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Gourmet Dining on the Edge of Space 

 
In the summer of 1991, I had the good fortune of 

fulfilling a fifteen-year ambition to fly to London 

in two hours and forty-five minutes. Traveling at 

Mach 2, at 1,350 miles per hour, 60,000 feet 

above the planet, is the stuff of dreams. In my 

case it was a comfortable seat on board a British 

Airways' Concorde. 

  

The whole experience was far better than anything I had envisioned. I 

remained in total childlike awe of my surroundings during my brief, and 

perhaps sole, excursion on this incredible high-tech flying machine. I was in 

a state of complete euphoria, expecting to be woken any moment from a 

thoroughly captivating dream. 

 

The flight afforded the passengers enough time for lunch and little else. 

Concorde is, in fact, a gourmet restaurant between two continents. The 

menu, which changes frequently, is prepared by a noted chef from the city of 

the flight's departure. My meal consisted of canapés of caviar, chicken liver 

paté and Scottish smoked salmon followed by an entrée of poached salmon 

in Chablis and herb sauce with asparagus spears. The chocolate dessert 

convinced me that either I was dreaming or that I had passed on to another 

life. The Stilton cheese accompanying the vintage port was the finest I had 

ever eaten. 

  

However, it was the presentation of the wine list which caused the tingling 

sensation in my body and was responsible for the large smile that remained 

etched across my face for the duration of the flight. Two of the wine world's 



most respected experts, Hugh Johnson and Michael Broadbent, are 

responsible for the British Airways' Concorde wine cellar. Each flight carries 

a generous selection from the impressive list. On my supersonic adventure, 

the wine list offered five Champagnes, including Pol Roget's 1982 Cuvée Sir 

Winston Churchill and Taittinger's 1982 Compte de Champagne. The white 

Burgundy section included two Puligny Montrachet premier crus from 

1987--Labouré-Roi and Les Folatières. The clarets consisted of a 1987 

Château Talbot, a 1983 Château Lynch-Bages, and a 1983 Domaine de 

Chevalier. 

 

My most recent trip across the Atlantic was in the economy section where I 

spent a miserable seven hours. The meal was plastic and tasteless, the wine 

was indiscernible, and I longed for another chance to travel in a manner to 

which I could very easily become accustomed. 
 

 


