
A TRAIN 875

Howerer, it ia the train of tnina, outside the
Sibemn express, rnd the Chicago and Empire
City Vestibule Flyer, Limited, and if decorations.
Mlver, rare woods, plush, silk, satin, springs, cut-
flowers, and white-gloved attendants will make a
crack train, the International Sleeping Car Com-
pany (that bumptious but still useful association
for the aggrandisement of railway directors) has
made one. You enter this train with awe, for
you know that in entering you enrol yourself once
and for ever among the 61ite. You know that no-
body in Europe can go one better. For just as the
whole of the Riviera coast has been finally special-
ised into a winter playground for the rich idlers,

dilettanti, hypochondriacs, and invalids of two or
three continents, and into a field of manoeuvres for
the always-accompanying gilded riff-raff and odal-
isques, so that train is a final instance of the spe-
cialisation of transit to suit the needs of the afore-
said plutocrats and adventurers. And whether
you count yourself a plutocrat or an adventurer,
you are correct, doing the correct thing, and prov-
ing every minute that money is no object, and thus
realising the ideal of the age.
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French railway platforms are so low that in the
vast and resounding Gare de Lyon when the ma-
chine rolled magnificently in I was obliged to look
up to it, whether I wanted to or not; and so I
looked up reverently. The first human being that
descended from it was an African; not a negro, but
something nobler. He was a very big man, with a
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