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you to another era. You 
can revelin theglamour 
ofthe I92 0S on boardthe 
world's mostfamous and 
luxurious train) or retreat 
to agrandI9th-century 
hotelbeside amagnificent 
waterfallin the Swiss 
mountains. Take to the 
roadandexplore the 
beautifulsouth coastof 
Irelandin a vintage 
camper van orsample 
a taste ofthe Cha1tzpagne 
countryside andenjoy 
agenteelversion ofthe 
studentgrape-picking 
holidays ofyouryouth. 
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ABOVI\ The 1920s 
come alive inside The age ofelegance
the dini11g car of 
the Orient~E>..press. 
RIGHT The train By Susy Smith 
snaKes through 
a Swiss valley. I have always loved travelling by train. 
FAR RICH" Susy lven in this day and age, there is 
prepares to board something distinctly stately abollt the the Orient-Expre. " whole experience. Upgrade me to fi rst class, 

replace grubby interiors with sumptuous 
furnishings, swap mediocre sandwiches for 
wonderful food· and, hestofall, han mobile 
phones - and the idea appeals even more... 

www.counrryliving.co.uk 
www.countryliving.co.uk 

..All this, along with a fascinating 
history, a starring role in an Agatha 
Christie murder mystery and the fact that, 
since 1883, the Orient-Express has been 
transporting its passengers to intriguing 
and romantic places - Istanbul, Budapest 
and, my dream destination, Venice - have 
made it the most famous train in the world. 

Checking in at the Venice Simplon­
Orient-Express offices at London's Victoria 
station is not the most auspicious of 
beginnings, although there was a small 
thrill to be had from weaving through the 
commuters knowing that while they were 
bound for their offices, my husband and I 
were going somewhere much more exciting. 

The waiting train was all I had 
imagined: the sleek, polished carriages 
in their smart chocolate and cream 
livery looked just as they must have 
done in the 1920s when aristocratic 
passengers draped in furs, wafting 
expensive perfume and accompanied 
by endless trunks, valises and hatboxes, 
boarded to spend the winter somewhere 
exotic, away from London's smog. 

I stopped to admire the splendid 
paintwork before stepping into the dining 
car to be shown to our table, with its fringed 
lamp and upholstered armchairs. A guard's 
whistle blew and we were away, sliding out 
ofLondon, resplendent in our magnificent 
surroundings with nothing to do but simply 
eat a lavish lunch and sip Champagne. 

There is, of course, the small matter 
of the English Channel to be negotiated 
before boarding the sleeping cars that 

do the main leg of the 
journey through France, 
Switzerland, Austria and 
Italy. Passengers used to 
disembark and board one 
of the cross-Channel ferries 
to Calais; now this journey 
is completed by luxury 
coach transported through 
the Eurotunnel. This small 
part of the trip feels very 
work-a-day compared to 
the glamour of the trains, 
but it's soon forgotten as 
the coaches pull up alongside 

the gleaming Orient-Express at Calais. 
I posed for a photo with one of the crew, 

resplendent in his blue uniform with pillbox 
hat, who then directed us to our sleeping 
compartment where we met Bruno, our 
Italian steward for the journey to Venice. 
He smilingly ran us through the procedure 
for mealtimes, bedtime and everything in 
between. He pOinted out our 'VSOE' dressing 
gowns and slippers, necessary for a night I> 
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