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​An Introduction


How To Arrive In Barcelona

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 Barcelona. Some people arrive by plane, some people arrive by train. You can arrive by car, you can arrive by bus, or you can even arrive by bicycle, or simply walk. There really are so many ways.

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

And this was exactly the way that Lola and Flo decided to visit Barcelona, not just by any old boat, but a bright red little sailboat. And because Barcelona sits right on the Mediterranean Sea, it’s very easy to sail your boat right to the edge of the city, especially if you stop your boat at Port Vell.

Because there were so many sailboats in the port, they decided not to use their sails, and instead they started their little engine. They put, put, puttered along through the port looking for a place to tie up. They waved at people in other boats and along the jetties.

“This looks like a good place to stop,” Flo said, and steered the boat to a little landing where other little boats were tied up.

“Aye, aye, captain,” Lola said and jumped onto the landing and tied their little boat to the posts.

They looked around and could see the city just beyond the port. 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.

“Buenos días!” he said.

“Good morning,” they both replied.

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

The man pointed across the port to a big, long street.

“That’s Las Ramblas. You are bound to find a café,” the man said.

“Thank you,” they both said, and crossed from the port to Las Ramblas.

Flo’s tummy was rumbling already.

And just like that, Lola and Flo began their adventure in Barcelona, one of Spain’s biggest cities and the capital of Catalonia.
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​Chapter 1 

​Barcelona Says Hello
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Las Ramblas was already a busy street, even though it was still early in the morning. The street was very wide, and instead of cars in the centre of the street, there was a wide footpath with people walking and sitting at café tables and chairs. It was a sunny day, but the street was shaded by tall, beautiful trees.

“The buildings are very beautiful,” Flo said, looking up.

“They really are very grand,” Lola said and pointed to one that was even grander than the others. “That one is an opera house!”

Flo stopped in front of the opera house and took her beret off her head, dropped it on the pavement and started singing, her left paw outstretched.

“La, la, laaaaa!” she sang.

People stopped and laughed, and then started putting coins in her beret. Lola laughed at her friend.

“They think you are busking,” Lola said and looked around. “Quick, let’s go before we get into trouble.”

Flo snatched up her beret and the coins and ran down a side street.

The buildings here were even older, and the streets were very narrow and twisty. There were not as many people here either.

“I’m really hungry. Let’s find a café for breakfast,” Flo said.

The two friends were in the very old part of Barcelona called the Gothic Quarter, and soon they came to a tiny square with some little cafés with tables and chairs outside in the morning sun.

“How about that one?” Lola said and pointed to one with striped umbrellas.

They nodded to the waiter, a man dressed in black pants and a white shirt.

“Buenos días,” he said with a smile and pulled out the chairs for them to sit down.

“Buenos días,” Lola and Flo said with a smile as they sat down.

“Would you like some breakfast?” the waiter asked.

“Sí,” Lola said. “What do you suggest?” she asked.

The waiter grinned.

“I think you would both love the most perfect Spanish breakfast,” he said and walked off to get their perfect Spanish breakfast.

Soon, the waiter was back with a large serving tray. He placed on the round table two large cups of steaming hot chocolate and, in the middle of the table, a big round plate piled high with strange pastries in the shape of ribbed tubes, which were covered in a dusting of powdered sugar.

“Gracias,” Lola said.

“Gracias,” Flo said, and then asked, “What are these?” She picked one up off the plate.

“They are churros,” he said. “You can dip them in the hot chocolate if you like.”

Flo dipped the end of a golden-coloured churro into her hot chocolate and carefully took a bite. Her eyes went wide with surprise.

“My goodness!” she said as the powdered sugar coated her face. “They are like super delicious chocolate doughnuts, only even better!”

“You’re right!” Lola said as she took a bite. “They are the best breakfast I’ve ever had.”

“I could eat a whole plate on my own,” Flo said as she ate a second one.

“Slow down, Florence!” Lola said with a frown. “You don’t want to get a tummy ache.”

It was hard not to eat them fast; they really were delicious, and before long, breakfast was finished. They paid the waiter for breakfast and asked what they should see. He thought for a moment.

“There is a very large and special market not very far away,” he said, thinking and rubbing his chin. “I think you would enjoy it.”

And so, they said goodbye and headed in the direction of the special market.
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​Chapter 2 

​The Market Of A Thousand Things 
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It wasn’t hard to find the market; they just followed the morning crowds and the noise of everyone talking.

“I think it’s over there,” Flo said. “Where the large iron archway is.”

“I think you are right, Flo,” Lola said as she followed the crowd in through the archway.

“Wow!” Flo said as they stepped inside. “It’s so colourful.”

The French Bulldog was right. La Boqueria market was possibly the brightest place the dog and girl had ever been. The market stalls were carefully piled high with amazingly colourful displays of fruit and vegetables.

“Look how high the red apples are stacked,” Lola said.

“I’m too scared to touch them in case they all tumble down,” Flo said and stepped back from the display.

“There really is a lot to see, and I think you are right about not touching,” her friend agreed.

“Maybe we can just ask if we want something,” Flo said with a wink.

“You want an apple, don’t you?” Lola said, understanding her always hungry friend.

“That shiny red one, please,” Flo said and pointed to the very top of the pyramid of apples.

“Could we have those too, gracias?” Lola asked the lady serving at the fruit stall.

“Of course,” she said with a smile and reached up high before handing them the apples.

As they walked through the huge market, stall holders called out to the people passing by. They called out that they had beautiful food for sale, and they called out prices. Everything was so loud and busy.

“It’s very exciting,” Flo said as she finished her apple.

“It really is. Let’s see what’s over there,” Lola said, pointing to the middle of the market.

“It smells like the ocean,” Flo said.

“Wow, look at all the strange fish and sea creatures!” Lola said in wonder.

“Look at the octopus. They are wiggling in their crates,” Flo said and stepped back a little scared.

“They can’t reach you,” Lola said with a laugh.

“I think we should explore another part of the market. I feel like all the sea creatures are staring at me,” Flo said nervously and pulled her friend away.

Soon, they found themselves in a very different part of the market. There were stalls piled high with lollies and sweets.

“Wow!” Flo said, her eyes very wide.

“It’s a bit like a chocolate and sweet palace,” she said as she stared at the stalls.

There were towers of dried fruits, pyramids of gummy lollies, shelves stacked with amazing chocolates and sacks full of candied nuts. It was almost too much to look at.

“I think we should get a little bag of treats to take with us,” Lola said, reading her friend’s thoughts.

“Good idea,” Flo said. “Let’s choose half each.”

And once they had their little bag of special treats, it was time to head back to Las Ramblas and see what other surprises there were in Barcelona for the two travelling friends.
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​Chapter 3

​The Street That Smiles
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With their little bag of treats in hand, Lola and Flo headed back onto Las Ramblas, which was now busier than ever.

“There sure are a lot of people out for a walk,” Flo said.

“And to eat. Look how busy the cafés are,” Lola said, pointing to all the full tables and chairs.

Along the way, there were many buskers and street performers. Some were singing or playing music, but others were quite strange.

“Look at that statue of a woman. It’s right in the middle of the pavement,” Flo said and went to touch the statue.

Suddenly, the statue came to life, and the two friends both jumped back.

“It’s a real woman pretending to be a statue!” Lola said in surprise.

“I’m busking,” the woman laughed. “I’m called a Living Statue.”

The two friends were so amazed at how clever the woman was at looking like a real statue that they dropped some coins in her donation box and waved goodbye. She winked and smiled a thank you back at them.

“There really are some clever people here,” Flo said.

Just then, some young acrobats started playing dance music on a big stereo and called for the crowd to watch their act. Lola and Flo stopped to watch.

The five acrobats started by doing rolling handstands, walking on their hands and then some very fast backflips.

“We need some volunteers!” one of the acrobats called out.

“Go on, Flo, give it a
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