the end of the day, when my father thought he had earned enough, he’d be in a good mood and would allow himself a break to play Jass at the coffeehouse. He’d then ask me to keep an eye on the stall, for which, of course, I didn’t get a penny. At most I’d get beaten up by him when we were back home. Knowing that the old man would be gone for at least an hour, I sold the stuff just over the asking price so I could save some money myself. But one day a buyer came back with a broken vase that he said I had not packed properly. The man waited for my father to return and began to complain.

			‘What did you pay?’

			‘Ninety.’

			I had given my father sixty, the amount I was ordered to ask. I didn’t give him the money back because I had supposedly already spent it. At the market, my father kept his mouth shut and gave me a few smacks. At home he started yelling at my mother. She secretly liked the fact that, as young as I was, I was already so smart.

			On weekends, during the cold months, my father regularly went to an entertainment place in an alley near Rembrandtplein when he knew that Limping Nelis and accordionist Johnny Meijer would be performing. Those were his friends. At a posh barber on Beursstraat he had his dark, curly hair combed back and he’d put on neat clothes so he looked good. His accordion went along because everyone on Rembrandtplein knew him from Waterlooplein and they knew he could play well. Afterwards he went on to the hookers. That made him feel better. My mother only found that out much later. Then it was trouble every day. She did not accept it, because she herself was good, honest and loyal.

		

	
		
			Errands for the whores

			‘Hey kid, do you want to run an errand for me?’ One of the hookers on Oudekerksplein sticks her head out around the corner of the door and beckons me. I know her by face. Her name is Treessie. I walk into her tendon room. It smells gross, like semen and old cunt smell.

			‘Here, I’ll give you five guilders, could you get some rubbers at the sex shop?’

			I knew Mien, Haring Arie’s wife, Treessie, Greetje, Sylvia, or whatever they were called. I knew all of them and loved them. They were Dutch women who were not in lingerie behind the window, as now, but elegantly dressed in tight skirts and a blouse. Underneath were suspenders, but you didn’t see them until they took off their skirts. Most girls just came from the big city, from Amsterdam, Rotterdam or The Hague. There were all sorts of girls, girls who were respectable, or who were in love with a pimp. Or nymphomaniacs, who just loved to fuck and got money for it too. They really exist! They turned their hobby into their profession. I’d hear them cum when they were busy with a customer, while I was waiting for an errand. I think they came more often than their clients.

			On the corner of Oudekerksplein and Oudezijds Voorburgwal sat African whores, rather unusual women who quietly let two or three men in at the same time. They were the cheapest of all. If an ‘ordinary’ whore costed twenty-five guilders for a blowjob and fifty for a fuck, they costed a tenner less. Just a quick blowjob for fifteen guilders or a bang for four tens, and flap, goodbye. Those women were there for the tourists, but there were also Dutch men who simply liked dark women, or who liked to chat with two or three people.

			I earned at least 2.50 per errand. If they ordered something else, it became more expensive. Later I received twenty-five guilders for getting cocaine. That gram I bought from Colombians also cost twenty-five guilders; I then made two half grams from 1 gram, and so I earned 100%.

			I was at primary school at the time, the Prinsenschool in the Spuistraat. In the afternoon, after school and before I had to go to Waterlooplein to help my father pack and load the car, I visited the hookers. I bought them paper napkins or tampons at the drugstore and condoms at the sex boutique. I found the rubbers to be special and cool the first time. I was eight or nine years old and I don’t think many kids at that time knew what a condom was, let alone what it was for. But if you grow up in the Red Light District, you are streetwise. At De Gruyter on the Nieuwmarkt I bought small round sponges that the whores pushed into their pussy when they had their period, so that they could continue working. Sometimes I bought them something to eat at the coffee houses nearby: a fricandeau sandwich, warm meat or cheese.

			The clientele in the Red Light District consisted of sailors, farmers and tourists. People from outside came to town in their smartest suits, supposedly because they had a business meeting. Smart guys dressed for the occasion, with pants that slid right off their ass so they could get to work right away. British tourists and American GIs usually sat in nearby pubs for a beer and were served by young ladies with nice tits in tight T-shirts. The bar whores there were always thirsty, so these guys ordered a bottle of champagne. At least, that was what the label said.

			Farmers and other provincials thought this was real life, sitting at the bar, with their stinky smell of cheap after shave and a wad of cash in their pocket that they had earned on the cattle market in Purmerend or with other things. So they strolled the Red Light District, where all the tourists now walk and take selfies. We used to throw those kinds of pervert peepers into the canal with camera and all.

			At first I only did shopping for the ladies on the Oudekerksplein. Later, when I had gathered more buddies around me, I worked for just about all the other whores in the streets around the square and along the canals. At one point I no longer wanted to go in with them. Air conditioning did not exist yet and it smelled too bad. That’s why I never went to a hooker later on. When I didn’t want to enter those tendon rooms anymore, they pushed a shopping list into my hands in the hallway, or outside. One of those whores taught me: ‘You have to think about the woman first and then about yourself.’ I have always followed that advice, much to the satisfaction of all the women throughout my life. Women I met when I was young still pay me a social visit.

			I used to not get pocket money. Now and then Aunt Trees, Aunt Riek and Aunt Gré gave me something, or Grandma. I looked like the child of market people. Sometimes I wore the clothes of my older brothers who had left home twenty years before, but most of the clothes came from the Salvation Army. On the Waterlooplein my father often bought me old shoes that I wore year after year. If they became too small and I complained that my toes hurt, he replied that I should just retract them. According to him, you could learn that and then you wouldn’t feel that your shoes were too small. I did not let him notice that my feet hurt as much as they did, and vowed that I would never wear old worn-out junk when I’d be older. I’d rather be naked than putting on shit. So I guess the fact that I now like nice clothes and shoes must have something to do with that.

			I used to look like what Gilbert O’Sullivan would look like not much later, with incompatible clothes and short pant legs. Only the cap was missing. But his clothes were new, mine were not. My mother changed my clothes. In the beginning it was fun, clothes with all kinds of crazy colors, like I was a hippie. But when they were worn down to the thread and I grew to such an extent that the long pants had become weird, shabby shorts, I was ashamed.

			From time to time the Salvation Army, impersonated by Major Bosshardt, took care of me and the other street kids. In the summer, the Army organized outings for us to the Halfweg playground or to Lunteren. In the winter there were St Nicholas and Christmas parties and we got sweets and presents. At home we had a Christmas tree at Christmas, but there were never any presents under it. It did have chocolate wafers, which we were not allowed to eat before Christmas. Of course I did, so everyone got angry.

			I didn’t get any toys. On my birthday I’d get something useful, such as trousers, a jacket, a sweater and occasionally shoes that my father bought for me at Meyer on the Nieuwen­dijk. Since I didn’t get any toys, I thought that apparently I wasn’t worth it. But around the corner, in Lange Niezel, a side street of Warmoesstraat, was a toy store. If I climbed over the roofs I could jump to the balcony of that store. I quickly slipped in and picked up something I’d been looking at endlessly in the shop window that I wanted to borrow. It wasn’t supposed to be big or conspicuous, because I had to be able to hide it at home. After one month I brought it back and took other stuff with me. My father once caught me with a toy, a Spiderman or Batman. He hit me on the ass with no mercy, but he didn’t bring those toys back, he sold them on Waterlooplein. Since that day he checked all the cupboards for borrowed toys. That’s when I just stopped.

			Besides, I was already making money myself. Sometimes I worked for the greengrocer in the Lange Niezel. I delivered groceries for him and got some money for it. But mainly thanks to my shopping for the whores, everything changed and I got a lot of know how about real life. I learned early on that you had to do everything yourself. If all you did was lie on the couch, not a penny came in. It was that simple. My errand business prospered. When I was in the fourth grade of primary school, I had so much work that I couldn’t handle it anymore and I invited other kids in the neighbourhood, who I knew had nothing in their pockets, just like me. Some would also get battered daily. We were all used to these things and didn’t step aside easily. We were real friends who shared everything.

			The pimps thought it was excellent; they could keep on working out, sit down with their mineral water and chat in the Broadway pub. They didn’t use drugs. Pimps only did three things: work out, gamble or drive around in their taxi. Running errands was out of the question for the gentlemen, but the ladies, meanwhile, had to work full-time. If we saw one of those pimps beating his hooker, we would beat the shit out of that pimp to teach him to respect women and the neighbourhood. But that was later, when I was about fifteen or sixteen years old.

			When I was ten, my own buddies and I formed a close team, and I divided the money we got. If we had earned a hundred guilders and there were ten of us that day, we all got a tenner. And if we had five hundred guilders, everyone got five tens. I didn’t feel it was criminal, until I later found out that getting cocaine was illegal. If we noticed guys from other neighbourhoods lurking and trying to take over our chores, we’d chase them off. Street boys really didn’t negotiate diplomatically at that age, so in hindsight I can say that it was there, on the streets, that I started fighting. Apart from all the beating I got from my father and the fights at school. Sometimes we climbed the Old Church. When the wind was right, we pissed whoremongers on their heads. You could see them think: strange, where does that rain come from?

			My mother found out after a while about my errands for the hookers, because she saw that I had bought new clothes with my own money. She never asked me to stop. Neither did my father, because of course he went to the hookers himself. He knew them all. ‘Oh, what a nice father you have,’ I was often told when I visited them. When I walked down the street with my father, they often chatted with him, except when my mother was there.

			There were a few richer boys living in the area, like that respectable Otto, the doctor’s son on Oudekerksplein. He wasn’t allowed to hang out with me, but I used to visit him in his room above his father’s practice. There he was playing drums. I remember the time they once brought me along to a St Nicholas party in a chic club on the Rokin, but already back then I could not get along with rich people, for whom everything goes without saying and daddy arranges it all. Still, Otto’s parents and sister were nice people.

		

	
		
			A night in the cell

			When we had swimming lessons from school, I was ashamed of my old swimming trunks. I also had no money to eat fries with the others afterwards in the Voetboogstraat, opposite the entrance to the swimming pool, on Heiligeweg. For centuries, that part was the entrance to the city’s old prison. Crazy when I think about it now, because I spent so much time in jail later on.

			I made a home out of Bureau Warmoesstraat, a police station, at an early age. Sometimes I stayed there for a day, more often for a few days or even for a week. Then I was ‘insured’, as it was called. I must have been eight or nine when I first spent time there. To scare us, the local police officer had already shown me and my friends the cells in the basement. They were at least a hundred years old and were below the water level of the Damrak. It was pitch dark, damp and full of rats.

			‘That’s where I’ll put you. And you only get food once a day that is so dirty that even those rats don’t touch it.’ But it didn’t seem that bad to me. If I was with those rats, my father could not beat me up and I’d be safe, so a day without food was just fine.

			I’d skip school more and more often. My parents didn’t notice, because they were at work, but the local policeman did. He decided to intervene and threw me into a cell on Bureau Warmoesstraat for a few hours, not in those so-called torture cellars downstairs, but in a cell on the ground floor. It was small and utterly filthy, but there were no rats. There was no window, there was a bed, a table and a chair bolted to the floor. There I sat. Who would come and pick me up? If my mother came, I was lucky, if my father happened to be home, I was unlucky and immediately got a hard punch on the head outside on the sidewalk.

			A few hours in prison was not enough to stop me skipping school. The first thing I bought with my self-earned money was a new pair of swimming trunks, so I wouldn’t have to wear that filthy one that my whole family had already worn. I was proud of it. At home I carefully hid my new acquisition. My father would probably think I had stolen money from him or, worse, borrowed from others. He had beaten me up for less.
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			One day when I was beaten up again, I ran away from home; I did that more and more. Instead of going to school, I roamed the neighbourhood. It was still early. I borrowed a bottle of milk from the milkman and a loaf of bread from the baker. At that time everything was outside, so up for grabs. The Warmoesstraat consisted for the most part of ordinary shops that you no longer see in the center: a coffee roaster, grocer Slop, the chicken farmer who slaughtered the chickens right in front of you. From him I learned how to pull the skin off a chicken in one go. Later on, that helped me a lot, when I’d take someone down.

			The toy store was around the corner, and the milkman was run by two old wives, twins, who had once taken over the business from their father. At the cigar store I bought Caballeros without filter for my father. On the corner opposite the cigar man was the drug store where I went almost every day to get oil for my mother’s stoves. He pumped that oil up by hand into a glass tube. You saw the level rise, after which he poured the oil into an iron jerry can at lightning speed. Further down the Lange Niezel were Jacob’s greengrocer’s and Kraft butcher’s shop. The penoze could cut a few hundreds or a grand into smaller amounts in all those shops without fuss.

			One day I saw a Solex on the Beursplein that was not locked. I tried to start it by pushing the motor on the wheel and running around, but it wouldn’t. Cycling was fine and I cycled in circles around the square.

			‘Is that your moped?’

			They were the security guards of the Bijenkorf.

			‘No, from the neighbour.’

			They didn’t believe me and took me to Bureau Warmoesstraat. Then we went to the Overtoom, to the children’s police next to the Vondel horse riding school, where all the police horses were, and in the evening I was transferred to police headquarters in the Marnixstraat. There were the sleeping places for crooks. I was about ten years old, it was getting dark outside. The screeching and screaming of the junkies around me went through my heart. No one had heard of drugs like methadone, and there was no such thing as pity. The doors of the cells were made of sheet metal and the drug users did nothing but ram into those doors. I heard a warden with a rattling bunch of keys. In a corner of my cell was a toilet made of worn-out granite, without glasses or lids, which stank worse than the urinal in the Red Light District. There was a large window divided into panes of thick glass that you could barely see through. I vaguely saw the roofs of the houses behind the desk and a part of the canal. The sheet on the bed was made of paper, the blanket worn. There was no sleep, because of all the screeching that echoed up and down from the first to the third floor and back again.

			Every now and then I cringed at the nonsense some of those guys were yelling at each other. ‘I’ll get you with your filthy noise, you fucking junkie. I’ll be waiting for you later.’ As if they knew who they were dealing with. And as if they weren’t all making noise. The police held me for two days. To be fair, I was crying a bit in the dark. When I heard someone approaching, I acted tough, but it was awful. I think this time they wanted me to feel what it was like to actually be in jail. It hasn’t helped and it may have even backfired. Those who, like me, have been trained from childhood to be detained in police cells, will no longer be intimidated by it later in life. Anyway, after two days my father came to get me on the Overtoom and I was punched in the face. Again.

			Still, it never occurred to me to improve my life. Having money to treat other guys who, like me, were less fortunate was important to me. For someone who has always been at the forefront because he had wealthy parents, that may be hard to understand. But I had gotten next to nothing for years. I didn’t want to have that helpless feeling any longer.

			And so I resolved to get stronger every day. When I was ten I took up judo in the Boommetaal, a community center on the Rechtboomssloot. In the meantime I continued to work for the whores and when I received my first hundred guilders I was quite impressed with myself.

			With some extra money, which my mother gave me this time, I bought a very cool bomber jacket.

OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugo_Engelsp8.png
Warmoesstraat 73. The Broers’ family lived on the first floor, above the sign of

café Mexico Ranch. © Stadsarchief Amsterdam, foto eind 1955

VAN STEUN|
ELECTR DRUKK
ETREITENFABREK]






OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugo_Engelsp3.png
Hugo Broers

ENOZ
HUG

Memoirs of the legendary

Red Light District gangster

De Kring Publishers

&





OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugo_Engelsp28.png
Bureau Warmo





OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugop1.png
PENOZE HUGO






OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugo_Engelsp6.png
With Henk de Vries in The Bulldog ' Q
e





OEBPS/image/Penoze_Hugo_omslag_Engels.jpg
lemoirs of the legendary .
“Light District gangster






