ALL ABOARD THE EUROSTAR FOR FIRST-CLASS FRAUDS

Polly Vernon makes herself at home up front

I don't go on nearly enough glamorous journeys. I travel to glamorous places, I travel to meet glamorous people; I snatch moments of glamour on otherwise mundane and grubby trips. Apart from that, I'm profoundly - spiritually, even - cattle class. I wish it wasn't that way, but I am learning to live with it. I never get upgraded - I don't exude the necessary vibe of entitlement. Although that's probably just as well because I'm ill-equipped to deal with any flight that isn't economy. I embarrassed myself on business-only airline Silver Jet the one time I flew with them: I cried over an inflight movie, drank too much and was too grateful by half to the cabin crew, and so gave myself away as a business-class fraud. 

However, I am entirely capable of handling a first-class trip on the Eurostar. St Pancras to the Gare du Nord, and then drinks at the Plaza Athenee, aka the best hotel in the entire world: that is the most unrelentingly yet achievably glamorous trip I can imagine. Every inch of it is posh and, helpfully, champagne-oriented. You kick off by arriving early for l'enregistrement so you can while away an hour in St Pancras's stupidly glamorous Champagne Bar. Then - the train. First class in Eurostar is as meaningful, surely, as first class gets, because its pricing policy makes it accessible to plebs like me, who value it and treat it with appropriate reverence. It's got the lamps and the velvet seats and the bilingual staff who have done me the incalculable kindness of pretending they don't know if I'm French or English, and who furnish a girl with more glasses of champagne. 

[…]
*

A Sonnet is a moment's monument,--
Memorial from the Soul's eternity
To one dead deathless hour. Look that it be,
Whether for lustral rite or dire portent,
Of its own intricate fulness reverent:
Carve it in ivory or in ebony,
As Day or Night prevail; and let Time see
Its flowering crest impearled and orient.

A Sonnet is a coin: its face reveals
The soul,--its converse, to what Power 'tis due:--
Whether for tribute to the august appeals
Of Life, or dower in Love's high retinue
It serve; or, 'mid the dark wharf's cavernous breath,
In Charon's palm it pay the toll to Death.
[D.G.Rossetti]
