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Introduction:
I’m doing this auto ethnography based on my recent trip to Amsterdam in the Netherlands. I went from the seventeenth of April to the twenty-second, right before king’s day, I would have love to have gone for king’s day (the national celebration of the Dutch royal family) but because of skyrocketing flight and hostel prices at that time of year we decided to go just before. I went with my best friend Lucy also studying at lampeter, we had a fantastic wild time to say the least. Full of culture and strange going on’s, strange to us and especially Lucy as it was her first time there and my tenth, natural I’m used to the city, but it still has its surprises around every corner (literally).
An auto ethnography is as it says an ethnography of one’s self, of an experience of one’s experience. They are sometimes received as hostile and sometimes as ‘good’ research. This is because the researcher themselves are the subject of there own research. 
‘….as the researcher becomes not merely an additional subject of research, but its primary focus.’ (Ploder & Stadlbauer, Pg. 1)
I would like to start out by saying that the city of Amsterdam is my favourite place on earth, and through this auto ethnography im going to attempt to say/describe/discover/unravel why.

[bookmark: _Hlk513539209]‘home is were the heart is’ my heart is certainly in the Dutch city of Amsterdam, a city famed for its architecture such as centraal station, for its diamonds, tulips, and its canals; and in modern times its become more famed for its infamous red-light district, its coffeeshops and the Dutch’s relaxed laws on magic mushrooms, hash and marijuana. The latter being some focus of this auto ethnography, but as stated in my reflective journal that’s not the whole story. Personally for me with a lot of places its all about the ‘feeling’ the ‘atmosphere’ the way of life and of course the people; it does not matter if it looks like a dump, if it smells like urine, if it feels ‘good’ it’s a good place to be, which leads me to a point or even a connection with this (as in myself) the Dutch have a saying/phrase ‘Gezelligheid’ to have a lot of it or ‘Gezellig’ is a term that has no literal translation in English but it basically means 
‘cozy, quaint, or nice, but can also connote time spent with loved ones, seeing a friend after a long absence, or general togetherness’ (http://www.dutchamsterdam.nl/155-gezellig) 
A local once told me many years ago a good meaning of this phrase is ‘a place with good vibes’ I like this as it sits well and relevant for me being from a very modern world. The Dutch people themselves are I think very lovely decent and honest people, but the way they go about themselves can sometimes come across to people that are not used to it as being quite rude and dry, but there not its just the way they are. They are straight to the point honest and speak their minds. The city it self is very beautiful, long streets with high buildings that look like a random assortment of books on a shelf, of course the canals filled with house boats and ducks alike. Thousands of local’s everyday cruise the city’s bike friendly streets going about there Dutch days. This combined with the wonders of the red light district its bright neon lights illuminating the working girls amongst all the coffeeshops and bars and strip clubs, the thousand of dazzled tourists in amazement of these wonders that are frowned upon in most homelands and some you can be executed for these things but there all legal in Amsterdam; technically Dutch law is a very grey area and it says that possession and consumption of small amounts of hash and marijuana is ‘tolerated’ however it is still subject to a fully legal tax, this being said its all run as official business. Its all these things plus a few more all combined that for me make Amsterdam my spiritual home, whenever I go there it feels like I’m returning ‘home’ after a great journey. All the bad things on my life are washed away, anxiety, stress, paranoia, worry, it all dissipates. Why? Because the Dutch way of life is so relaxed and they don’t care about such trivial thigs such as people smoking some weed o someone who wants to pay for sex, personally they partly make the place so enjoyable for me as I am a cannabis smoker and in the UK I constantly live in worry looking over my shoulder for the police because of this plant I have I my pocket, all that is gone in the Netherlands. And I can say with safety that my best friend Lucy who came with me also feels the same shedding of the previously mentioned. 
Dutch coffeeshop culture: 
Imagine your favourite local coffeeshop, that warm cosy smell, soft sofas and armchairs light relaxing music and a stack of snacks and newspapers, the only difference is that they also sell marijuana and hash and you light one up with your tea or coffee and go about your day. I have an ‘idea’ to the whole ‘smoking weed makes you paranoid’ having been to somewhere like Amsterdam ten times (one of which I lived and worked there for five weeks) I observed very quickly that the only time you get paranoid there is the first time you are smoking in front of the police, you then suddenly realize “hey it’s not illegal” and the paranoia and the fear and the worry completely goes away. Its happened so many times to me growing up in the UK I/we would be smoking up in a field for example in the middle of nowhere, but we would still be looking over our shoulders for the police, because were in a country were this thing were doing is not necessarily bad for us but is still illegal. If you remove the illegality you remove the paranoia. One thing I witnessed which was an odd experience, was seeing a typical Dutch father and son going into a coffeeshop and buying marijuana tighter with the father saying “what ever your having son” it was so strange to experience that, but it was reminisant of seeing adolescent sons going for there first pint with there dad, you can see the cross-cultural likeness. I have categorised all people who go into Dutch coffeeshops, into the four following categories, and to date this system has not let me down. The categories are 1 – first time ever in a coffeeshop. 2 – have been in Amsterdam a few days. 3 – experienced. 4 – local.
Museums.
I could not do an auto-ethnography in Amsterdam without talking about the museums and what I think I can safely call museum culture. There is the Rijksmuseum, the Anna frank huis, Rembrandt and of course the world-famous Vincent Van Gogh museum (pronounced van-GOKH, like the Scottish ‘loch’) I noticed very quickly the number of tourists that were there solely for the museums, a museum holiday if you will. I saw endless shops and advertisements offering museum and/or culture tours, starting early morning they would take you round every museum gallery finishing late evening. On our last day we went around the Van Gogh museum, the building itself is very modern and stylish, personally for me it did not sit right with me the style of the building and the style of the artwork, there wasn’t much ‘Gezellig’ it was very busy, even at nine in the morning, and a great sense of hurry. However, it was an amazing experience as I finally got the chance to see van Gogh’s masterpieces. The crowning jewel was seeing the sunflowers painting. Over the years I have seen it countless times on television and the internet but to finally see it in person made my hairs stand on end. Even more so when I realized suddenly that Van Gogh only ever sold one painting in his lifetime and he has no idea the fame and fortune that his works have acquired over the years millions if not billions of dollars, 
‘If you hear a voice within you say 'you cannot paint,' then by all means paint, and that voice will be silenced.’ (Vincent van Gogh) he could not have been more right.
. I became quite affiliated with Van Gogh when I saw a quote of his on the wall. 
‘I often think that the night is more alive and more richly coloured than the day.’ (Vincent van Gogh)
I saw this quote above the night café painting. I fell in love with it as I stated in my reflective journal, its because this is how I view Amsterdam at night time, yes, it’s the same city but at night time it so different. The same things going on but with even more of a buzz and an atmosphere than in the day.
Then of course there are the little weird and wonderful museums, we visited the hemp, hash and marijuana museum. This placed intrigued me yes because I’m a user but also because it was very professional, almost formal in the way it was presented. Very un-biased information about all aspects of it. Medicinal uses, the hemp industry and even artefacts, such as a tin of weed from the 1920’s, very strange for me to something like this, it was quite surreal.

Q & A.
1. Question – “When at Manchester airport, what were your expectations of Amsterdam?”
Answer – I was expecting to see the canals and go to several coffee shops. As we were ‘coincidently’ going to Amsterdam to celebrate 420, my expectations of the day were high as it is a recognised time in numerous countries all over the world. 
2. Question – “when we arrived and came out of central station, how did you feel?”
Answer – I felt advantageous to see as much as I could and take in the environment around me. Looking at the architecture of the buildings and overlooking the canals, I felt overwhelmed with Amsterdam’s beauty and nightlife
3. Question – “how did you feel about the city after our first night there?”
Answer – I absolutely fell in love with the place. I was able to acknowledge how the people and the landscape holds a harmonic, symbiotic relationship with one another. How the Dutch have adapted to live in cohabitation with the many connecting canal streets running throughout the city and using them to their advantage. I.e. Boats 
4. Question – “how did I seem to look, be, feel after our first night?”
Answer -As soon as we got out of central station I noticed a positive change. You seemed more relaxed and less anxious (probably because of the decriminalisation of weed in Amsterdam). I looked like Amsterdam was his second home. 
5. Question – “after a few days did I seem more or less relaxed than I am back at home?”
Answer – I shall not comment what you are like at home  however I will say that even when things may not have gone to plan, there was more of a positive impact in regards to the general attitude towards the situation.
6. Question – “after the full five days there I felt like not wanting to leave, how did leaving Amsterdam make you feel?”
Answer – Initially before missing the flight I regretted leaving and didn’t want to go however, after the events that followed plus a 36 hour coach journey to get back all I wanted was to drown myself in my comfy pillow kingdom and not leave my pit (bed).
In conclusion.
To conclude, after all this time and the ten times I’ve been to Amsterdam, I’m certain that I love it more now than I did the first time I went. But why? In conclusion its because of the people, the atmosphere and the incredibly slow and quaint way of life the feeling it gives me whenever I go there, a feeling of overwhelming happiness and joy, the positive emptiness of there being no worry, stress and anxiety. I want nothing more than to live there and spend my days living in peace love and happiness, which is something we all want out of life, regardless of culture or background.
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