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​An Introduction

How To Arrive In Rome

BEFORE YOU START AN adventure, you have to arrive.

But first, let’s meet Lola and Flo. For a start, they are very good friends and always travel together. Lola is less than ten years old and more than five years old.

And Flo? Flo’s full name is Florence, but Lola only calls her that when Flo has been naughty. And being a French Bulldog, this sometimes happens.

There are so many ways to arrive in Rome. Some people arrive by plane, some people arrive by train. You can arrive by car, you can arrive by bus. There really are so many ways.

But there is an even more special way to arrive in Rome. Some people arrive by boat.

By boat, you ask? That seems very odd when you realise that Rome is not by the ocean or a lake. If you look at a map, you’ll see that there is a very big river that runs in a squiggly line right through the middle of the city.

And this was exactly the way that Lola and Flo decided to visit Rome. Not just by any old boat, but a bright red little sailboat. And their bright red sailboat sailed all the way from the sea, along the Tiber River, right into the centre of Rome.

There are lots of bridges that cross the river, but Captain Flo decided to tie their boat up next to Ponte Sant’Angelo. The bridge is called that because it means The Bridge of the Holy Angel, and there are ten beautiful and very old statues of angels on the bridge.

“My goodness,” Flo said. “I think this is the oldest bridge I’ve ever seen.”

“I think so too,” Lola said. “It’s so old that the Ancient Romans used to walk and ride across it.”

They stared up at it for a moment; it was very grand. Then Flo rubbed her belly.

“I’m hungry,” Flo said.

“Me too. Let’s find a place to eat,” Lola said.

A man was watching them tie up the boat, and he smiled and waved hello.

“Buongiorno!” he said.

“Hello,” they both replied.

“Can you tell us where we can have some breakfast?” Lola asked.

The man pointed down a little street.

“If you go down there, you are bound to find a café,” the man said.

“Thank you,” they both said, and went down the street.

Flo’s tummy was rumbling already.

And just like that, Lola and Flo began their adventure in Rome, the biggest city in all of Italy
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​Rome Says Hello


[image: ]


Lola and Flo climbed the stone steps and waited to cross the very busy street. There were so many little cars, motorbikes, scooters and bicycles. Everyone was tooting their horns, and they all seemed to be in such a hurry.

“I’m not sure there is a way to get across the street,” Lola said, looking both ways.

“Maybe if we go over there?” Flo said, pointing to a police officer waving at the traffic and blowing a whistle.

“Great idea!” Lola said, and they walked along the footpath to where the officer was standing.

The police officer wore a white helmet and had white gloves. She smiled at the girl and the French Bulldog as they came to the edge of the road. She blew her whistle with a sharp blast and raised her white-gloved hand to the traffic.

The cars, the motorbikes, the scooters and even the bicycles all suddenly stopped.

“Ecco,” she said, and waved them across the street.

“Grazie,” Lola said with a nod and a smile.

“What did that mean?” Flo whispered as they crossed the street.

“Ecco means ‘there you go,’” Lola explained, “and grazie means ‘thank you.’”

“Oh, I’ll have to remember to say grazie,” Flo said, and then began saying it out loud. “Grazie, grazie, grazie.”

People laughed at the French Bulldog as they walked past, but Flo was so busy trying to remember the new word that she didn’t even notice.

The street they were now walking down was a little quieter and not very wide. The buildings were tall and very old. Soon they came to a café.

It was very busy; everyone was drinking little cups of coffee and eating yummy-looking pastries.

“Let’s go inside and sit on the stools at the counter,” Flo suggested. “I can’t see any other empty seats.”

They went in and climbed up onto the stools. The waiters were all in white shirts and very busy, but one stopped and smiled.

“Buongiorno,” he said.

“Buongiorno,” they both said back.

“Can we have hot chocolate and some pastries, grazie?” Lola said, pointing to the little, yummy-looking pastries.

“Ah, I think you would like a cornetto alla Nutella and a cioccolata calda!” the waiter said, calling out to another man behind the counter to make the hot chocolate.

“Mmm, cioccolata calda is hot chocolate,” Lola explained to her friend.

“I wonder what a cornetto alla Nutella is,” Flo said, licking her lips.

The waiter placed two pastries in front of them, and another waiter set the cups of hot chocolate beside the plates.

“Mmm,” Flo said. “The pastries are filled with delicious Nutella.”

“And the hot chocolate is the best ever,” Lola said, taking a careful sip of the thick, hot drink.

In just a few moments, they had finished their pastries and the hot chocolate. They had been very hungry.

“Let’s go and explore Rome,” Flo said, brushing the pastry flakes from her mouth.

“Grazie,” Flo said.

“Grazie,” Lola said.

“Arrivederci,” the waiter said with a smile.

“That means goodbye,” Lola whispered to her friend.

“Arrivederci,” Flo said, and waved goodbye.

“Arrivederci,” Lola said, and followed her friend out onto the street.

It was time to explore Rome.
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Lola and Flo walked down the street. They didn’t know where they were going, and because Rome was oh so very old and interesting, they didn’t really care. They turned from one street into the next.

Everywhere was busy, and there was lots to see as they walked. They turned onto another street and stopped. It was ever so beautiful.

“My goodness, Flo, this is a very beautiful spot,” Lola said.

“It’s called the Piazza Navona,” Flo said, reading the street sign.

“It’s like a big open square, but it’s oval-shaped,” Lola said as they walked into the piazza.

“Why is it called a pizza?” Flo asked.

“No, no, silly. It’s not a pizza, it’s a piazza, which means a square or open area,” Lola said, shaking her head.

“But it’s not square, it’s oval-shaped,” Flo said, still confused.

“Look at the fountain,” Lola said, wanting to change the subject.

In the piazza was a beautiful fountain with a long Ancient Egyptian stone pole in the middle called an obelisk.

Everywhere, people were walking around, and there were lots of children eating gelato and watching the clowns and street performers. It was all very exciting. Flo kept looking at the children with their gelati.

“I wish we could have one,” she said as another child walked past, licking a lemon gelato.

“Maybe later, we’ve just had breakfast,” Lola said.

“Ok, but I think we need to go somewhere else,” Flo said. “Somewhere with a lot less treats...”

“Good idea,” Lola said. “I can hear your tummy rumbling already.”

“How about we follow those people,” Flo said, pointing to some people with gelati who had turned onto a side street.

They followed the gelati-eating people down the street and soon came out into another piazza. In the middle of the piazza was a huge and very old building.

The front was like a giant veranda with lots of stone columns and a triangle roof. Behind it, the main part of the building had a very large dome roof. Lola and Flo just stood in the square and stared at the building.

As they walked inside, through the biggest doors they had ever seen, Flo whispered,

“It’s a very, very old building.”

“It’s almost 2000 years old,” Lola said in a whisper as she read the sign. “The Ancient Romans built it.”

“Wow!” Flo said. “It’s like it’s been here forever.”

They slowly walked into the middle of the building, under the giant dome, and there was a large round circle of sunlight on the floor.

“Where is the window?” Flo asked, looking around at the windowless walls.

“Look up!” Lola said and pointed to a round opening in the middle of the curved ceiling.

“It looks like an eye,” Flo said.

“That’s what it’s called,” Lola said. “The Oculus. It means ‘eye.’”

“It’s the only building I’ve ever seen with an eye,” Flo said.

They both laughed, spun around and around in the circle of sunlight, until they were so dizzy they had to sit on the floor of the building with an eye.
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