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A BLACKSOUP

Coffeehouse culture done
right # Hungarians are rightfully
proud of their gorgeous
kavéhazes, where turn-of-the-
century writers and intellectuals
once energized endless debates
with the local joe (dubbed “black
soup”). Today, the tradition
continues. Kavéhazes still offer
artist-friendly prices, suitably
sudbued venues to write and
think, and three meals a day.
Fine brews can be found at
glitzed-up grande dames like
Café New York (at the New
York Palace Boscolo Hotel);
and the more well-worn, like
Café Central, where you might
actually spot a writer or two
settling in for a day's scribbling,
laptop at the ready. Then there's
the funkily restored Dunapark,
first opened in 1937, where, as
Metternich had it, “the coffee
is as black as the souls of
diplomats.”We think he meant it
in a good way.

THIS LITTLE PIGGY WENTTO MARKET Above, a sampling of the local pork products sold at the Great Market Hall;
and the exterior and interior of the Museum of Applied Arts, below

days of Attila the Hun), with nearly every surface adorned with colorful Zsolnay tiles.

Just when you've rebounded from the last multicourse meal, it's on to the next. Take a taxi to
Arcade Bistro (5), a chicly understated restaurant located on a quiet back street in Buda. Indulge in the
sweet pea soup, rich, tender duck and a dessert of homemade ice cream and fresh raspberries.

Hop a taxi to Gédor Klub (6), an outdoor bar with an anything-can-happen vibe, housed amid the
unfinished foundations of what was to be the National Theatre on Erzsébet Tér—a fine example of
the Budapestian knack for turning disappointment into an excuse to party. Here, the capital’s young
scenesters throng around café tables and talk about how Budapest has changed over the years.
Without much effort you're absorbed into a group of expats, who insist that the city is becoming a
more cosmopolitan place. But everyone, even the traditionalists resistant to such changes, seem to
agree: Budapest is still delightfully raw and decadent.

In the small hours of the night you wander back to The Gresham, its sophistication standing in
stark contrast to the hip gypsy band you've just heard at the Godor. Intrigued by this enigmatic city,
you throw back your heavy teal drapes and step out onto your balcony, awestruck by the nighttime
view of Buda Castle and the Chain Bridge, the glittering, ominous currents of the Danube swirling
below. &

SARAH HORNE has never felt so ravishing as she did
wearing a standard-issue Gellért Spa bathing cap.
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“If | want some quiet | head

to Margaret Island, right in

the middle of the Danube.
Parts of it feel quite wild, and
there’s an old ruined church
on the island that looks like
something out of an eerie fairy
tale—lovely, weird and out of
place”
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HALL-MART Shoppers in the

Great Market Hall




