
obert Louis Stevenson's immortal words are 

circling around my head as I wait with a line 

of other, well-dressed folk to board perhaps 

the greatest travelling affair on earth. The subject 
of no less than 19 books, six films and many a 

high-brow dinner party conversation for more 

than a century it is, of course, the Orient Express. 

Since its maiden voyage back in 1883, the 

Orient Express has always been synonymous with 
luxury, indulgence, prestige and chic. Waiting at 

London Victoria, though, it's hard to get into the 

OE vibe surrounded, as one is, by Dunkin' Donuts, 

McDonald's and WHSmith. But, as we catch our 
first sight of the mighty British Pullman rolling into 

platform 18, an expectant buzz runs through my 

fellow passengers and I. Men in white gloves 

descend from the historical carriages, brass but­

tons shining on their uniforms, epaulets gleaming 

on their shoulders. All aboard! 

As the train pulls out of Victoria, we settle into 

these 'Palaces on Wheels; the original parlour cars 
conceived by George Mortimer Pullman in the 

1920s and 30s and each meticulously restored I 

snuggle down in an armchair seat, tucked in to 

my table-for-one which is set with real silver cut­

lery resting upon dazzling white, pristine linen. 

Glints of light, cast by a softly-shaded lamp, flicker 
on my hand-blown crystal glass - soon to be filled 

with delicious French champagne. Despite my 

bleating over the years that French champers is 

not all it's cracked up to be, this glass of heavenly 

nectar, quite simply, is. 

Food is a huge part of the Orient Express expe­
rience and lunch today on the British Pullman 

begins with Inverawe-smoked Loch Etive trout 
served with caper mayonnaise and blinis. This is 

followed by roasted chicken breast (free range, of 

course) filled with crayfish mousse with a ver­

mouth and caviar sauce and topped off with a 

chocolate teardrop with passion fruit mousse and 

blackcurrant coulis. I have selected a chilled Pinot 

Grigio to wash this lot down and am left in gastro­

nomic bliss that borders on post-coital. 
After disembarking the Pullman at Folkestone 

Harbour, accompanied by a brass band, boarding 

luxury coaches and traversing the 'Chunnel', we 

are ushered aboard the Venice Simplon Orient 
Express: the 'Train of Kings, the King ofTrains'. Like 

the Pullman, each car is unique, in name and in 

individual history - created to transport only the 
chosen few; some have been lost in the turmoil of .. 




