Amsterdam – Day 3

We started out today, after breakfast and another good night’s sleep, with a plan in mind to cover four museums, all relatively close to each other.  When we last visited Amsterdam six years ago., we didn’t get to the Anne Frank house and that was high on our list.  
Jeff bought a six-day tram pass which entitles us to ride all the trams and buses whenever we want, so we walked up to the tram stop over the canal and a couple of blocks up to catch the first of several trams we’d be riding today.  With rain in the forecast, we took our trusty umbrellas, which proved to be a very wise decision, and headed to the Anne Frank house.  We got there early enough, but there were still long lines (1/2 wait we were told) to get in.  We joined the line and it started to rain.  So we waited – as it turned out only 15 minutes – in the rain.  With the Rijksmuseum, and the Van Gogh Museum., we could show our museum passes and get right in with no wait.  Not so here at the Anne Frank house.  The Anne Frank house tells the story of Anne Frank, a young girl whose diary became famous as an account of what happened to her and her family during WWII and the Nazis.  The house is starkly furnished and has several very steep sets of stairs leading up to all the places the family hid.  It’s a focused version of the holocaust museum in Washington DC.  But, the lines are incredibly long and, like the holocaust museum, you can never remind too many people of the horrors the Nazis committed during WWII. 
From this museum we sought out a place to eat lunch towards our next museum location and ate at an Argentinean restaurant (there are several here in Amsterdam, all quite popular) featuring endless BBQ spare ribs.  Needless to say that neither of us could finish the first helping, let alone ask for more.  This would be our one big meal today since the Marriott provides snacks in the evening that suffice as dinner.

We headed next to the Hermitage museum with an exhibit on Russian iconography in progress.  We got delayed by a drawbridge that was up, although we didn’t see what had passed under it.  We had to wait until the bridge came down to walk to the museum.  There was also a string quartet performing at the Heritage.  Jeff took photos of some of the objects on display.  The exhibit covered Russia for hundreds of years.  There were also films and slide shows which discussed the rise, fall and subsequent rebirth of the Russian orthodox church and religion. 
Another few blocks away was the Jewish museum and synagogue, which we visited on our first trip to Amsterdam.  At that time, the entire area was quite small.  This time, the museum had expanded and now included an exhibit on the Dada movement and the contribution to that movement from Romanian Jewish artists.  There was still the “synagogue” part which displayed Jewish artifacts through the centuries and a history of Jews in Amsterdam.

We walked to the main street to catch the tram back to the hotel, saw a flea market in progress and opted to take a taxi back since we were worn out. 

We’re finding that  this is a country of bicycles.  There are more bicycles than cars and there are dedicated bike lanes on every street.  Next to pedestrians, bikes seem to have the right of way, and you have to be careful when walking and crossing that you don’t get in front of a moving bicycle.  Bicyclists don’t wear helmets here and everywhere you go there are bike racks which always seem to be filled with bicycles of all shapes, sizes and forms. 
This is also an easy city to get around.  You can easily walk many places. In addition, there are trams, buses and taxis, not cheap, but available.  Last, but not least there are more than one variety of hop-on hop-off canal boat that will take you to all the important sites.  I’m convinced that people here learn to do two things from birth.  The first is to ride a bike and the second is to swim, not because you want to swim in the polluted canals, but folks learn to swim to save their lives if they fall into the canals!
People here are friendly and everyone speaks English.  We’ve also found everyone to have a great sense of humor.  In all, this is a great city!  Unfortunately, Amsterdam’s currency is the Euro which makes it tough for the American dollar. 
