
A Restaurant Tasting Review: Olimpia Vendéglő 
 
Times Visited: Once, a very lengthy once. 
 
The Little Dish: Epic French/Hungarian meal that takes epic patience to enjoy. 
 
The Big Dish: Olimpia Vendéglő, the lauded French/Hungarian eatery in Budapest’s 
outer District VII, has a reputation for being inventive, and perhaps a bit in love with 
itself. This seems mostly due to the fact you can’t order a ‘la carte, you can only 
specify how many courses you want in your degustation menu (from four to eight). 
The menu changes daily, and you are not told in advance what you will be receiving. 
Well, two can play at that game, Olimpia Vendéglő. Thus, I offer forth a degustation 
review, and you might be in for a few surprise courses yourself.  
 
Dish 1: First Impressions. It’s a nifty, unpretentious room, one that would be filled to 
capacity a mere half-hour after opening for dinner on the weekday night we went. The 
waiter (and co-owner), after seating us and handing over a wine menu, wouldn’t even 
hint as to what they would be serving that evening, only that is would all be ‘friss,’ 
(fresh). When countering that I wanted to know for the sake of the wine, I was once 
again assured that I was in for good things, friss things, and the wine didn’t matter.  
 
Dish 2: Wine. Of course, the wine does matter, especially when you don’t receive it 
almost two hours into the meal, and the amount it matters grows to near urgency, as 
the courses come and go. The selection of bottle of wine – a St. Andrea Pinot Noir – 
would end up being the only choice we would make for ourselves all night, and we 
were made to regret this one modest exercise in free will. If you order red wine, you 
won’t see it in your glass until the wine is appropriately paired with the food, which 
means until after seafood, and even after poultry. We only deduced this later, after 
some confusion and angst, us having been sure that our order was forgotten multiple 
times. Our wine was not forgotten, and indeed the bottle of Pinot Noir sat cruelly just 
out of our reach, on a central serving table, until the waiter deemed the minute correct 
for the first pour. The coveted bottle was then returned to the serving table, having 
made a brief but welcome appearance.  
 
Dish 3: The Food We Got. Among the primary courses we received was a tasting 
plate of seafood (octopus, scallop, mackerel), a goose-liver terrine with a thin slice of 
eel on top, accompanied by mango foam; straightforward piglet with tiny new 
potatoes, roast chicken on Chinese cabbage coleslaw with a won-ton; watermelon 
soup with Serrano ham; a French cheese plate, and two desserts. It was all flawlessly 
prepared, looked forward to, savored, and missed when it was gone.  
 
Dish 4: The Food We Didn’t Get: The food we were served was great, even fantastic; 
the problem was that the food we didn’t get – a bowl of asparagus and St. John’s 
mussels being enjoyed at the next table – looked better. You see, if you don’t order all 
eight courses, you are made to skip out on a few; not at the end of the meal, but 
somewhere in the middle, almost like a reprimand for not splurging. When we 
realized this, we decided to up our menu to seven courses, but were told in no 
uncertain terms that ordering more was not possible (though, bizarrely, this didn’t 
stop them from bringing us three extra courses gratis).  
 



 
Dish 5: The Duration. The meal would take close to five hours. Not that I had other 
important plans that night, but had I known what I was in for, I would have paced 
myself up front, as the bulk of the food arrived in the later hours. And I might have 
brought a cushion, or taken up smoking for the night; it is a long time to sit in one 
place. At Olimpia, they have their own way of doing things, and being flexible is not 
in their repertoire. It is best to just surrender yourself to their managerial skills, and 
give up any thought of free will. Be like the masochist submissive in Pauline Réage’s 
The Story of O, and take pleasure in having all responsibility of decision-making 
taken from you (The Story of ‘O’lympia?). If you can do this, and have five hours to 
spare, you will be treated some inventive, delicious food.  
 
Dish 6: The Summation. Sitting at Olimpia and letting every aspect of your meal be 
dictated can feel a bit like being in a comfy prison with the best prison food in the 
world. Here is my advice to you: put yourself in their hands for the evening. You 
won’t find better jailors, and you will come away with one of the most memorable, if 
not rigorous, dining experiences to be had in Budapest. Oh, and it was friss, though I 
didn’t feel very fresh myself, being released out onto the street close to midnight. 
 
Gratis Course: Don’t think I didn’t notice that the waiter left the final deci of our 
Pinot Noir go un-poured, and disappeared it somewhere behind the bar. Granted, after 
lording over the room for five hours, he was probably thirsty. I might have mentioned 
it at the time, but I had fallen into a state of learned helplessness, a placid kind of 
gastro-Stockholm syndrome.  
 
Five Course Diner for two with wine (excluding tip), 21,000 HUF. 
 
Reviewer’s Notes: We had a camera malfunction that night, thus there no pictures of 
the food. The images used are from Olimpia’s site and freeimagefinder.com 
 
Also, I was alerted, after the meal, that some approximations of what the courses 
would be were written on the chalkboard, out of view from our table. 
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