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Nature’s grandeur
Grand Cafe De Bosbaan
Bosbaan 4, Amsterdamse Bos 
404 4869
Kitchen open 11.00-22.00 
Bar/cafe open 10.00-00.00
Cash, PIN, credit cards

The fireplace beckons. I can see the
flames through the rain-dotted win-
dows. It looks cosy inside Grand Cafe
Bosbaan. There’s something comforting
about rain and fireplaces. And the loca-
tion of the building, within the
Amsterdamse Bos, one of the largest
parks in Europe, doesn’t hurt either.
Since our tennis game’s been rained out,
my Worthy Opponent and I head inside. 

The beckoning fireplace turns out
to be a flatscreen TV, but weirdly, its
effect is the same as a crackling, roar-
ing hearth. We sit at one of the many
tables overlooking the Bosbaan, the
2200-metre course that’s home to the
Dutch Olympic rowing team. It feels
comforting, like a big easy chair. 

Not comforting, however: those prices staring back from the
menu. North Sea plaice in cream sauce is €29.90. A meal-size tuna
salad is €16.60 and kip sate is €19.50. Even fries are €3.90 per por-
tion. The Heineken, though, comes in three sizes (€2.30, €2.50,
€4.30) to fit any budget. We stick to the cheaper end of the menu.

Even that’s not exactly inexpensive. This place is turning out
to be more ‘grand’ than ‘cafe’. The mid-day, mid-week crowd is
mostly business people. Not many ramblers or rained-out athletes
like us. I guess the name of the place should have tipped us off. 

My Opponent orders an uitsmijter with cheese (€10.50). I opt

for the warm Panini with mozzarella,
tomato and pesto (€6.10). I can smell
the basil and garlic of the pesto before
it hits the table. The bread is warm and
soft and the cheese is melted just-so
on the tomatoes. Opponent’s uitsmi-
jter is, well, an uitsmijter. But at least
she’s had no problem getting the
kitchen to substitute brown bread. 

They don’t make a habit of substi-
tutions, however. On a previous visit,
Opponent asked if the kitchen could
put cheese on her hamburger (€8.10).
No problem. On her next visit she
asked, but they apologised. ‘It just
wasn’t possible’.

The Grand Cafe Bosbaan is one of
several restaurants within the 1000
hectare Amsterdamse Bos—and it’s
definitely the poshest. Still, weary ram-
blers fresh off the 137 km of footpaths
or cyclists resting from the 51 km of
bike paths shouldn’t feel like they can’t
stop in for a bite. In fact, there are
handy lockers (€1, refundable) right
outside the cafe to store your gear
while you’re exercising.

But we’re certainly not exercising.
The rain refuses to quit and, for once, I’m okay with that. Better to
sit and read the dessert menu—chocolate mousse, lemon tart
with raspberry ice cream, soesjes with vanilla ice cream and
chocolate sauce (all €6.50)—than to return to the courts where
Opponent would clean my clock. And besides, the video fire is
growing on me.

There is one important bit of information that’s not on the
menu. The area upstairs is available for events. They even offer spe-
cial ‘condolence packages’. If the rain ever stops and we get back
on the tennis court, I just may need to schedule one of those. ___

Favourite tunes
Weber
Marnixstraat 397
Open Sun-Thur 20.00-03.00, Fri, Sat
20.00-04.00
Cash, PIN

Two guys are standing outside Weber.
It’s 10pm on a Thursday night and the
place is rammed. They’re both wear-
ing striped shirts. One shirt is light
blue. The other is light pink. They
wear carefully styled hair. ‘So,’ says
the guy in  light blue, ‘should we go in
here then?’ The other looks doubtful.
‘I don’t know, man,’ he says. ‘It’s really
a bit too snobby, don’t you think?’
They proceed on their ramble along
the street. 

Inside, it seems like the guy was
right. This looks like a frat party. No
sisters here, either: just blocks of men
with beer glasses in hand. Moving
through the narrow room proves to be
near impossible—especially if you’re
one of the few girls. 

The bar staff handle the masses
with admirable professionalism.
They’re very quick and friendly. Still, if
you’re not a big fan of having elbows
rammed into your back or becoming
entangled in conversations of mind-
blowing stupidity with strangers—
both events occurring at ten-second
intervals—you might want to walk out-

side and join the smokers. Or come
really early, grab a table, lean back on
the cushions and watch the spectacle
of boys on the hunt.

It should prove worth the wait.
Three hours later, this bar’s a complete-
ly new picture. The striped-shirt count
has miraculously diminished. Instead,
the place has filled with a mixture of
tourists, indie chicks, horeca staff
enjoying their after-work beers and
general drunkards who didn’t feel one
o’clock was an appropriate time to
stagger home. The conversations are
still often of mind-blowing stupidity—
but now in a more fun way, spiced up
by the little twist of freakiness that is
the reason so many people partake in
alcohol. 

It’s still packed, and stays that way
right to the bitter end. I hear a girl in
leather jacket and skinny jeans tell a
story to her friends. ‘You wouldn’t
believe it!’ she says, saucer-eyed.
‘When I passed by here earlier on, I saw
these guys standing outside. They were
like the worst snobs ever. And they
decided not to come into the bar,
because they thought it too snobby!
And I just thought, what the hell am I
doing, being a regular here? Ladies, we
should really start going somewhere
else.’ Her friends agree. But then a tune
cuts in. It’s one of their favourites. The
girls raise their arms and smile.
They’ve changed their mind once
more. ___

The bread is warm and soft
and the cheese is melted
just-so on the tomatoes.

Beer price: €2.30 for a vaasje (Dommelsch)
Emergency food: Pringles and wasabi nuts.
Special interior feature: The wall behind the bar is
papered with pictures of record sleeves, including all the
indie classics.
Predominant shoe type: Shiny, pointy leather shoes in
the first half of the night. Converse in the second.
Typically ordered drink: Whisky and coke. Gin and ton-
ic. Beer, beer, beer. 
Smoking situation: Quite bad. They don’t have a terrace
license, which means you can’t take your drinks outside.
Still, the ban gives rise to a little street party every night,
which is kinda nice.
Tune of the night: The Strokes, ‘Reptilia’.  
Mingling factor: Very high. Nobody stays alone here for
long. 
State of toilets near closing time: Dunno, the queue was
too long. But I made a few friends while waiting, and from
what they told me it seems to be all right. 
General level of drunkenness at closing time: Ten out of ten. 

A night in the life... By Sarah Gehrke

The Mouth By Nanci Tangeman




