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Eat to the beat
De Engelbewaarder
Kloverniersburgwal 59, 625 3772
Open daily noon - 01.00, 03.00 weekends
Lunch daily, dinner from 17:30
Cash, PIN

There are no hep cats in our house.
The closest we have is an orange tab-
by, and even he cowered when I
dusted off my clarinet after a couple
of decades and blew into it, just to see
what would come out. What came out
was not pretty. In fact, my entire block
slammed their windows shut. 

But I took a hep cat vow this sum-
mer. It was at the North Sea Jazz
Festival. Dr Lonnie Smith in his tur-
ban was groovin’ (that’s hep cat lingo)
with the Lou Donaldson Quartet. I
said to Partner-in-all-things-syncopat-
ed, ‘We’ve got to do this jazz thing
more often.’ 

So here we are on a Sunday after-
noon, headed to where all the hep cats
go on a Sunday afternoon, De Engel-
bewaarder on the Kloveniersburgwal, with its live jazz session
from 14.00 to 19.00. We pick up two (former) euphonium players
on the way. We’re ready to jam—or at least listen to other hep
cats jam. 

Only one problem. All the hep cats are on holiday. No jammin’
today, but that doesn’t mean we can’t stay for dinner. There’s a
wide array of cheap Palm beers on tap to help us work up an
appetite. We order a round and study the menu on giant black-
boards at the polished wooden bar. 

Tables are set up on what seems to be the stage. As my cat

(and neighbours) would attest, this
will be my only chance to be on the
platform at the De Engelbewaarder on
a Sunday. We make a bee-line to the
stage seating. The windows are large
and there’s a great view of the canal. 

The lack of music disappoints us,
but the food does not. I order the veg-
etarian curry (€12), a mix of fresh
green beans, carrots, mushrooms and
spring onions in a sweet red sauce.
Two giant sesame rice balls ogle me
from the bowl. They are soft inside
and allow me to soak up every spoon-
ful of the curry sauce. 

Partner orders duck (€13). He is
expecting a breast, but receives moist
legs with a mix of roasted red and
green peppers. The accompanying
square of polenta is custard-like inside
with a bit of a crust on top. Delicious!
The euphonium duet orders sea bass
(€13) and entrecôte (€15). The meat of
the fish is tender, as is the entrecôte,
which is covered in a light Bearnaise
sauce. Surprisingly, it’s not as rare as
most eetcafe entrecôtes—comparable
to a US-style ‘medium’. The extra

bowl of frites (€2) is worth every cent.
Though it’s known mostly for its jazz these days, De Engelbe-

waarder was once a literary cafe. But no need for black
turtleneck sweaters and berets. The atmosphere is casual; the
music, even when it’s canned, is good. 

But canned music isn’t a problem any more because Sundays
are jammin’ again at De Engelbewaarder. I heard the other day
that the musicians are back from holiday. Get there early for a
good seat. And, of course, don’t forget to bring a fellow hep cat
or two with you. ___

It’s not what you
think, really
Golden Brown
Jan Pieter Heijestraat 146
Opening times: Sun-Thur 12.00-01.00;
Fri, Sat 12.00-03.00
Cash, PIN

The girl looks at me with a strange
half-smile. As her friend comes back
from the toilet, she leans over to her,
whispers something in her ear and
points at us. ‘What, really?’ her friend
squeals. They continue talking, sup-
pressed laughter, hands over mouths...
Considering they’re only about half a
metre away from us, all of this is quite
obvious and, one might say, even
impolite. 

But they have a good reason.
Half an hour before, the friend I’m
here with was here with another
friend, who also happens to be a
blonde girl. She left before I came,
and he went to drop her off before
he came back to meet me. Thus,
apparently, our table neighbours
think my friend is speed-dating in a
dishonest manner. 

Although you apparently can’t
expect much girl solidarity in this bar,
it is still a lovely place. Golden Brown
was set up by the same guy that used to
have Bep and now has Waldorf, and it’s

a similar style of bar. The interior is all
Seventies, in a tasteful way. Upstairs,
there’s a little restaurant part, and the
food is reportedly quite good. 

And yes, the predominant colours
are indeed golden and brown. One of
the walls downstairs is covered in
tiles with different patterns (golden).
There are comfortable leather sofas
(brown) by the window. It’s very nice
to hang here and watch everyone and
have a few glasses of wine on a Sun-
day night. 

However, on a Saturday the atmo-
sphere is probably a lot less laid-back
—this is one of the bars where people
go before they go to clubs, everyone
having made themselves pretty and
being slightly nervous and expecting
big things to happen.   

After the impolite girls have left, I
wonder aloud if they shouldn’t have
warned me if they really thought what
they thought. ‘They were probably
just blown away by my brazenness,’
says my friend. We then start talking
about more important things, like
buying socks and underwear. ‘I
always do my sock and underwear
shopping at the same time, you see,’
says my friend. ‘That’s why I really
don’t understand that I always have
more socks.’ I can’t help but wishing
the girls would have heard this. It
would’ve most certainly cleared up
the idea that he was a bold swinger
making the moves. ___

Two giant sesame rice balls
ogle me from the bowl.
They are soft inside...

Beer price: €2.20 for a vaasje (Heineken).
Emergency food: Finger food.
Special interior feature: The ceiling is laminated, i.e.
looks like a floor. Thankfully, this is not the place where
one would get very, very drunk, so it is quite unlikely that
any confusion regarding location orientation should
arise.
Predominant shoe type: Elegant yet trendy.
Typically ordered drink: White wine.
Tune of the night: ‘Forget Me Nots’ by Patrice Rushen. This
is very interesting, because the very same song was sampled
by Will Smith for ‘Men in Black’. And now guess who did an
album called Meninblack. Yes (ha!)—it was The Stran-
glers! Now this is what I call sticking to a concept.   
Mingling factor: Low. Very, very low.
State of toilets near closing time: Slick, like the rest of
the bar.

A night in the life... By Sarah Gehrke

The Mouth By Nanci Tangeman




