Part two of a three part set.  It was really long so I broke it down for you.

===============================

 Sin Sin Everywhere and Not a Drop For Me 

===============================

Church lady says, "Could it be... Satin."  Made an easy landing in Amsterdam with a few hour layover.  Amsterdam - (Am-ster-damn) a place where there's a casino in the airport, prostitution is legal, pot is sold in coffee shops, and hard drugs are legal.  It's every deviant's dream place to be; too bad I'm not a deviant.  I was a little tired when I got off the plane; I think little after 8.5 hours of sitting was an understatement.  I decided to walk around and see what there was to see.  Soon I ditched my backpack in a locker for a great deal only 4 Euro for the 4 hours it was there, about $1 an hour better deal than parking on campus.  As I walked around I stopped by one of the food courts.  I was crushed to learn that Hollywood is full of liars, cheats, and you can't believe everything in the movies.  Pulp Fiction led us to believe that since the lack of the Imperial measurement system here that a Quarter Pounder is called a Royal and Quarter Pounder with cheese is a Royal with cheese.  Well I am here to set the record straight.  A Quarter Pounder is still a Quarter Pounder and Big Macs are still Big Macs.  Stupid lying movies.  How are these people supposed to know what a 1/4 pound of anything is, just goes to show how much everyone wants to be US.  They did have something else that looked like meatloaf on a bun, but I had had enough terrible food for one day.  There was also a Sabbaro and some cafeteria place.  I don't want to sound too Liberal, but I was beginning to thank God for those tree-hugging hippies back in the States (it's just the States out here and not the US).  Apparently you can smoke in the airport.  Which usually doesn't bother me, but the smoking sections aren't exactly away from the flow of traffic.  In fact they are on either side of the walkways so that the sweet sickening smell of smoke fill just about every place around.

===========================

 So Quiet You Could Hear A Pin Drop

===========================

I was going to take a bus tour of Amsterdam, but it didn't leave me enough time to meet my mentor Richard.  Then I was going to play Playstation 2 in the children’s area, but they meant children in age and not mental status or your inner child.  They did have a little cyber cafe that I stopped at to check my email at.  Sent an email to what I thought would be all of you, but I'm still figuring out this web based email so some of you didn't get it.  Never thought I’d say this but I miss dear old Devil Gate's Microsoft Outlook.  It actually is a pretty good program considering the source.  Chatted with a few college students who don't know what a decent bedtime is.  Aw the good old days.  And got cut off because my time ran out, sorry Jameen.  After walking around and seeing the sights (of the airport) I was exhausted and decided to take a nap.  You wouldn’t think it's that difficult to find a nice quiet place to doze in such a big airport but it is.  I though about sleeping in the seats by where Richard's plane would land, but then I realized the toxic fumes of smoke would probably kill me in my weakened state.  So I went to check out the lounges that they advertised as good places to sleep.  It was quiet and no smoke, but the chairs were a joke and not a funny Cade joke.  They looked padded enough, but where shaped much like the airplane seat I just got off of and couldn't sleep on those either.  I was beginning to wish I was in the red light district.  No not to get some nookie, but I would have paid to borrow one of the Madams beds for a little while.  I figured it was early enough in the day that she would have clean sheets and I wouldn't have to worry about the dirty deeds of the night before.  I finally found a guy with the right idea.  The seating are like benches in all one piece with individual chairs formed in.  The only problem is the arm rests are also built in and non-retractable.  Since I'm a little taller than they were wide I couldn't lay across them (Holly, Grady, Peter, or Dalton) would have had no problem.  On one end there is a seat then an end table thing and another seat, so if you lay across all three you have a decent sized pallet. Uncomfortable but by now that didn't matter, since I was a walking zombie.  I got a good five minutes sleep before they coffee break was over.  You would never think in a million years that the sound of someone cutting sheet metal with a wood saw could be so startling.  It was comparable to the sounds of 10,000 fingernails running down 2500 chalkboards.  After the metal on metal duo they of course had to hammer it in with a jackhammer.  I was beginning to wish for the sweet release of death or maybe it was for a hot meal, cold shower, and a warm bed.  I slept off and on for a few hours and then couldn't take it anymore so I went to check out the casino.  I stood and watched the Black Jack table for a while.  I was going to play, but was too tired to go to the money changer or maybe it was because I remembered that Jason and Carrie had stolen all of my luck in Lake Charles and simply refused to return it.

=================

 A Place Called Heaven

=================

I went and found the gate that Richard was entering through and waited for him.  I've never met him before so I told him to look for a big American with a reddish goatee standing there looking lost.  He looked and found me, but I think it was because I was the only one waiting at the gate.  We introduced ourselves and headed for the KLM platinum lounge.  You have to be a member and if anyone is going to fly a lot it's well worth it.  When the door opened I felt like I was standing at the pearly gates.  It was quiet, clean, actually sectioned off smoking section, comfy chairs, free food and an open bar.  What else could a simple guy ask for?  We grabbed a few sausage stuffed croissant bites and some drinks and sat down.  I had some milk and orange juice to try and rehydrate me.  I drank OJ and water every time they came around (about once an hour) on the plane and only used the bathroom once in like 10 hours.  Me thinks I should get that checked or is flying so strenuous that I used it all.  Anyway enough with the kiddie drinks I poured a double Jack on the rocks with a splash of Coke.  Yea like that was gonna work, so I went back and topped if off with more Jack I mean Coke.  I wasn't trying to get drunk, but I was hoping it would make me pass out so I could get some sleep.  No dice.  After a little talking of politics and capitol punishment it was time to take the next Trip of Terror.

======================

 This is Your Captain Speaking

======================

This plane was a 757-400 I think.  It flew a little bit lower, a little be slower, not as big, but it got the job done.  We left at 2:20 and arrived at about 12:30 with one stop in Abu Dhabi in the UAE.  In Abu Dhabi we were boarded by some sort of Terrorist Militia group armed with brooms and trash bags for weapons.  They held us hostage for half an hour and proceeded to refuel and clean the plane.  They robbed us of everything the trash on the floors, bathroom trash, even the used headrest sheets.  After they had their way with the plane they vanished into thin air with out a word the entire time.  This was also a KLM flight and there was no better luck on the airhostesses.  I was thinking if a male person serving food is a waiter and a female doing the same is a waitress.  Then in the politically correct age a male is now a server, and then wouldn't a female become a service.  I know the spelling is different, but they sound correct.  There was one good-looking one, but of course she was in first class.  My seat was above the wing again, but right next to the bathroom.  So I had easy access in case of emergency.  I did meet a pretty young lady from the UK getting off in UAE to be a teacher in an international school.  She was waiting for the bathroom and was standing right by me.  I know it’s not the most ideal place to pick up chick, but the Pakistani guy next to me wasn't much for conversation.  We talked for a bit while she waited and guess who is now a proud member of the Mile High Club.  Yep you guessed it, the guy in the bathroom she was waiting for.  And the lucky lady was himself.  I'm not actually sure about that, but he must have been in there for half an hour by himself.  Maybe he just had performance anxiety about pooping in a foreign bathroom.  

====================

 You Call This Entertainment

====================

The TV played the same kind of news stuff as the first one; it also played the same episode of Friends.  Guess the only bought the rights to one.  The in-flight movie was "I Spy" with Eddie Murphy and Owen somebody.  And I am proud to say that I waste 1 and a half hours of my life that day and feel dumber because of it.  Wasted and got nothing out of it.  In fact I want my money back, my time back, and the brain cells I lost back.  I'm gonna sue the producer, director, studio, and Eddie himself much like the lardasses in NY sued McDonalds for making them fat.  They should have sued for all the grease making them stupid; I think then the judge wouldn't have thrown it out.  Trust me on this one, I've never voluntarily left a movie before and I seriously considered walking out on this one.  If only it wasn't so far down.  It was not funny, had not very actiony action scenes, but was totally not realistic.  Yea yea I know it was just a movie, but movies have to have some degree of realism in them and I'm not talking gadgetry.  So the plane turns invisible, there is actually a guy in Japan that made a cloak that makes the wearer "invisible" (pretty cool actually).  He had two contacts, one a camera and the other a viewing screen.  It all bio-micro electronics.  But when he puts the bomb under the car that is so powerful it blows the car off the car carrier truck he's riding on only 15 feet away, I draw the line.  At least in Bond movies it's believable.  They also had the same radio channels, but I was so tired that I went to sleep.  I slept almost the entire way and boy way it good, uncomfortable but good.

============

 Kibbles and Bits

============

The food on this flight wasn't much better than the first.  For dinner we had a seafood pasta side, a roll, and for the life of me I can't remember what else.  Guess that tells you about how good it was.  I did get a real metal knife this go around.  I used it to threaten the airhostess for better food, but she just laughed at me.  Just goes to show how threatening a butter knife it.  They also came around later with ice cream cups and some French bread pizza.  The ice cream was good, but difficult to eat with those little wooden spoons seeing as it was frozen solid.  Don't know about the pizza cause I was zonked out for that one, probably better off.  I stayed away from the caffeine this time round so I could sleep, but at this point I'm not sure it would have mattered.  Didn't even get peanut, must have been asleep for that one too.
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