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THE DIRECT TRAIN TO LAUSANNE leaves Lucerne every 60 minutes. This 

is an ordinary, unremarkable Swiss train in that it’s fanatically punctual, tidy, and 

plain. The tracks squiggle northwest, pivot at an interchange, then soar through 

shipshape suburbs into the cantons of Fribourg – where the signs change from Ger-

man to French – and Vaud, before arriving at Lausanne. From the rooftop deck of 

my suite at the Beau-Rivage Palace I can see Évian-les-Bains, famous for its bottled 

water, on Lake Geneva’s French shore. You can take the ferry across to drink Evian 

from its source, but I don’t recommend it. You have your whole life to drink water.

A better bet: a glass of clementine-colored Sicilian catarratto bianco at La Sta-

tion, a snug, young natural-wine spot where the bartender’s T-shirt feels like an 

affirmation: Where Dreamers Become Doers. Almost against logic, millennial and 

Gen Z dreamers are definitely doing in Lausanne.

“To open your own place is so eye-wateringly expensive in any Swiss city, but 

maybe more so in Lausanne,” says Rhys Williams, who created Deli Social, a smart 

minimalist café, with his wife, designer Emily Groves. In addition to serving 

impeccable sandwiches and pastries, the space doubles as a design incubator to 

springboard artists and entrepreneurs and build collaboration between creatives 

in the city. Their coffee cups come from potter Béatrice Durandard, who recently 

opened a studio, Poterie du Tunnel, with two fellow ceramists down the street. 

When I pop into the atelier, varying sizes and shapes of vessels and vases cover 

every surface in an ombré of earthy tans, wheats, and mochas, interjected with 

the occasional exclamation of blue. The pieces look so polished, it’s hard to believe 

Durandard’s only been throwing clay since 2020.

From Poterie du Tunnel – art on an intimate scale – it’s a 15-minute walk to art on 

a grand scale at Plateforme 10, a museum complex that opened in 2022 in the grave-

yard of Lausanne’s old train repair hangar. “We’re always fighting with Geneva for 

who has the cooler museums,” Olivier Müller, Plateforme 10’s head of communica-

tion, says as we take in the pedestrian plaza outside the Musée Cantonal des Beaux-

Arts, where teens sun themselves like blasé geckos on giant angled concrete lily 

pads. During the pandemic, young skaters made this square their de facto clubhouse. 

Prior to the grand opening, Müller says, “One of the questions was, ‘Are you going to 

get rid of them?’ ” He shakes his head. “No, never. This space has to be democratic.”

Inside, the collection includes Degas sculptures and ebulliently kinetic Alice 

Bailly abstracts, but it’s the surrealist portraits that stand out: Félix Labisse’s por-

trait of his friend, French actor Jean-Louis Barrault, rendered with the greenish-

gray complexion and ghoulish cheekbones of an undertaker (some friend); Niklaus 

Stoecklin’s painting of Tatjana Barbakoff, a Chinese-Latvian Jewish dancer who 

sat for this simultaneously coquettish and melancholic portrait in 1929 – 15 years 

before her murder in Auschwitz. 

Restaurateurs Delphine Veillon and Johans Valdivia (she’s Vaudois, he’s Peruvian) 

run the museum’s imaginative café, Le Nabi. The sun-flooded, monochromatic 

space focuses attention on the exuberant cooking from chefs Bruno Andrade and 

Victoria Poinsot, whose petite menu reveres creativity, color, and local producers. 

My server loves a dish called Le Navet, so I order it, even though the only words I 

can pick out on the French menu are “parsley cream.” That cream is an electric-

green pool inlaid with darker-green dots of ramp puree. In the center rises an 

ivory island of tender oyster mushrooms and a sweet but mustardy root vegetable I 

can’t quite place.

“Le navet,” the server explains. “I don’t know how to say it in English.”

Google Translate to the rescue: turnip.

He rolls it over: “Tur-nup …”

“Turnip.”

“Like turn up?” He turns his palms to the ceiling and raises the roof. 

Not quite, but exactly.

Strolling Lausanne and  

ceramist Béatrice Durandard’s 

wares at Poterie du Tunnel.
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THE DIRECT TRAIN TO INTERLAKEN leaves Montreux four times a day. This 

is an ordinary, unremarkable Swiss train in that it’s fanatically punctual and tidy, 

but it’s hardly plain. The doors to the “prestige” class of this navy cruiser whisper 

open into a panoramic, window-walled carriage. I find my leather throne, fire up 

the seat heater, and accept a basket of croissants.

Good as the GoldenPass Express looks, its unseen engineering is what’s truly 

extraordinary. These cars adjust their height and wheel gauges to jump tracks, 

eliminating the time-immemorial train switch on this iconic route. The train 

twists up the vineyard-laced hills above Montreux, past castles and villas – every 

switchback a better view of the Alps mirrored in Lake Geneva – through the forest 

and farmland, and eventually, past Gstaad’s luxury chalets to Interlaken. 

If Epcot had a Switzerland, Interlaken would be the model, a fairy-tale Swiss-

German town of chocolate shops, jewelers, and paragliding outfitters wedged 

between the fingertips of lakes Thun and Brienz. At first glance, this doesn’t seem 

like a place that will aid my mission, and yet, there’s Bernese Wagyu with red kim-

chi at Radius, in the grande-dame Victoria-Jungfrau hotel, and Alpine cheese foam 

with magenta gumdrops of beet gnocchi at Alpenblick, a cozy spot with timber 

Paragliders landing 

in Interlaken’s central 

Höhematte park.



When you sail with Seabourn, you 

will enjoy a seamless, all-inclusive, 

ultra-luxury experience in the 

Mediterranean. On our intimate ships 

with just 250-600 guests, all ocean-

front suites, luxurious amenities and 

a high onboard team to guest ratio, it 

will be a voyage so far beyond compare, 

you’ll never want it to end.

Contact your Virtuoso Travel Advisor 

and enjoy exclusive Virtuoso Voyages 

amenities on select sailings.

when you finally know

where you’re headed.
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walls and cows cross-stitched on the curtains. Among the luxury shops magnetiz-

ing Emirati tourists, there’s an indie bookseller (Buchhandlung Bödeli), a halal 

eatery from a Pakistani refugee (Restaurant Shalimar), and a vintage boutique 

(REPower) founded by former Californian Jessica Powers.

In addition to all this creativity and some of the country’s best hiking and ski-

ing, the resort town is the jumping-off point for the Top of Europe. The journey 

begins with another train, this one from Interlaken to Grindelwald Terminal, 

where travelers board the Eiger Express gondola; its sleek glass cars hang from the 

four-mile, tri-cable track like huge black pumpkins on a vine. Passengers ascend 

4,563 feet in 15 minutes to Eiger Glacier Station, then connect to the famous (and 

infamous) Jungfrau Railway. During its construction from 1896 to 1912, 30 labor-

ers, mostly young Italian immigrants, died while cleaving limestone for the line. 

It’s hard not to think of them as the scarlet train cars disappear into the darkness 

of the tunnel that makes up 80 percent of the 5.8-mile-long line.

Twenty-six minutes later, the train emerges at the highest station in Europe – 

11,333 feet – and onto another planet. A wide apron of white spans the jagged peaks 

of Jungfrau and Mönch. The temperature is 14 degrees. Wind-stung tears slow to a 

crawl and freeze before they can cross my cheekbones. At this moment, frozen in 

awe and frozen in general, a craving takes root.

“What would you like?” the server asks me at Top of Europe’s Restaurant 

Crystal, where the windows have views of the glacier on which I’ve temporarily 

abandoned my compass.

I can confirm they make a very good fondue.

SWISS 
STORYTELLERS

STAY  A belle epoque giantess 

on Lake Geneva, the 168-room 

Beau-Rivage Palace is the stuff 

of hospitality legend, site of the 

negotiations for the Treaty of 

Lausanne and the Iran nuclear 

deal. (It’s also home to lighter 

amusements, such as the chic 

spa and the inventive tasting 

menu at Anne-Sophie Pic.) 

The Panoramic Suite, complete 

with a rooftop terrace accessed 

through a push-button sliding 

skylight, ranks in my top five fa-

vorite hotel rooms. Doubles from 

$635, including breakfast daily 

and a $100 resort credit.

Paragliders land almost on 

the doorstep of the 216-room 

Victoria-Jungfrau Grand Hotel 

& Spa, which faces Interlaken’s 

mountain-silhouetted Höhe-

matte park. The property feels 

like the city ’s social nucleus for 

locals and tourists (there are a 

lot of the latter in Interlaken), 

who gather for cocktails on the 

lushly landscaped patio. Doubles 

from $544, including breakfast 

daily and a $100 dining credit.

Fresh off a five-year renovation, 

the 136-room Mandarin Oriental 

Palace, Luzern shines from a 

prime perch on Lake Lucerne, 

its modern lighting and furni-

ture contrasting nicely with the 

property’s historic bones. Book a 

lake-view room with doors open-

ing onto Juliet balconies. Doubles 

from $673, including breakfast 

daily and a $100 dining credit.  

Alpenblick’s local pike 

perch with artichokes and 

Maremma olives.
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Color-coordinated Icelandic  

poppies and a Djúpavík dwelling.
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C O A S T A L 
E L I T E

A RARE VIEW OF ICELAND’S REMOTEST PORTS.
Story and photography by Korena Bolding
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TO THE OFFICIAL ARCTIC CIRCLE marker on Iceland’s tiny Grím-

sey Island began uneventfully. But then, midway through, I looked up 

from the trail to find myself surrounded by grazing sheep, hundreds of 

flying Atlantic puffins, dramatic cliffs, and the sparkling ocean – all in 

one frame-worthy moment. A few minutes later, three Icelandic horses 

appeared in the distance, their emo bangs flopping in the chilly wind. 

Iceland, I quickly realized, is always putting on a show. 

It was my first visit to the island nation – a long-awaited chance to 

photograph the country’s dramatic landscapes, feel the spray of larger-

than-life waterfalls, and spot those iconic horses. On a ten-night cir-

cumnavigation of the country, Aurora Expeditions’ 132-passenger Sylvia 

Earle docked in rarely visited ports, which we often had entirely to our-

selves. Beginning in Reykjavík, the ship followed a clockwise route to 

hit Kirkjufellsfoss on the Snaefellsnes Peninsula, the Westfjords in the 

northwest, and small coastal towns such as SeydisfjÖrdur in the east. In 

some ports, we boarded a coach, heading inland to cozy villages or ad-

ventures on land. Everywhere, papery Icelandic poppies lined sidewalks 

and paths, blooming from cracks in the asphalt. 

Stops in uncrowded far-north ports brought the chance to meet cool 

locals. In Hjalteyri, along one of Iceland’s longest fjords, Strýtan Dive-

Center owner Erlendur Bogason displayed shells, coral, and Royal Navy 

ceramics that his team had recovered on dives in EyjafjÖrdur, as well 

OUR TREK
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Atlantic puffins, also 

known as the clowns of 

the sea, and (opposite) the 

Sylvia Earle in Hólmavík.
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Photogenic Grímsey Island.  

Opposite: The Snaefellsnes 

Peninsula’s Kirkjufellsfoss.




