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​An Introduction
How To Arrive In Paris

​
Before you start an adventure, you have to arrive.
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There are so many ways to arrive in Paris. 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 Paris. Some people arrive by boat. By boat, you ask. That seems very odd when you realise that Paris is not near an 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 Paris. Not just by any old boat, but a bright red little sailboat.
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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.

The river is very long and very winding, and it’s called The Seine. There are 37 bridges over the river, but if you are in a little red sailboat, you won’t need to duck your head.

The bridges are very big and tall. And they all have special names. The oldest bridge is called The New Bridge, even though it’s the oldest bridge. Flo thought it was a funny name for something so old.

Flo was the captain of the little red sailboat, and when they had sailed under the very old New Bridge, she called to Lola to tie up the boat to the river bank.

“Aye, aye, Captain,” Lola said with a salute.

And just like that, Lola and Flo began their adventure in Paris, the biggest city in all of France.
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​Chapter 1
 How Paris Says Hello
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LOLA AND FLO CLIMBED the stone steps and stood on the street. It was busy. There were so many cars and bicycles, all buzzing past, all in a hurry to go somewhere.
When the lights changed, they carefully stepped onto the crossing, hand in paw and crossed the street.

“It must be breakfast time,” Lola said.

“Most definitely,” Flo said, “I can hear my tummy rumbling. Let’s find a cafe.”

The hardest part about choosing a cafe in Paris is that there are so many. As they walked down the little side street, on every corner there was a bright little cafe.
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“Everyone goes to cafes for breakfast,” Lola said. “If it’s not raining, you sit outside on the terrace.”

Lola pointed to a little cafe. It had a red and white striped awning, little round tables with red and white tablecloths and was very busy.

A waiter smiled and pointed to a little table.

“Bonjour,” he said.

Everyone said good morning in Paris, even if it was a stranger.

“Bonjour,” Lola replied. It is always good manners to say good morning back.

“Bonjour,” Flo said, a little nervous that the waiter would not let a dog, even if she was a French Bulldog, sit at a table.

But the waiter pulled out a chair for the little dog and nodded for her to sit at the table. Most French people love dogs and let them visit shops and cafes all the time.
Lola and Flo both ordered hot chocolate and a croissant each.
“Your tummy is really rumbling,” Lola said to her friend.

“I’m thinking about the croissant and how yummy it will be,” the French Bulldog replied.

In no time at all, the waiter returned with a silver tray and breakfast. The hot chocolate was steaming hot, and they had to blow on it to cool it down. It was yummy and sweet.

“Merci,” Flo said in her best French.

“Thank you,” Lola said in her best English.

There were two white plates, each with a croissant.

“The pastry is shaped like a crescent of the moon,” Flo said, licking her lips. “It’s so buttery and very flaky.”

“My goodness!” Lola agreed. “They sure are delicious,” and then she laughed at her friend.

All around Flo, there were crumbs. On the table, on the chair, on the ground and all over her face and clothes. Some had even managed to get into her mouth.

“I think there is more on me than in my mouth,” the dog laughed.

Their tummies were full, although Flo’s was never actually full. They paid their bill and said goodbye.

“Au revoir,” the girl said.

“Au revoir,” the dog said.

“Au revoir,” the waiter said and waved them goodbye.

It had been a lovely breakfast.
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​Chapter 2
 Little Shops, Big City
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Flo and Lola started walking. They didn’t know where they were going, and it didn’t matter.

“What would you like to see?” Lola asked her friend.

“I don’t care,” Flo said as they walked down a little street. “It’s just fun walking in Paris, there is so much to see.”

People were opening their shops, and there were oh so many shops. As they walked along, they read the signs. The shops had signs explaining what they sold.

There were patisseries that sold yummy pastries and desserts. Flo’s eyes widened when she saw the brightly coloured macarons.

“Can we have one of those?” Flo asked.

[image: ]

“Maybe later,” Lola said. “I’m still full from breakfast.”

There was a glacier that sold ice creams, but it was too early for a cold treat. And then a fromagerie full of creamy discs of cheese.

Lola squeezed her nose at the smell. But Flo’s tummy started rumbling again.

“Imagine a shop that just sold cheese!” Lola said.

“We could just look inside,” the dog suggested.

“No thanks,” Lola said, making a face.

The streets in Paris are full of shops, and not only shops that sell yummy things to eat. There were many shops with lovely clothes called boutiques. Some even had clothes just for dogs.

“I could get some new clothes!” Flo said, looking in the window of a dog boutique.

“Your clothes are perfectly fine,” Lola rolled her eyes.

Then they saw a shop that just sold hats.

“How about we both get berets?” the dog asked.

“Great idea,” Lola agreed. “We will look very French.”

“Bonjour,” they both said as they went inside.

“Bonjour,” the shopkeeper replied.

They both picked out a beret each. A beret is a very French hat and is round and made of coloured wool.

Looking in the mirror, Flo smiled. She had a red beret, and her friend had a blue one.

“We look very French,” she said.

“Especially you!” the girl replied. “Because you are a French Bulldog.”

With their new hats, they continued window-shopping. There really were so many little shops in a big city. There weren’t many big stores, just lots of little ones.

Sometimes there were long, beautiful arcades lined with even smaller shops, selling very special things. They stopped at the entrance of a very old arcade.

Looking up, Lola read the sign that hung over the entrance.

“Passage des Panoramas,” she said. “Let’s look inside.”

They slowly walked along the arcade and looked at the windows of the tiny shops. There were shops with sparkly jewellery. Shops with old and dusty books. Shops with coins from very long ago and from very far away. And there were restaurants that looked far too fancy for a little girl and a French Bulldog.

“I’m getting tired, and now I’m hungry,” Flo said.

“Maybe we need to visit another part of Paris and have some lunch,” Lola said.

“Good idea,” Flo sighed
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