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dirtinguithed mien, and he wore the unifonn, in-
duding the white glovet, of the dining-car cUff.
Now, I had learnt from previous excursions in this
Ippqr-van of the dite that the proper tUng to do
aboard It is to dispky a keen interest in your stom-
ach. So I approached the African and demanded
the hour of dmner. He enveloped me in a glance
of courteous but cold and distant disdain, and for
quite five seconds, as he gaaed silently down at me
i(I am 5ft-8|in.) , he must have been saying to him-
self: "Here's another of 'em." I felt inclined to
explain to him, as the reporter explained to the re-
vivalist who inquired about his soul, that I was on
the Press, and therefore not to be confused with the
general 61ite. But I said nothing. I decided that
If I told him that I worked as hard as he did he
would probably Uke me for a liar as weU as a plu-
tocratic nincompoop.
Then the train went off. carrying its caigo of

human parcels aU wrapped up in pretty cloths and
aecuiely tied with tapes and things, and plunged
with Its ghtter and meretricious flash down through
the dark central quietudes of France. I must say
that as I wandered about its shaking corridors,
lookmg at faces and observing the deleterious ef-
fects of idleness, money, seasickness, lack of imag-
ination, and other influences, I was impressed,
nevertheless, by the bright gaudiness of the train's
whole entity. It isn't called a train de luxe; it is
caUed a train de grand luxe; and though the ar-
tistic taste displayed throughout is uniformly de-
plorable, still it deserves the full epithet As an
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