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​An Introduction 

​How To Arrive In London

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 London. 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 London. Some people arrive by boat. By boat, you ask? That seems very odd when you realise that London 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 London. 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 River Thames, right into the centre of London.

There are so many bridges that cross the river, but Captain Flo decided to tie their boat up next to Tower Bridge. It’s a good name for the bridge because it has very big towers at both ends. The bridge looks a little like a castle with its towers and the road that goes up like a castle drawbridge.

“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.

“Hiya!” 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 caf,” 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 London, the biggest city in all of England.
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​Chapter 1 

​London Says Hello
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The street along the river was very busy. There were shiny black taxis, double-decker red buses and lots of cars wheezing about. Luckily there was a pedestrian crossing. A lady was waiting to cross too.

“Just cross on the zebra crossing, luvies,” she said and waved for them to follow her. All the traffic stopped and let them pass.

“Thank you,” Flo said with a smile.

“Anytime,” the lady said and went on her way.

Soon they were walking down the little street, looking for the caf the man had mentioned. And there it was ahead of them.

It was a little shop with small timber windows and white curtains. As they went inside, a tiny bell on the door jingled.

“Hello, luvies,” a round-faced woman said with a big grin. “What can I get you?”

They sat at a round wooden table and looked at the menu.

“Two scones with jam and two cups of tea, please,” Lola said.

“Righto, coming right up!” the woman said and waddled off.

“I’ve never had tea before,” Flo said.

“Me neither,” Lola said.

“I wonder if it tastes like hot chocolate,” Flo said.

“Hmmmm, we will soon see,” Lola replied, pointing to the woman carrying a tray.

The woman placed a white cup of tea in front of each of them, and a large fluffy scone, along with a tiny dish of jam and another of butter.

“Mmmmm, the scones smell good,” Flo said with a grin.

“I’m not so sure the tea is,” Lola said with a frown.

They both took a sip and screwed up their faces.

“I don’t like it,” Flo said.

The lady was watching them and laughed.

“It’s ok, dearies,” she said, handing them a small jug of milk. “Put a bit of this in and some sugar. I’m sure you’ll like it then.”

They tipped in some milk, and the black tea swirled to brown, and then added a spoonful of sugar. Lola took a sip.

“Much better, ta,” she said to the woman.

“That’s nice now,” Flo agreed. “How about the scones?”

They both cut open the scones and spread butter and jam on the inside.

“That’s yummy!” Flo said, spilling crumbs down her front.

“Just perfect for breakfast!” Lola said.

And in no time at all, they had had their first London breakfast, and it was time to go.

“Ta much,” Flo said to the woman when they paid.

“Ta much,” Lola said. “It was very nice.”

“Have a lovely day, dearies,” the woman said with a wave.

The doorbell jingled as the door shut behind them. It was time to explore London.
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​Chapter 2 

​Big Birds and Castles
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Lola and Flo walked along the streets and, in the distance, could see a large, tall castle.

“Let’s go and see the castle,” Flo said.

“Great idea. It’s very big,” Lola said.

When they got close, they could see that it was really high and had a tower on each corner.

“That’s why it’s called the Tower of London, there are so many towers,” Lola said.

“How about we go inside and climb it?” Flo said.

There were guards everywhere, all dressed in old-fashioned dark blue and red uniforms. They looked very serious, but when Flo and Lola walked up, the guards smiled.

“Welcome to the Tower of London,” one guard said.

“Hello,” Flo said. “That’s an old-style uniform you are wearing.”

“That’s because I’m a Beefeater!” the guard said.

“I love beef too,” Flo said and rubbed her tummy.

“Don’t be silly, Florence,” Lola whispered. “That’s just the name all the guards are called here.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Flo said, a tiny bit embarrassed, because we all know that French Bulldogs never get really embarrassed.

“Would you like to see the whole building?” the Beefeater asked. “We have so many special things here.”

And so they followed the Beefeater as he took them inside and up the stairs. The castle really was very old. First, they followed the signs to the Jewel House.

“Do you think there will be treasure?” Flo asked.

“I hope so,” Lola replied.

“Maybe they will let us take some home,” Flo wondered, but Lola just laughed at her friend’s suggestion.

“Look at the floor!” Lola said with surprise.

The floor was moving along, and they could just stand still and let the floor move them through the rooms. They both gasped, and their eyes were wide.

“The rooms are full of more diamonds and jewels than I ever thought there were in the whole world,” Flo said, staring at all the treasure.

“It’s the treasure of the kings and queens of England,” Lola said, reading the signs.

There were so many sparkling jewels that soon they were dazzled by the light and had to leave. They then climbed to the top of the walls and walked around, looking out over the rooftops of London.

“Imagine if we were knights in armour, guarding the jewels,” Flo said and pretended to march along the walls.

“Whoever heard of a French Bulldog knight in shining armour?” Lola laughed and shook her head.

“Look at the big black birds hopping around on the lawn,” Flo said, pointing down to a grassy area.

Lola and Flo climbed back down and saw a Beefeater watching the big black birds.

“Do the black birds live here?” Lola asked the Beefeater.

“They certainly do,” he said with a smile. “And it’s my job to look after them.” He gave a small wave of his hand. “They are actually called ravens, and I’m the Raven Master. You can call me Barney,” he added.

“Do the ravens have names?” Flo asked.

“They certainly do,” Barney said, and pointed to a big raven. “That’s Jubilee. He’s the oldest and the boss of the birds.”

“Why are they here?” Lola asked.

“They just keep an eye on the Tower of London. There have always been ravens here,” Barney said with a shrug.

Lola and Flo watched the ravens for a little while and then said goodbye to Barney. It was time to see something else. They had seen lots of big red buses; maybe it was time to rest their legs and go for a ride.
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