Amsterdam – Day 4

There were only three things left that we wanted to do while we’re in Amsterdam.  One is visit a cheese market, two is visit Leiden to see the Egyptian temple and the third was to visit Zaanse Schans to see the windmills. Since it’s been raining here for most of the time we’ve been sight seeing, we took advantage of the sunshine today to visit Zaanse Schans, a town about a 45-minute bus ride away to see the windmills.  These are working windmills, grinding grain and making dyes.  There is also a cheese store, a museum, and lots of souvenir and other shops in this little area as well.  We’ve been to places like this in other parts of the world, most notably and recently, Korea.

We caught the tram in front of our hotel and took it to the train station where we had to find out which bus would take us to the windmills and where to catch said bus.   That was no easy task, and since the bus only runs every ½ hour or so, it’s important not to miss it.  We were given erroneous directions initially, but then found our way to the correct bus stop and, as luck would have it, the bus was waiting at the bus stop.  Off we went. The windmills are the end of the line, so we couldn’t get lost, and we knew where to come to catch the bus for the return trip.  We explored the cheese shop, tasting all kinds of  yummy cheeses, looked at windmills, and then stopped for lunch at one of two places in the complex.  We both had Holland pancakes (spongy crepes that are filled with a variety of things.  Jeff’s had more savory fillings – bacon, onions and veggies, etc. – and mine contained fresh strawberries and whipped cream.  The crepes are about the size of a dinner plate and a cross between a French crepe and the spongy bread served at Ethiopian restaurants.  But the meal hit the spot.
We visited the clog factory on the grounds after lunch to see how the Dutch made wooden shoes and to prowl the souvenir shop.  Did not help the economy.

We walked back to the bus stop to catch our bus back to the train station and then to transfer to the tram and back to the Marriott.

It’s supposed to be nice tomorrow morning again, so we’ll go to the outdoor cheese market before it rains again.  Jeff insists we can get most of the cheese we like in the USA and don’t need to buy them here and drag them home.  We’ll see.

