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​An Introduction
How To Arrive In Amsterdam

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 Amsterdam. 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. There really are so many ways.

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

By boat, you ask? That seems like a fun way to arrive in Amsterdam. Amsterdam is a city full of canals, and boats can travel right into the very centre of the city.

And this was exactly the way that Lola and Flo decided to visit Amsterdam, 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 canals, right into the centre of Amsterdam.

Because there are so many little bridges to go under, they had to pull their mast down and use the little engine on the stern of the boat. They put, put, puttered along the canals, waving at people in other boats and along the banks.

Soon they came out of a canal and into a watery version of a big square, with lots of big and small boats tied up.

“I think this is called the Damrak. It 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 at the buildings and the crowds. 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.

“Goedemorgen!” he said.

“Good morning,” they both replied.

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

The man pointed across the Damrak to a 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 Amsterdam, the biggest city in all of the Netherlands.
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Lola and Flo started walking in the direction that the man had pointed. The streets were very busy and crowded, but there were very few cars. Instead of cars, everywhere they looked, people were riding bicycles.

“Look out, Flo!” Lola said as a lady on a bike whizzed past.

“My goodness, it’s so hard to keep an eye on all the bikes,” Flo said as she stepped sideways, just missing another one.

They ducked into a much smaller side street that ran beside a canal and had a wide footpath. Some of the bike riders were on their own, others were pulling little trailers with children inside them.

There were some cars on the street, but they were very tiny; some only had room for one or two people inside, and were very, very quiet because they were powered by electricity.

“There is a café,” Flo said, pointing to a café with a picture on the window of a stack of pancakes.

“Let’s go there,” Lola said, and followed her friend through the door.

“Goedemorgen!” the lady at the counter said with a smile.

“Goedemorgen!” both Lola and Flo replied.

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

Lola and Flo looked at the menu. There were so many delicious things to eat, but Flo pointed to the pancakes.

“Good idea, Flo,” Lola said.

“Can we have the pancakes and chocolate milk, please?” Flo said and smiled.

“Coming right up!” the lady said, and went to tell the man in the kitchen what the two travellers had ordered.

“I’m so hungry,” Flo said to her friend.

“Me too,” Lola replied.

In no time at all, the lady returned with two plates with very big pancakes on them. The pancakes had thin slices of apple inside them and a sprinkling of cinnamon on top.

Flo’s eyes were big and round as she munched on her first mouthful.

“It’s so yummy,” she said, as little bits fell from her mouth while she talked.

“Don’t eat with your mouth full, Florence,” Lola said, but secretly she was laughing at how much her friend liked Dutch pancakes.

The lady came back with two enormous glasses of hot chocolate milk, and on top were giant mountains of whipped cream. The lady handed them a spoon each, along with the hot chocolates.

“You’ll need the spoons to scoop up the whipped cream,” she said.

“Dankjewel,” Lola said.

“What does that mean?” Flo asked in a whisper as the lady walked off.

“It means thank you,” Lola explained.

“Dankjewel!” Flo called out to the lady. She wanted to show that she had good manners.

“The whipped cream is yummy,” Lola said as she scooped up her third helping.

“It really is,” Flo said. The cream was all over her face.

They both laughed, and once the hot chocolate was drunk and the pancakes all eaten, it was time to go.

“Where should we go next?” Flo asked.

“Let’s just see where our feet take us,” Lola said as they waved goodbye to the lady and stepped back into the busy street.
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The street that Lola and Flo walked down was in three parts. There was the side they were walking on, in the middle was a canal that had boats going along it instead of a road with cars, and on the other side of the canal was another little section with more people walking or riding bikes.

“Lots of streets in Amsterdam are made of water,” Flo said with surprise.

“It’s so different to home,” Lola added.

As they walked along the edge of the canal, small motor boats went by. Sometimes it would be just one person in the boat, sometimes it would be a whole family, and they would wave and call out “goedemorgen” as they passed by.

Sometimes it would be a group of friends enjoying the morning sunshine, and on the deck of a little boat, they would have a picnic all laid out, and they would be eating as they floated by. Everyone smiled and waved as they passed by.

“There are lots of people enjoying themselves,” Flo said.

“Just like we do when we are sailing on our boat,” Lola replied.

They both kept walking along the canal. There were lots of little bridges that crossed the canal, and they decided to cross on one of them. They stood in the middle of the bridge and looked along the canal.

“Hey, look at our reflection in the water!” Flo said, looking down.

The two friends waved at themselves in the water. The surface of the water was so still that it was like looking into a mirror. Looking back up, Flo pointed along the canal.

“All the canals are connected to each other like roads,” Flo said as a little boat turned and entered another canal.

“It must be hard not to get lost,” Lola said as the boat disappeared around the corner.

All the way along both sides of the canals were very old, tall houses.

“Amsterdam must be a very old city,” Lola said. “The houses and shops look like they are hundreds of years old.”

“I think you are right,” Flo said and pointed to a row of houses nearby. “Look how they are all leaning a little to the side.”

“You’re right, Flo,” Lola said. “Not one of the buildings is straight, and even the windows are crooked.”

They finished crossing the canal and walked down the street on the other side. The windows of lots of the buildings were open, and Lola and Flo could see right into the neat little apartments and houses. As they walked past an open window, a lady inside waved hello.

Along the canal were lots of people gathered around some big boats tied up at the canal edge. They looked a little different from the other boats, and Lola and Flo couldn’t quite tell what they were. It all looked very unusual.

“Let’s go and see what everyone is doing,” Lola said.

“Good idea,” Flo said as they started to walk towards the strange boats.
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