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A M S T E R D A M  —  Yo u 
scoffed at mayoral contender 
Giorgio Mammoliti’s plot to 
plunk a red-light district in 
Toronto the Good.

Well, I’ve emerged from 
Amsterdam’s fleshpots think-
ing Giorgio is a genius. Let’s 
get us one of these.

Mammoliti  sees it  as  a 
Swiffer for “spas” polluting 
his North York. He’d sooner 
sweep them into a special 
zone — not one in North York, 
I bet.

But Councillor Mammoliti 
should accentuate the posi-
tives: Jobs, tourism, taxes, 
hooker health and safety. And 
it would do wonders for some 
lucky seedy neighbourhood. 

Amsterdam’s De Wallen 
district, before the red lights, 
used to be no-go, especially 
for women. A span across 
its main canal was called 
Cocaine Bridge.

4 million tourists
Now, the area draws many 

of the 4 million tourists in old 
Amsterdam annually.

The trick, so to speak, is to 
mix sex with shops, cafes, res-
taurants — and tidy homes. 
Dutch grammas live in walkups 
along these carnal canals.

Oh,  a n d  I ’ve  f ou n d  a n 
adviser for Mammoliti. Jenn, 
24, is bilingual, self-employed, 
an international business 
major, good with figures, and 
has legs up to here.

I spot her in one of the 300 
windows that front these cob-
bled streets and lanes. In a 
nutshell, you window shop.

“ Y o u  w a n t  - - - -  a n d 
----?” Jenn asks, politely. “Fifty 

Euros.” About $65.
How much for a 15-minute 

chat?
“Fifty Euros.”
Five minutes?
“Twenty Euros.”
Deal. She pays $85 a shift for 

this tiny room, with its double 
bed, sink and panic buttons to 
the building office.

I  can tell  Jenn is  a  girl 
because the alluring light is 
red.

Blue light and a gal 
named Belle? Be pre-
pared for a shock. She 
used to be Bob.

No confusion about 
Jenn: tall, blond, very 
Du t c h.  Yo u  c o u l d 
float wooden shoes in 
those sea-blue eyes.

She says her old 
pimp ran up debts in 
her name. So, she’s returned 
to the trade to pay for tuition.

“Now, I don’t need a pimp 
and it’s safer. If you have pros-
titution in Canada, bring it 
into one place, so the police 
can watch over it.

“There’s safety in numbers.”
So, you’ll make it a career?
“No. I want to get out as 

soon as possible. But here’s 
my number, if they want some 

ideas for setting this up in 
Canada.”

In need of a pick-me-up, I 
round a corner to the Bulldog 
Energy Coffeeshop. No one 
goes there for coffee.

Mag i c  mu s h ro o m s  a re 
banned, but a loophole allows 
“magic truffles.” Not choco-
lates. The fungals that pigs 
root out.

Fi f t e e n  b u c k s  b u y s  1 0 
grams. I swear, I didn’t swal-
low.

Michel Devries, 41, the 
owner’s nephew, tells me: 
“ The red-light distr ict  is 
as important as tulips and 

wooden shoes.”
But is it safe?
“ I  l i v e  ju s t  ov e r 

t h e re,”  s ay s  L a ra e 
M a l o o l y ,  3 0 ,  a k a 
Amsterdamsel, “and I 
walk around with no 
fear at any hour.”

City fathers clamped 
down recently, oust-
ing some nefarious 
window owners.

But, says Larae, “they’re 
afraid if you take away all the 
windows, it’ll drive the indus-
try underground. We’d see 
more violence and the pimps 
would come back.

“The bright side is now 
there is little violence because 
these women call the shots, 
and if you’re going to do this 
for a living, you might as well 
do it somewhere safe.”

No one knows these streets 
better than Amsterdamsel, 
who gives tours. She’ll take 
you back to 1250 when work 
began on The Old Church. 
Or she can introduce you 
to red-light royalty, such as 
Jan Otten, 67. He owns Casa 
Rosso and Banana Bar, which 
have sex stage shows ...

Real sex?
“See for yourself,” says Jan. 

Sure enough,  Hungarian 
Barna, 24, and his girlfriend, 
Gabriella, 23, make even me 
blush. At one point, Barna 
floats on air. How? Cables?

For once, my friend Larae is 
stumped.

Live show
Later, Barna and Gabri-

ella tell us they do at least 
five eight-minute shows, five 
days a week and make about 
$1,500. How’s your sex life?

“We’re pretty tired when 
we get home from work,” says 
Gabriella.

They’ll come to Toronto, if 
we have a red-light district.

“About time,” says Xavi-
era Hollander, 66, the Happy 
Hooker, who runs a B&B a 
block from my hotel. (Not bed 
and bondage, silly. Breakfast.)

The Happy Hooker lived 
in Toronto in the ’70s and 
famously wrote about sex.

Where would she put a red-
light district?

“Cabbagetown’s nice. All 

those cosy parks and houses. 
Or downtown around the har-
bour.”

Hey, that’s my ’hood. Any 
other advice?

“Look at the one in Ham-
burg, where it’s a bit more 
fun, more frivolous. They have 
cabaret shows, maybe with a 
bordello in the back.

“Any world-class city with a 
lot of males should have some 
outlet for their desires.”

Well, we’ve always claimed 
to be world-class.

Strobel’s column runs Wednesday 
to Friday, and Sunday. 

mike.strobel@sunmedia.ca 
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A typical scene in Amsterdam’s famous — or infamous — red-light district. Left, Amsterdamsel Larae Malooly says the district 
is safe. “I walk around with no fear at any hour.” Below, sex-show performers Barna, 24, and girlfriend Gabriella, 23.
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