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AGENDA: FOOD/DRINK

The Mouth

By Nanci Tangeman

Cultural lessons
for tourists
Pannekoekenpaviljoen De Carrousel
Tweede Weteringplantsoen 1, 625 8002
Open Mon-Fri 11.00-21.00, Sat-Sun
10.00-21.00
Cash, PIN, credit cards
Tourists are like sponges. They’re eager
to learn everything there is to know
about Amsterdam. My philosophy? If
there’s a chance to explain something
from a local point of view—go right
ahead. It doesn’t matter if it’s true.
So it is with our latest visitor. Partner-in-nothing-devious thinks we need
to introduce him to that wonderful
Dutch tradition—pancakes and beer. I
think it’s a perfect opportunity for a lesson in traditional pancake-eating.
Practically
overlooking
the
Heineken Headquarters, Pannekoekenpaviljoen De Carrousel is the perfect
place for our cultural experience, but it
is a little precarious. Everything about
the place is designed to make your head spin. The restaurant is built
in the shape of a carrousel. From inside, its glass walls give a perfect view of the trams and bikes careening around the
Weteringcircuit. The hot pink and white striped walls, mirrors and
bright lights don’t help. But we like to live on the edge. (Although
we sit near the centre, not noticing the child-friendly carrousel
horses next to our table. Luckily, there are few children dining—or
riding—today.)
Our ﬁrst step in this cultural enlightenment? Beer. The
Heineken Extra Cold comes in two sizes (€4.50/€2.50). Our Tourist

opts for the larger, as we walk him
through the menu. All the usual pancake ﬂavours are here, from apples and
cinnamon to, um, chile con carne.
Eventually Tourist decides on a pancake topped with egg and bacon
(€6.50). Partner and I get our usual ham
and cheese pannenkoeken (€6.50).
Despite the name of the restaurant,
you can also train your foreign visitors
in the Dutch way of eating hamburgers
(€6.50); or wiener, chicken or ﬁsh
schnitzel (€10); poffertjes (from €5);
appelgebak (€3.50) or sweet Brussels
wafﬂes (€4-€8). Or, if you’re really feeling industrious, teach them how to eat
a proper English breakfast—Dutchstyle (€8.50, available until 13.00).
Eventually, our attentive waitress
delivers the goods. Tourist marvels at
the circumference of his pancake, as
well as its thinness. A perfect start to
the lesson. ‘First,’ I tell him, ‘you roll up
your pancake, burrito-style.’ I demonstrate, as Partner digs right in, ignoring
our lesson. Tourist follows my lead.
Next I show him the shaker of powdered sugar on the table. ‘Now you
want to give your rolled-up pancake a light dusting.’ ‘But it’s bacon
and egg ﬂavoured,’ he reminds me. ‘Do it,’ I say. He does. ‘Now you
need just a squirt of syrup across the length.’ No objections this
time.
‘Go ahead and eat,’ I say. He digs in, smiles and orders another
beer. Not a bad combination, even if lunchtime has begun to feel a
little like a craft project. But I know that pannenkoeken always
taste better this way. I’ve been rolling my own since I was a tourist a
decade ago—and someone taught me how to eat a pancake ‘the traditional Dutch way.’
___

‘First,’ I tell him, ‘you roll up
your pancake, burrito-style.’

A night in the life...

By Sarah Gehrke

Cultural binge
drinking
De Balie
Kleine-Gartmanplantsoen 10
Open Sun-Thur 10.00-01.00, Fri-Sat
10.00-02.00
Cash, PIN
‘Can we have two more beers,’ say the
girls who stand at the bar. Their Dutch is
a little uncertain, and so is their balance.
‘And an... errrrr...’ They take a while.
Then they simultaneously remember the
correct word. ‘DOEKJE!,’ they shout triumphantly. The barman shakes his head
and tut-tuts. ‘Again?’ Apparently, it’s not
the ﬁrst time their group have knocked
over a glass tonight. But he smiles.
At ﬁrst sight, De Balie doesn’t really
seem like the obvious location if you
plan to get into a state in which you
knock over several glasses. For one, the
room is very brightly-lit. It’s also very
spacious. And there are many vases with
lilies. Furthermore, the cafe is attached
to a cultural centre, so the danger of running into intellectual people right before,
during or after knocking over glasses is
a real one. Though, in reality the only
reason most intellectual people never
knock over glasses is that they’ve practised drinking harder than anyone else.
For example at all the borrels that take
place after cultural events.
So it’s quite probable that De Balie

Beer price: €2.20 for a vaasje (Brand).
Emergency food: Classic: Olives and cheese, served until half
an hour before closing time. (They also have a restaurant
part, which serves very nice food. But I’m digressing—
restaurant food is not what this column is about.)
Special interior feature: Lilies. Their smell is so strong,
it finally helps you understand the term olfactory interior. Or invent that term, perhaps?
Predominant shoe type: Cultural trainers, cultural boots.
Typically ordered drink: The accidental next drink.
Smoking situation: Hang out on the metal staircase outside and feel industrial.
Tune of the night: From soapy funk to Aimee Mann: The
tunes here are cultural, but not in the pop culture sense.
Mingling factor: Very low—except when there’s a borrel.
State of toilets near closing time: As nice a place as
this is, for some reason the toilets here are very unappealing and there’s a slight smell of pee at all times.

has seen many, many people having a
few too many. And of course not all
drinking binges are planned, so they
might take place here accidentally. One
of the doekje-girls explains how she and
her friends originally met up for coffee.
‘And then,’ she says, ‘we decided we
didn’t want to have dinner. So we went
here and ordered beer. And we’ve been
doing that for a long while now.’ Combine these accidental drink gatherings
with the many cultural borrels, and suddenly De Balie becomes the place for
binge drinking—which explains the
barman’s equanimity at spilled beers.
However, tonight, as there was no
cultural drinking event scheduled, most
other guests seem very sober. They sit
in couples, opposite each other, and
have quiet conversations about cultural
things. Except, of course, the doekjegirls’ group, three of which have now
moved outside to smoke. They’re
speaking, very unculturally, about the
people that are inside. ‘Check it out,
that dude at the bar is wearing a skirt!’
says one of them. ‘Yeah,’ her friend
replies, ‘he’s a Scot.’ Girl #1 disagrees.
‘No! Look closely—the skirt has a ﬂoral
print! He’s not a Scot. He’s just a dude
wearing a skirt!’ Girl #3 can no longer
take it and points out that the person in
question is actually not only not a Scot,
but also not a dude. Which renders the
whole discussion suddenly uninteresting. The girls move back inside, to
order another beer. Let’s just hope they
won’t knock it over again.
___
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