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laps, all under the watchful
eye of his amused mother
(endangering others is the
new cutel} — I gave up and
retreated to the changing
rOOM.

Like I said, for many
people, the Budapest baths
begin and end with a not-so-
satisfying visit to the
Gellert, for reasons that are
unclear, particularly when
the Budapest Spa
Association (there is such a
thing) watches over 15
bathhouses in the city, and
that's not even counting the
ones under the auspices of
other hotels that aren't the
Gellert, ones that are closed
or under renovation.

The other 13 baths would
have to wait. For now, I
needed some fresh, dry air.
Unfortunately, this being
Budapest, the air was
neither fresh nor dry
Smoky and ridiculously
humid would have to do.

SAVING THE
BEST FOR LAST

1 could have spent the
rest of the trip just hopping
between pools, and I
certainty would
recommend the idea (I see
just such a trip in my
future), but unfortunately,
there was only so much
time to see a fascinating
and quite large city.

In the end, when it came
down to spending my last
day in town dutifully
sightseeing or jourveying
out to City Park for an
early-morning soak at the
famous yellow Szechenyi
Baths, the baths worn.

Szechenyi is sort of like
those big bathing pavilions
you see in old pictures of
the Jersey Shore or
wherever it is  that
European immigrants
vacationed back in the old
days. Except here in
Budapest, the complex isn’t
lying in waste and/or being
torn down to make room
for cheaply built condos.

Szechenyi has the feel of
a major social hub, and it’s
just steps from its finest
museums and one of the
country's top  known
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the indoor {thermals) and
outdoor (regular pools)
complex hums with an =
appealing energy, and just
the right balance of locals
and foreigners to make the
scene  feel  positively
cosmopolitan.

After a long swim outside
with a bunch of very
friendly French people, and
some very grumpy locals, 1
noticed my  hair was
starting to freeze. So I
headed inside for a visit to
the thermals and
discovered choices far
beyond what any first-time
visitor could have
anticipated — there must
have been at least thirty
different pools of varying
temperatures and types.

It was sort of like -
standing on a Manhattan
street corner, one featuring

multipte Starbucks, except ~ The morning soak is a way of life in Bud
not depressing. at baths such as the gorgeous Gellert (a?:sse‘t,)
I ended up at the least ,

g
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renovated of the bunch,
which meant fewer people
(nothing like a little grit in
your neighborhood to keep
things interesting).

I don't know quite what
the effects of the heated
thermal pools were, but it
sure made my skin happy.

Between that and visits
to the steam room (where
the temperature wasno't
posted but I could have
sworn  my sweat was
starting to boil) I sort of
lost track of time,
eventually looking at a
clock and discovering that
the day was now more than
balf gone. Bummer.
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