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Favorite Restaurants 
Worldwide “At Noma, 
in Copenhagen, Rene 
Red zepi reinterprets 
Nordic cuisine using lo-
cal stuff I’ve never seen 

before: indigenous beach herbs, varying 
pea tendrils, onion blossoms, coriander 
shoots [93 Strandgade; 45-3296-3297; 
seven-course menu, $190]. In Iberia’s 
Basque region, Asador Etxebarri’s simple 
grilling proves that even with no flash you 
can make people cry [1 Plaza San Juan;  
34-94-658-3042; lunch, $70–$150]. For 
Tokyo ramen in a thick broth, Jiro keeps it 
gangster with a grimy interior [2-27-17 S. 
Ikebukuro, Toshima-ku; 81-2-3378-7361; 
entrées, $7–$10], and Aoba makes a sim-
ple, smooth broth [5-58-1 Nakano; 81-3-
3388-5552; entrées, $6–$9].” Favorite 
Hometown Restaurants “I had an amazing 

grapefruit dashi with pine nut udon and 
sugar snap peas at WD-50 [50 Clinton St.; 
212-477-2900; entrées, $25–$35]. At 
Chinatown’s Oriental Garden, ask Uncle 
Choi what he recommends [14 Elizabeth 
St.; 212-619-0085; entrées, 
$15–$30]. I order the hot 
pot as spicy as I can get it at 
Spicy & Tasty, in Flushing, 
Queens [39-07 Prince St.; 
718-359-1601; entrées, 
$9–$16]. And I let the 
bartenders get me drunk at 
PDT—whatever they do is good 
[113 St. Marks Pl.].” Travel Souvenir 
“Comparing American and Japanese 
knives is like comparing a Ford pickup to 
a Ferrari. Aritsugu, in Kyoto, is a famous 
knife shop [Nishiki-Koji Dori, Gokomachi 
Nishi-iru, Nakagyo-ku; 81-75-221-1091].” 
Momofuku, from Clarkson Potter ($40)

A t a religious festival in the tranquil foothills 
of the Himalayas, you’d expect to see bare 

souls—but bare bottoms? It’s par for the course 
at the Jambay Lhakhang Drub Festival in the 

Bumthang district of Bhutan. The tercham, the 
sacred dance of fertility, is performed by monks 
who wear nothing but an ornate mask. Infertile 
women flock from all corners of this tiny coun-

try sandwiched between the Asian gi-
ants of China and India, in hopes of be-
coming pregnant. The sacred dance 
dates back to the building of Jambay 
Lhakhang in the seventh century: It 
was used to distract demons that tore 
down the temple night after night. The 
mewang, or fire dance, takes place on 
the first night of the festival, when the 
head monk carries a torch lit within the 
ancient temple and ignites a 20-foot-tall 
arch made of fresh and dried cypress. 
As the arch becomes engulfed in 
flames, the thousands of festivalgoers 
run underneath it to expel their sins 
and to cleanse their spirits. If you’re 
brave enough, shoot for a hat trick be-
fore the arch collapses—three is an aus-
picious number in Bhutan. Where and 
When Bhutan’s Bumthang District, 
November 2 through 6, 2009. The  

Local’s Take “As a child I was petrified of the 
masked dancers. Now they’re my favorite part 
of the festival.”   –Sonam Eden, 30, homestay  
coordinator 

A dancer at Bhu-
tan’s November 
Jambay Lhakhang 
Drub Festival.

Party Animal

David Chang
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