SIDE INDEX FOR MOTOE

Below is an index for the SIDES that have been provided. The SIDE NUMBERS are indicated
by a number in a circle. Such as:

You will note that at the top of the side, a character name appears. That tends to be the
character that is emphasized in that unit. Because of the ensemble nature of the piece,
there are not a lot of monologues—but there are a couple. Most of the units have multiple
characters, but another character (besides Poirot) is spotlighted. You will find that same
name CAPITALIZED in the list below. Use the list to help you locate the characters I've
asked you to read for and those for which you’d like to read. Please stay within the
parameters of what appears on the Audition Form page. Please put some effortinto
working with an accent in advance of taping.

SIDE 1 HEAD WAITER, Poirot

SIDE 2 MRS. HUBBARD, Bouc, Poirot

SIDE 3 MRS. HUBBARD (monologue)

SIDE 4 POIROT, Princess, Bouc, Mary

SIDE 5 POIROT (monologue, end of play)

SIDE6 MRS. HUBBARD, Michel, Bouc

SIDE7 BOUC, Poirot

SIDE 8 RATCHETT, Poirot, Countess

SIDE9 MARY, ARBUTHNOT

SIDE10 COUNTESS, POIROT, BOUC

SIDE 11 PRINCESS DRAGOMIROFF, POIROT, Greta, Bouc
SIDE12 MACQUEEN, Poirot, Bouc

SIDE13 MICHEL, Bouc, Poirot

SIDE 14 GRETA, Poirot, Countess, Mrs. Hubbard, Bouc
SIDE 15 COUNTESS, POIROT

SIDE 16 POIROT, ARBUTNOT, Mary

SIDE 17 MARY, Poirot, Bouc
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= Scene Two

(We hear a small hotel band playing “r Wane
‘to Go Back to Michigan” by Irving Berjiy,
POIROT bows slightly and now we are @m
the dining room of the Tokatlian Hote] j,
Istanbul in 1934. The HEAD WAITER escors,
POIROT info the room.)

HEAD WAITER. This ﬁw..ssg.éﬁ I have a beautify] tab]
that I'm sure you will enjoy. It is monsieur’s first mBM
in Istanbul?

POIROT. That is correct. How did you know?

HEAD WAITER. Ohh, I have my ways, monsieur. My little
observations. In this business, one needs to be 5
detective, like that famous Poirot fellow who comes
from France.

POIROT. I believe he is Belgian.

HEAD WAITER. No, no. From France. I know him personally,

POIROT. Ah.

HEAD WAITER. Your table, monsieur.

POIROT. Merci.

(As POIROT sits and takes up a newsp.
COLONEL ARBUTHNOT bursts the dining room
and hurries over to a table where MARY
DEBENHAM is waiting. COLONEL is a
Scotsman with a Scottish accent in his mid-
thirties, handsomeg; and very matter-of-fact.
is an English beauty in her
. There is a sadness, however,

ARB . Mary. There you are!
RY. James! At last! Where have you been?!
ARBUTHNOT. Oh, I'm not that late, am I?

MARY. Of course you are. You're always late. And I was
terrified we'd miss the train. It would ruin everythingl

* ARBUTHNOX, I wish to hell you were out

oring a bit. I've never been

or. 1 was just expl .
RBUTHN ) quite adore all this eastern

to Istanbul before and I
honsense.

MARY) Well, I don’t. I just want to leave right now and get
it over with.

\RBUTHNOT puts his hand on her cheek.)

of all this. You

deserve batter, you know. . .
MARY. Shh! Nyt now! No one should see us u.mnm nw.zm.
Not till it’s all behind us. Besides, I think we're being

observed by that funny little man over there.
(She nods\toward POIROT, who is hidden
behind his néwspaper.)
ARBUTHNOT. What, himA He’s just some damned foreigner
who probably doesn’t éyen speak English.
(POIROT’s newspaper gives an involuntary
shake.)

MARY. Shall we order? I'm

her money.)

xzm..xcwwwzo.m&oowoo_ Excuse me, waiter. You did'q very
nice job and I'm leaving you somethi oCk

of it g Yo mg extra because

Q.x %:w moment, we notice HECYTOR MCQUEEN
siting at one of the tables. He is a nervous
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murderer wore a uniform, and the

on now is where did he go! .
estion soé“% friend, the question now is whether
1o, B+ He could be an invention of

listened. The

- les me. There is a grease
is one g@%ﬂh@ it obscures the first lettérof the
Christian name and I believe it is telling.

souc. Who s it?!

MRS, {ueBeR

MRS. HUBBARD. (At the door.) Knock, knock. Excuse me but
1 need to talk to you.

BOUC. If you could please wait your turn —

MRS. HUBBARD. No, I cannot wait my turn because you owe
me an apology.

souc. I do?

MRS. HUBBARD. You thought I was crazy.

BOUC. Pardon, madame, 1 do not know to what you are
referring ~ o,

MRS. HUBBARD. To what I am referring is the man in my
room last night! You didn't believe me, but guess what,
I have a surprise for you. There was a man and I can
prove it! He left a button! Look!

(She pulls out a brass button and BOUC peers
atit) .

BOUC. It says “Orient Express””

MRS. HUBBARD. It sure as heck does, and it's just like the
ones that Michel wears on kis uniform.

POIROT. (Ezamining it.) And you found it..?

STeRT
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MRS. HUBBARD. On the floor this morning, bright as you
please — next to my big toe after I put these tootsies
down on the floor when I woke up.

POIROT. And you waited until now to tell us?

MRS. HUBBARD. I just woke up! It’s called a vacation! And
1 just heard about Ratchett’s murder and I thought that
maybe this button guy did it. Ya see it all adds up. He
goes into Ratchett’s room, kills him, comes out through
my room, I wake up at, like, 1:15 and see him - well,
not see him exactly, I sort of feel his presence - and do
you realize he could have strangled me in my bed, or
shot me or something!

POIROT. The dead man’s name was not Ratchett, madame,
it was Bruno Cassetti. Does that mean anything to you?

MRS. HUBBARD. No.

POIROT. Have you ever heard of the Armstrong case?

MRS. HUBBARD. You mean that poor kid who got murdered?

It was national news. The whole world knew about it.
So what?

POIROT. May I ask where you were last night between
midnight and two o’clock?

MRS. HUBBARD. Oh, great, so now I'm a suspect? You know
you should read some detective stories and get some
tips.

POIROT. Twelve to two, madame.

MRS. HUBBARD. I just told you! I was alone in bed around
one o'clock and then a few minutes later some man
walks into my room and scares the living bejesus out
of me,

POIROT. Mrs. Hubbard, would you write your signature on
this paper, please?

MRS. HUBBARD. 1 beg your pardon?

POIROT. Your signature, so I can see your handwriting.

MRS. HUBBARD. (Writing.) I always thought the French
were screwy.

55

BOUC. He is from Belgium,

£EVD
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ICHEL. For my daughter, you pig!
OF. For Charles!

GRETA\ For little Daisy!
\ . For my father!

is harrowing and liberating.)
ritual is over, the lights change
ormal and a level of peace is

POIROT. And now, my Yriends, what am I to do? It cannot
be long until the Yi slavian police arrive, at which
time I must tell them the truth, n'est-ce pas?

MRS. HUBBARD. You mean the truth, of course, about the
second conductor.

COUNTESS. Anything else would\be a complete injustice.

POIROT. On the contrary, it is the only justice. Under the
law, if you commit a murder, you must pay the price.

ARBUTHNOT. But it was Cassetti why murdered the little
girl!

POIROT. And did that give you a right to Kill him?

ARBUTHNOT. Of course it did! He killed five'people for some
ransom money. And he'd done it before\and he'd have
done it again. And now it's time for you to\urn around
and walk away and leave us alone!

POIROT. (Ezploding.) No, it is not! It is not that tin
never in my life turned my back on the law!
understand that, colonel?! The law must be obeyed or
we become barbarians! It is 1934, Europe is chanjing
and there will be chaos! There will be nothing left o
and we will have to start again! I cannot support this!
I cannot agree to this!

(Silence.)

MRS, HUBEARD

B il
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MARY. But the man was a monstef, Monsieur Poirot. You
know he was.
POIROT. But I cannot...
(Beat.)
1 cannot just...
(He is
MRS. HUBBARD. May 2 humble actress speak her peace?
PRINCESS. Please do, my dear.

ly moved.)
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MRS. .._Cwm>»o. Monsieur Poirot, we are in your hands, and
we acknowledge it. But would you really have preferred
it if Bruno Cassetti had gotten away scot-free? Would
that be the kind of justice you are after?

(POIROT turns away.)

Look at it this way: you have a complete solution
staring you in the face. You have the button, you have
the uniform, you have three reliable witnesses who saw
a man in the corridor - and surely you're not calling all
of us liars. Because if you did that...

(Her tone changes.)

There would be months of trials, lives would be
damaged even more than they have been already, and
a great many people would be forced to relive the most
terrible moment in all of their lives — more terrible
than any human being should ever have to experience.

Is that what you want? Examine your heart and tell us
what you want.

START

POIRQY, ... You put me to the test, madame, and I am
greatly~xqubled.

Monsieur Bouc, my fri i
§ you are the director of the
Wagon-Lit. What do you say

BOUC. Hn” my opinion, the first solution put forward
Is entirely correct: we had a deadly intruderdisguised
as a conductor, and I believe that is the solutioiryou
should offer the police.

END



. 82  AGATHA CHRISTIE'S MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPReg CHRISTIE'S MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPRESS 83

QDO 0 h\\+ : acATHA

(Silence.) dom enemy of Mr. Cassett, but
MRS. HUBBARD. ... We're listening, Killer é“mﬂﬂﬁ%w% avenge nrm.mama.w omwwmwﬂwwﬁsw
START  POIROT. The facts of the case could not be more o SO e i far about this 11
five o'clock last evening this train left g:wﬂv_m. At old nwmo.%c think?

R e way to O&Em 2&.. stops in between, At mvunom. N itg Wha | suppose SO- . ind the
Q 12:30 last night, it ran into a snowdrift anq s&“ﬁa& MARY. L. lent. Now with these facts _J .B“ n it has
\ to stop. And at ten o'clock this morning, My C Orced pOIROT. m.uno_caoa took root, and little by little 1

was found dead with mmmw_ﬂ stabs wounds in w..;wmmmm#- . mmoobm MM ” all its ﬂoaﬁbw ruthlessness. .
These are the facts. Cest tout. Clest fini! chest, blossort Jeading to this solution appeared within
However...these facts permit two possible solutiong ¢, The first clue val at Istanbul, when I learned that

Rt )
o Vs Lo ) At-S-3IAN D

the crime. Under the first solution
enemies boarded the train at Sofia
him a Wagon-Lit uniform which
Then, last night, using a pass key t
compartment, he stabbed the man eight times and left
through the door to Mrs. Hubbard's compartment. )

] o:a om Ogmmg.

s
and brought with
he later put on
O OHH”OH ogwmﬂﬂmum

»
a

BOUC. Well done, my friend. You have solved the case!
PRINCESS. Oh, I would not get too excited. He has not

finished yet, have you, monsieur?

POIROT. No, princess, I have not finished. Let me propose

a second solution because two unexpected events made
the first solution impossible.

The first event was the snow which forced the train
to stop: it meant that the killer now had a very big
problem. WHERE COULD HE GO?! He could not get
off at the next station because there was no next station.
So unless the killer could f7y, he must still be among us
on this train. He must be one of you!

(Silence.)

==~7% .t

POIROT. The second event was the discovery of the

fragment of a letter that said, “Remember little Daisy
Armstrong” And from this fragment we know that the

wo“_.um MMMWNH%Q ticket left on the first class coach

Orient Express. .

ang! Instantly, the room goes dark with

only blue spotl, hts on the passengers as
needod, This s @ .\Nagg&u to a .3033.&
carlier ¥u the play, and the technique will
recur agein and again over the next few
minutes.)

gouc. (Flashback.) It is Rever sold out at this time of year.
That is ridiculous.

POIROT. And it was ridiculsus. Why was this train so
suddenly full? But thanks Monsieur Bouc, T had a
berth on the train, and soon, 5q the platform, I met an
astonishing company of actors. ;

COUNTESS. (Flashback.) Monsieur Poilqt, I look forward to
hearing of your wonderful adventur

MICHEL. (Flashback.) Princess Dragomiroff How lovely to
see you.

PRINCESS. (Flashback.) 1 have agreed to pay hed\way if she
will assist me as I travel to Paris.

GRETA. (Flashback.) I am not married, except to, God
almighty who lives in heaven.

POIROT. Hungarian, French, Russian, Swedish. What we
all Eamw people mom.nm on the same train? Something
M»m amiss! It was Eﬁ looking at a painting by Pablo

casso. Over there is an eye, on top of an ear, behind a
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(POIROX hesitates. Then.)

May you go with God. And I hope that he gives yoy y,
you need to get on with your lives. €

(It takes a moment to sink in - thep,
one starts to breathe again. They all
ssart chattering with immense relief. MARy
ARBUTHNOT hug each other. Then so do
L and MRS. HUBBARD. A cloud has lifted
and feel alive again. “Oh, thank God”

1” Then.)

the train starts Up again. They run to the
windows and see t 7
BOUC. The crews have arrived!
COUNTESS. They are here at ]ast!
MACQUEEN. Well, praise the Lord!
MARY. The train is moving!
B8OUC. Thank God. .
(MARY bangs on the window, calling to the
crew.)
MARY. Hello! Hello, there! Thank you! Thaxk you so
much! o ARBUTHNOT.) Oh, James, do you se&\them?!

ARBUTHNOT. I told you we'd be all right in the enq. You
know, Poirot, you turned out to be more than I...

MARY. Poirot?

MRS. HUBBARD. Monsieur Poirot?
COUNTESS. He's gone.
MACQUEEN. Gone where?

BOUC. Monsieur Poirot?

&

POIROT
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(They look around. He's gone.)

(Tableau.)

(Then a light comes up on POIROT by himself
He speaks to the audience.)
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OIROT. And so the case was over atlast, and @m passengers
went their separate ways. I have learned since that time
that Greta Ohlsson did in fact get to Africa ~ for the
first time, as it turned out - and she did work for the
children and saved many lives. The colonel and Miss
Debenham were married in a quiet ceremony in St.
James Square, Monsieur MacQueen returned to his
business, Michel to his trains, and the princess left us

for the great beyond.

The countess, alas, went back to her husband,
Monsieur Bouc and I have remained good friends, and
Mrs. Hubbard - the great Linda Arden - has recently
returned to the stage in a musical entitled No, No,
Nannette, in which, I am told, she brings the audiences
to their feet.

Meanwhile, I beg you to believe me when I tell you that
I wish all of them well, and I hope that they prosper
till the end of their days. But at night, in the darkness,
when I am all alone, I ask myself again and again if this
was justice; if I did the right thing. And on many such
nights, it is not until morning that I can close my eyes.

(The lights fade.)
(And then the lights are out.)

End of Play

STARET
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BB .m?ommw«wx sment, MRS. HUBBARD dlows onto

[Qﬂ% )

S TAHCT s, wupsard. Is this that Orient Express 1 keep hearing

)

 out? Tt doesn't look that impressive, at least not frop,

here.
MICHEL. You aré Mrs. Hubbard?
MRS. HUBBARD. Mrs. Helen Caroline Peabody-Wolfson-Vap,

s if you please, from the beautiful garden
Hmaﬂmﬁm_%awg Mr. Peabody, my first husband,
was a very good soul but the poor man had no talent
for longevity, and I shouldn’t say poor because he
did very nicely for himself, thank you very much. My
second husband was 2 Mr. Wolfson who I loved rather
dearly, but he Joved a lot of women and so I traded up
and got a Van Pelt, but I caught him in bed with that
redhead from the Waldorf who did his nails. Then at
last I found Mr. Hubbard and I call him my little white
knight for saving me from a life of bridge games and
watery cocktails at the Minneapolis Country Club.

BOUC. And is Mr. Hubbard joining you? .

MRS. HUBBARD. No, Mr. Hubbard is not joining me.
Mr. Hubbard and I traveled together once and he said
it raised his blood pressure. 1 don’t know why. So now
1 do it for both of us. (7o MICHEL.) Do you like to travel?

MICHEL. I travel every day.

MRS. HUBBARD. Then you and I should exchange notes
some time,

MICHEL. Compartment three. . ?

MRS. HUBBARD. Is that yours or mine?

MICHEL. Yours, madame.

MRS, HUBBARD. I hope it's comfy.

MICHEL. ] have neverhad a complaint, madame. /.O
MRS. HUBBARD, I'm sureyou g@ﬂ.ﬂ m Z ;

START

(She exits.)
POIROT. She s quite the character.
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BOUC. They are all characters. If I was Balzac, 1 would
write a novel about all of them.

POIROT. And just think: for three days these strangers are
brought together in the closest of quarters, eating and
sleeping under a single roof.

8OUC. And then at the end they part, never to see each
other again.

POIROT. Unless, unless.

BOUC. Unless what?

POIROT. Unless there is an accident. Or something fatal
occurs.

BOUC. Monsieur Poirot! Why do you say such a thing?!

POIROT. Forgive me. It is my business. And I sense that
something is wrong - that there is a tension among
these passengers of yours. One of them does not fit in.
1t makes me frightened.

BOUC. Oh, monsieur! No more business, please. You must
now succumb to nothing but pleasure ~ and prepare
yourself to step aboard the pride of the company
Wagon-Lit for the most memorable journey of your
entire life!

Bou #A4

(We hear the hoot of the train whistle:

and the set changes to the interior of
Orient Express. The change is dramatic
and magical.)
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Scene Four

% are nOW in the Art Deco &.&»&3&. car o
MMM first class 8@@ of|the Orient m.&ﬁwaum.
The car gleams with elegance .a:& romance,
The fittings are gold, SW.SS:% are made
of red plush, and the bar in the dining cqr
is \&.E.e:& of inlaid wood with an Ay
Deco depiction of an efegant woman lying
across an ottoman. It is worthy, in its way,
of the great mosaics in Ravenna. The train is

breathtaking,)
(A number of PASSENGERS come through with
their luggage.)
MRS. HUBBARD. Well, ain't this the bee’s knees. Maybe 1
just move in for good-

MICHEL. This way, please, and watch your step.

MRS. HUBBARD, Holy cow. Is it sn wing out there?

MICHEL. We get a lot of it this time of year, I'm afraid. Last
year we got stuck in the snowfor seven days.

MRS. HUBBARD. Seven days! Was there liquor on board?

MICHEL. There is always plenty.

MRS. HUBBARD. Well, now I can/breathe again. Don't get
me wrong, I also eat solid foad as long as it’s cooked in
bourbon. As they say in the movies, lead on, MacDuff!

(They exit as the PRINCESS and GRETA enter.)

PRINCESS. Greta, you must keep|up, keep up! We have to
get settled in before the train moving!

GRETA. [ w%.o 8.8&5 to you| princess, that I am not
liking trains since I am little girl. They are feeling very
tight to me, like clothing thatfis made wrong size and is

itti

squeezing my bosom, may forgive me.

PRINCESS. Oh, don't be silly, s are wonderful.

oamoqur Iam M_mo not liking the ers and der clickety-
?ﬁg. ut ve vill be sitting next to each other, ja?

part iss good. In Africa once I am on a train and

. .

RATCRET

PR
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there is noise and crying and animals and oh! And

and sitting there next to me,

old goat. Haha. Is true. old

goat! He is like my comp ion. And on this trip that we

are taking together righti now, I think it will not be so
different, ja?

(GRETA exits. The

her off as POIROT

s trying to

INCESS reacts and _follows
. followed by RATCHETT,
b up with him.)
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RATCHETT. Mr. Poirot, slow up! Now I'd like to discuss that
proposition I mentioned.

POIROT. Non, non, I'm afraid it is not a good time.

RATCHETT. Oh sure it is. Sit down. I'll be quick, I promise.

POIROT. I am afraid -

RATCHETT. Sit down.

POIROT. ... Eh bien. Proceed.

RATCHETT. Now I want you to take on a job for me.

POIROT. I take on few new cases.

RATCHETT. You'll take this one on, I guarantee it.

POIROT. And why is that?

RATCHETT. Because I'm talkin’ big money here. Mr. Poirot,
I have an enemy.

POIROT. I would guess that you have several enemies.

RATCHETT. Now what is that supposed to mean?

POIROT. You are successful, n'est-ce pas? Successful people
have many enemies.

RATCHETT. Right. That’s it exactly! You see I've been getting
some threatening letters lately and I want an extra pair
of eyes to do some snoopin’ around. And that’s what
you do, am I right? Snoopin? Of course, I can take care
of myself. :

(He flashes the gun under his coat.)
But I'll pay you five thousand dollars. How does that
sound?

POIROT. Non.
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ten. For a few days’ work.

. All right, :
RATCHETT for sale, monsieur..1 have been v,

poirol. I am not
fortunate in MY
cases as interest

o want me to grovel, is that it?

RATCHETT. You )
pOIROT, 1 want nothing, monsieur, except to leave,

exits. RATCHETT is darkly unhappy,.
MMM“? his foot. After a beat, the noczwmm@m
%.%g?mgg%&a?g .
togo MP& vmxa.w :

COUNTESS. Pardon me- Sorry.

RATCHETT. Hey, you're that countess, aren’t you?

COUNTESS. That is correct.

RATCHETT. Well, you're awful pretty. And from what I hear,
you were 2 commoner to start with, just like the rest
of us.

COUNTESS. That is also correct.

RATCHETT. So does that mean you'll have a drink with me?

COUNTESS. I am married, monsieur. My husband is having
business elsewhere. Please excuse me.

RATCHETT. Now not so fast.

(The COUNTESS looks up sharply, but he’s
blocking her way. There is something
threatening about him.)

COUNTESS. Move out of the way, please.

RATCHETT. Hey, you don’t need to get all high and mighty
about it.

COUNTESS. If you do not move this second I will scream.

RATCHETT. Just wait a minute! You've said that you're
unattached at the moment, and we are on a train,

s0 who the hell’s gonna know what happens in some
private room on some two-bit piece o’ -

3&8&3 and I now take only g, Mw

me - and frankly, you do not intereg

MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXpRps, »
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(Whap! She slaps him very hard across the
face. His instinct is to spring Sforward and
attack her back.)

QVﬂ«mmm. Stay away from me.
(MACQUEEN bumbles into the room.)

MACQUEEN. Oh Mr. Ratchett, I've been looking for you. I-I
put your glass of wine next to your bed, and if you don’t
need anything else tonight, I thought I'd just -

RATCHETT. Shut up, Hector. Just shut...up!

(At which moment, BOUC enters.)

BOUC. Aha. My friends. I hope that you are settling in all
right and enjoylng yourselves? It won't be long now
until -

(Kerchunk! train lurches to a start, and
everyone grabs something nearby. It begins
to roll and there is\a sense of relief)
Haha! Not long at all! journey begins, and I wish
you both good luck and peed!

(The lights fade quickly'and we hear the train

getting heavier by the second.)

(Simultaneously we hear the
propulsive opening of Rachmaninoff’s
arrangement of Rimsky-Korsakov’s “The
Flight Of The Bumblebee.”)

29
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.\,,7_7, x),k ~ _‘\ ,(v‘ N..
. FATTIA ) -
Seene Sk \w« N‘N( C/\ﬂi ?V 0T Scene Seven
(And now we 566 M.n.: e NMQN MMM.%\ MWM (Lights up on the observation deck. MARY
sleeping owﬂ.“&%ﬂgmw W&.MMV M clunky sME rushes in and looks around. A moment later,
train$ 1wo~ ; A T enters.
wa&a& picce of machinery subject to ARBUTHNOT enters.) . - S—
Jos lems.) MARY. Oh thank God! I thought you weren't coming! STARS
problems " cech of the radi ARBUTHNOT. What's the matter? I got your note. :
(First §§n%«‘«.-“-§@m‘wﬂw &&Q.OS A ‘S MARY. I'll tell you what the matter is! I'm frightened
trying 0. EMM w.v.mns\s o S~§M the Mwmw_._ uw because we shouldn’t be doing this!
, G W.M ) k ARBUTHNOT. Now calm down.
a“\wg ol Station. Ori . ~ : MARY. I can’t calm down! We have to stop this!
MICHEL. Sgient %ﬁm MHM ’ = naw call me&mwwmmﬁmm ARBUTHNOT. Now that’s ridiculous.
o e i O you read me? Hello? MARY. No it isn’t! Oh thats the trouble with you military
mrmu B _wm?%mw o ) men, you never show any real emotion, it’s always stiff
w%mﬁ&.\w& % stati ' ) We read you, Express. Pray upper lip no matter what’s going on!
tatic. , .

ARBUTHNOT. Mary, we're doing nothing wrong! You have to
remember that.

MARY. I'm trying! I really am!

head into the mountains, Please prepare your rescue (She hugs ARBUTHNOT.)
equipment in case of stoppage. Hello? Do you read me? ARBUTHNOT. Better?
(Oweceeeeece!) MARY. Yes, I think so.
Belgrade? ARBUTHNOT. There was a hill near my home in Scotland,
and I'd sit for hours watching the trains go by in the
(Oweecesecee!) valley below. I knew they were heading to exotic locales
Belgrade, can you hear me?!

and I wanted to climb aboard in the worst way.
MARY. But you didn’t.”
ARBUTHNOT. No. I suppose I knew somehow that I'd break
; my mother’s heart.
: MARY. You're a very good man.
ARBUTHNOT. She was a very good woman.,
MARY. Do you know what the worst of it is with all this
traveling we've been doing? We don’t get any privacy.
It’s just so maddening!
ARBUTHNOT. Well, I don’t see anyone around at the
_ moment, do you?

EAND
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footprints. No marks in the Show,
POIROT. mnnquﬁmﬂuowa no one entered or left Eﬂocmﬁ the
Which m
window.
is it open? ;
BouC. ._HWMMM 1o mislead the police when they arrive,
POIROT.

BOUC lice?!
AMMMMMQ the police. It is murder.
MM“QQ.W&@ jan police department? Oh no, no, no,

ot want them. You must so}
no, uNHMo. Nﬁ.nwdmhoay them who did it. ve
vQM“M wﬁawnama& too much already.
mon ami -

MMUMQ&MM"EE_A what a Yugoslavian vommw inquiry would
do to my company. People would say, “Oh no, I cannot
travel on the Orient Express, I could be murdered in
my bed,” and our sales would suffer and I would lose
my clients!

pOIROT. But I am due in London in three days’ time.

BoUC. Then solve it in two! You are a magician. I have seen
you work! You listen, you look, you pester, you make
yourself a pain in the backside, then suddenly poof!,
the case is solved like that!

POIROT. The police would be angry.

BOUC. The Yugoslavian police department? They are like
the three stooges in the movie house. They poke each
other in the eyes by accident. They would be thrilled
not to have to do any work. If you save them the job,
they will put up a statue of you in the center of Zagreb!

POIROT. I would need a plan of the coach. ‘

BOUC. Done, A

POIROT. And the passports and tickets of everyone on

board.
BOUC. Done, END

(The COUNTESS arrives.)
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COUNTESS. Excuse me, but you have asked to see me - ok
dear God.

POIROT. Forgive me, countess, but I understand you were
trained as a physician, so I thought perhaps you could
help me with the body.

COUNTESS. I am happy to help.

(Without hesitation, she strips off her jacket
and rolls up her sleeves.)

POIROT. I'm afraid it is not a very pleasant sight.

COUNTESS. I have seen worse, believe me. I volunteered in
the war.

(The COUNTESS begins examining the body.)
POIROT. Regardes. The left side of his face is slightly red, do
you see?
COUNTESS. I do. It has been slapped.
BouUC. How do you know?

COUNTESS. Because I slapped it. I count eight separate
wounds.

POIROT. That was my count also. Can you estimate the
time of death? .

COUNTESS. I would say it is between eight and ten hours
ago, which puts the time between midnight and two
o'clock.

POIROT. I am in accord.

COUNTESS. It appears that the killer was wild - in a frenzy
of some sort.

POIROT. Regardes. See this. Of the eight stab wounds, five
appear strong and three are mere scratches. And wait,
do you see, the wounds are from different directions.
Do you see it? I need a pencil.

BOUC. Here.

POIROT. Bon. Now watch. We place the pencil inside each
wound and push it gently...

BOUC. Ugh! Is this necessary?

e ————

STRRT
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COUNTESS. Perheps the man changed hands during 4,
stabbing:

gouc. Or there were
onel _handed.

COUNTESS, One strong, one weak.

- not impossible. But now another questiop
POIROT. It is 1O m %Q did Mr. Ratchett not fight bagy

mﬂwmn pw Mvmaiﬁa he had this gun under his pillow?
(POIROT pulls the revolver out from under the
pillow.)
COUNTESS. Oh la la.
BouC. Alors. May I see it?
(BOUC takes the gun.)
COUNTESS. How did you find it? :
POIROT. He showed it to me yesterday so I knew it was here
somewhere.
BOUC. It is an automatic and I believe it is loaded.
(He waves it around.)
POIROT. Attention!
COUNTESS. AR!
BOUC. Wait! There is a safety switch, it is not on.
POIROT. S'tl vous plait, mon ami! Have you not heard of
the fatal accident?!
(He takes the gun from BOUC, but stops
suddenly and sniffs the air.)
Un moment,

(He sniffs again and puts his finger up.)
I'have a very good nose.

Q&ag:ﬁgqnxmﬁwassmgs%
and sniffs.) e o g

Aha. Smell the glass of wine,
COUNTESS. It smells of almonds,

two assailants. One right-handeq and

AGATHA CHRISTIE'S MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPRESS

(She pulls RATCHETTs eyelids up and
examines his eyes.)

COUNTESS. He was clearly drugged, which is why -

POIROT & COUNTESS. He did not fight back.

pOIROT. Puh, puh. What is this in his pocket? Voila.

(He pulls a pocket watch from RATCHETTs
pajama pocket.)

BOUC. It is a watch, and the face is smashed!

COUNTESS. It is stopped at 1:15.

BOUC. Haha! At last! We have something important, yes?!
It is the time of death, and the countess said between
midnight and two! So there it is! It could not be clearer!
1:15 is the time of death, it is obvious.

POIROT. It is possible.

BOUC. What do you mean it is possible? What is wrong
with it?

POIROT. I do not know yet what is wrong and what is right
because I am still investigating! Here is a pipe cleaner,
and here is a match, and here is another match of a

different shape. There are dozens of clues in this room
and it makes me suspicious!

BOUC. Look at this, on the floor.

COUNTESS. (Picking it up.) It is a lady’s handkerchief with
the letter Hon it.

POIROT. Yet another clue. And who is H? Eh? As in
- Hamlet -
COUNTESS. “That is the question.” There is Mrs. Hubbard,
and I believe that her first name is Helen.
POIROT. And the princess? )

BOUC. Her name is Natalya Dragomiroff. % is Mary

Debenham and Greta Ohlsson ames Arbuthnot
and Hector MacQueen and Constantine Bouc,
and such a thing like this-has never happened in the

history of the Wagon-Eit and it will ruin my company
and I want you to-solve it immediately!

45
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Scene Ten

(Bang! The lights come up instantly on the
dining car. POIROT, BOUC, the PRINCESS, and

. Monsieur Poirot, we are here out of a sense ¢f
zuﬁmm&m is all. I do not like having my day disturbed,
POIROT. Then let us begin immediately. Now it says in your

passport that you are Russian.

PRINCESS. That is correct. I have been in exile since the
Bolshevik dogs took over.

POIROT. And I see that your first name is -

PRINCESS. Natalya.

POIROT. And is this your handkerchief, madame?

PRINCESS. Of course not. It has the letter H on it. My
initials are N. D. Natalya Dragomiroff.

POIROL. Is it yours, mademotselle?

GRETA. No, 1o, I could not afford such a beautiful thing as
this. It would be a sin.

PRINCESS. Oh!

POIROT. And may I ask each of you where you were last
night between midnight and two o'clock.

PRINCESS. I could not sleep, so at midnight the Countess
Andrenyi and I read a book together in my room. Out
?E.w It is the very best way to get to sleep when you are
anxious,

POIROT. And what were you anxious about?

PRINCESS. The Bolsheviks.

POIROT. And what book did you read?

H”Mmﬁmnmﬂaw of ?c Cities, it is very comforting.

oxﬂ?u e you, Miss Ohlsson? Where were you?
nice, W ronroom with Miss Debenham, who is also

e talked from twelve o'clock until two o'clock
and then we slept. Yoy !
can ask her!

3.— .
ROT. And have either of You ever been to America?

%ﬂ,_ neesSS
/Qﬂ;offnwa N

W0
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PRINCESS. Yes, many times.

GRETA. I have not been to America but I must go some day
to raise money for my babies in Africa.

pPOIROT. You are very religious.

GRETA. Ja, since I was little girl and Jaysus came to visit me
in my garden. He spoke vith me, und told me I must
verk hard to help little babies in Africa.

pOIROT. And I'm sure you have done it beautifully,
mademoiselle. Just one more question for both of you
ladies. Are you aware of the identity of the man who
was killed last night?

GRETA. His name was Ratchett.

(Sob.)
And I pray for his soul.

PRINCESS. No, my dear, his name was Bruno Cassetti, the
countess told me, and what I pray is that his soul is
‘damned and that he burns in hell for all eternity.

GRETA. Princess!

PRINCESS. He murdered a girl named Daisy Armstrong
and her grandmother is my dearest friend. You would
know her as the actress Linda Arden.

BOUC. She was very great.

PRINCESS. Not was, monsieur. She s very great. She is
very much alive and remains the greatest actress
of the American stage. And when her five year old
granddaughter was murdered by this monster Cassetti,
it took her years to recover, indeed she has not yet
recovered!

POIROT. There were four who died?

PRINCESS. No, five, monsieur! Five people died! Little
Daisy, and then her mother, who was pregnant, died in
childbirth, and the baby died, too. And the little girl’s
father, Colonel Armstrong, could not live with what
happened and ended his life! And a housemaid as well!
Five human souls were extinguished. So please forgive
me, Greta, if I take the view that there is no forgiveness
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this and that Mr. Cassetti shq
ina MMMMM«MMR death and his remains cut yp MM
%m _zggn%vggﬁz a
GRETA. (Crying out)

runs from the room. The PRINCESs
(GRETA her and bumps tnto MACQUEEN,

who is just entering.)

—_PRINCESS. P

MACQUEEN. I'm-I'm-T'm 50 SOTTY.
(The PRINCESS i gone.)
;v MacQueen, please sit down.
ﬁﬂ%&ﬁ“@m course. Are they all right?
pOIROT. They will be fine, I assure you. Now tell me, please,
what exactly were your duties as secretary to your
o

zﬁmw%wmwws& I-I wrote his letters and did his errands
and things.

POIROT. And you knew him only as Samuel Ratchett.

MACQUEEN. How else would I know him?

POIROT. His real name was Bruno Cassetti.

MACQUEEN. Holy God. Are you sure of that?

ouC. Then you know about the Armstrong case?

MACQUEEN. You bet I do. My father was the district
attorney for the state of New York and he brought the
case against that...son of a bitch. I'm sorry, but you
have no idea what he did to that family. And they were
so kind to me! .

POIROT. Can you tell us who was in the Armstrong
household?

MACQUEEN. Mrs. Armstrong had a sister. She went to
graduate school, but after the tragedy she moved to
Europe and I think she got married. Her name was

Helena. And also Mrs. Armstrong’s mother would come
to visit. She was an actress.

POIROT. Anyone else?
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MACQUEEN. There was a governess and a baby nurse, and
then poor Suzanne. She was a French housemaid - she
came from Paris — and my father’s office thought she
might be implicated, and...and she was so distraught
from the accusations that she -

gouc. Killed herself.

MACQUEEN. (Nods.) Only it turned out that she was
innocent. My father was shattered. He never recovered.

rOT. And where were you last night between midnight

POI
L ACCR C/W\nm‘\G and two o'clock?

MACQUEEN. Twelve to two? I-I was with Colonel Arbuthnot
on the observation deck.

POIROT. And did you see anyone last night you did not
recognize?
MACQUEEN. No. I saw Michel the conductor, and the

other conductor, and Colonel Arbuthnot, and
Miss Debenham -

Bouc. The “other conductor™?

POIROT. There is a second conductor?

MACQUEEN. I guess so. I saw him.

BOUC. He was in uniform?

MACQUEEN. Yeah. The same one that Michel wears.
BOUC. And what did he look like?

MACQUEEN. I don’t know. He had his hat pulled down.
He was small-boned, you know what I mean? Sort of
feminine.

POIROT. Did you speak with him?
MACQUEEN. I said hello and he just kept going.

POIROT. You are very helpful, thank you. You may go. And
please ask Michel to come see me.

MACQUEEN. Sure thing. I'll see you later. =nND

(As soon as MACQUEEN exits, BOUC cries out.)

BOUC. Haha! I knew we would get a breakthrough!
Mrs. Hubbard was telling the truth, I should have
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1. She claims that she is not well-acquainte y;

o colonel, yet they are clearly intime. To him she gw
ted to put something behind her and ngy, she

e that these words mean nothing,

pre
goUC. But She was shot!
poIROT. In th .
gouc. It could baye killed her!
pPOIROT. I wonder.
BOUC. About what?N\Oh la &, you do not suspect her of
Cassetti’s murder -
POIROT. It is not impossib!
BOUC. But it is impossible. §he is cool. She is methodical,
She would not stab a manXo death, she would sue him
in court!
POIROT. Non, non, you are wrong

that was cut off by the COUNTESS.
BOUC. The sleeve of her blouse. So what?

BouUC. Which means?

POIROT. That the gun was very close to the sleeve when it
went off.

BOUC. So what? The man was two feet away!
(MICHEL hurries in.)

(‘

MICHEL. (At the door.) Pardon, messieurs. I have finished
the search,

BOUC. And, and, and?

MICHEL Nothing. There is no sign of an intruder anywhere.
If you like, I can show you.
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pOIROT. Nom, 70T, aw&. tout. Would you now be so kind as

to remove your tunic, please?
(MICHEL, confused, looks to BOUC for
guidance, and BOUC nods. MICHEL removes
his tunic and hands it to POIROT.)
I see that none of your buttons are missing, and
moreover, the thread for each button is old, so nothing
was sewn on recently.

MICHEL. That is correct, but may I ask -?

POIROT. Mrs. Hubbard found this button in her room this
morning.

MICHEL. (Examining it.) It is not mine, monsieur.

POIROT. So I see. But it matches yours exactly.

MICHEL. It does.

POIROT. Michel, are there other attendants on this train at
the moment?

MICHEL. There is one in second class. A ticket taker I have
known for years.

POIROT. Is he large or small?

MICHEL. Quite large, I'm afraid. Shall I ask him to see you?

POIROT. Non, non, that is quite all right. And what other
passengers, besides the ones in this coach, are on the
train?

MICHEL. There is hardly anyone at the moment. It is the
off-season. There is a mother and child on the Belgrade
carriage and that is all.

POIROT. And could there be a second conductor on this
train wearing a uniform like yours?

MICHEL. Oh no, monsieur, there is no such thing. I had

to earn this uniform with many years of service.
However...

POIROT. Oui?
MICHEL. Well, frankly, I am not sure I trust her word, but

Miss Ohlsson says that last night she saw what she calls
a second conductor on the train.
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POIROT. (Suddenly alert.) Miss Ohlsson?
MICHEL. Oui, she told me this morning,
goucC. She did not tell us this morning,

MICHEL. She said he was wearing a uniform like mipe and
when she spoke to him he did not respond. In fact,

POIROT. What? Zell me quickly!
MICHEL. The princess tells me that she also saw thjg Than
—Jast night.
POIROL. Ohlala, oh li la, oh la la.
BOUC. What is it?
pOIROT. It is just the kind of clue that I have been Waiting
for.
(He springs into n.)
Michel, come with me. I)will need your help quickly,
Monsieur Bouc, we shall be right back. Do not move!
BOUC. But where are you going?
POIROT. You will see in 2 moment!
(POIROT hurries out with MICHEL behind
him - jostling MRS. HUBBARD, who is just
entering.)
MRS. HUBBARD. Ah!
POIROT. Pardon, madame! We will be right back!
MRS. HUBBARD. I thought you wanted to question me.
POIROT. I do! Just stay wherejyou are!

(POIROT and MICHEY run out of the room.)
MRS. HUBBARD. Well that wjs exciting — as if we needed

ERD

any more excitement nd here. Now listen, I want
my passport back.
(She goes through the passports on the table,
looking for her own.

What if there was another shooting and we had to
make a run for it? Can you imagine me wandering
E«o:ﬁr.&:m&?&m without a passport? They'd shoot
me on sight and ask questions later. “Who are you?! Y
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«well I'm Mrs. Helen Hubbard from the Minneapolis

Golf and Racquet BLAM!” No more mahjong!

pouc. You have been mﬁnm&&w patient, madame, and

believe me, I am grateful. If there is ever anything I can

| .
do to thank you, I am at your service.

(He kisses her hand.)
MRS. HUBBARD. You know you remind me of one of my
husbands.
gouc. Which one?
MRS. HUBBARD. The next one.
(At which moment we hear GRETA’s voice from
down the corridor.)

GRETA. (Offstage, approaching,) No, no, no, please put it
back! It is my suitcase! You|may not take it!
(POIROT bursts into the room followed by
MICHEL who is carrying a battered suitcase.
MICHEL is followed by|GRETA, the COUNTESS,
and the PRINCESS. GRETA is hysterical and
POIROT and the COUNTESS are trying to calm

her down.)
COUNTESS. He must have ar i

POIROT. I have an excellent reasop.

GRETA. Please stop!

PRINCESS. Monsteur Poirot, really!

POIROT. Miss Ohlsson, you mustj permit me to take a look
in your suitcase.

GRETA. But they are private things! It has my
undergarments! _

PRINCESS. Monsieur Poirot!

POIROT. Miss Ohlsson, we will look at nothing that will
msgb.w.wm you, you have my promise. Wait! I have an
idea. Princess, would you be so kind as to assist me?

PRINCESS. I suppose.
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POIROT. Miss Ohlsson: Michel ﬂoﬁm me that
a second conductor on the train last nigh
correct?

a.

MMMM.ME what did he look like?

GRETA. He vas small like a woman.

pRINCESS. That is correct. I saw him as well.

POIROT. Ah bon, that is perfect. It seems that Virtually
everyone on this train has seen the second conductoy
except myself and Monsieur wmao. So the Questio
now is where did he go. Is he hiding on the train? If
he were still in uniform, we could spot him quickly,
Therefore, at least one conclusion is that he has hidg,,
his uniform and done so in the luggage of one of the
passengers.

GRETA. But why choose me? There are other suitcases! Try
the other ones first!

POIROT. (The magician.) Princess, would you be so kind as
to raise the lid and tell us what you see inside?

(The PRINCESS raises the lid - and pulls out
a uniform identical to the one that MICHEL is
wearing.)

COUNTESS. It is the uniform.

GRETA. Ahh! I haf never seen it! I have hurt no one, ever!
1 would not do such a thing!! I am not a murderer!!
POIROT. Oh now, now, now, I am not accusing you, you did

nothing wrong.

GRETA. I did nothing wrong!!

POIROT. Monsieur Boue, does the jacket have all its buttons
in place?

8OUC. No. There is one missing.

MRS. HUBBARD. And there ya go! Are we surprised at this?

BOUC. Wait a moment. There is something more.

(He reaches into one of the pockets of the
uniform and pulls out a large, distinctive-
looking key.)

%Oﬁ wﬂs
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ouc. Oh la 1a. Mon Dieu. It is a pass key for the doors on
BOVS- 77,

the train. . .
MRS. HUBBARD. And that would explain how he got in my

room.
(GRETA weeps loudly on the PRINCESS’s
shoulder.)
OIROT. Now, now, mademoiselle, just tell me when was

f the last time you looked in your suitcase.

GRETA. It was yesterday, just after we boarded.

pOIROT. So someone could have hidden it this morning
after you left the room.

GRETA. I have no idea! I have never seen it before!

PRINCESS. Monsieur Poirot! I must mn.mmmn that you stop
bullying poor Miss Ohlsson in this manner. She is
simply not up to it like the rest of us.

pOIROT. You are right, forgive me. Now would you be so
kind as to help Miss Ohlsson back to her room and
take Mrs. Hubbard with you. I need to speak with the
countess alone for a moment if you do not mind.

MRS. HUBBARD. Of course we mind. Every time things get
juicy, you throw us out again!

PRINCESS. Uch. Would you please stop gossip mongering.

MRS. HUBBARD. Me? You have your mouth open so much
1 can count your teeth.

PRINCESS. What a pleasure to learn you know how to
count. Bird brain.

MRS. HUBBARD. Well, if I'm a bird brain, you're a
communist!

PRINCESS. I am not a communist, I'm in exile!

=D

'MRS. HUBBARD. From your husband, T'll bet, who couldn’t

wait to get rid of you!
PRINCESS. And who's the one with all the divorces?!
MRS. HUBBARD. My husbands were unfaithful!
PRINCESS. And this surprises you?!

BOUC. Ladies, ladies, we are all a little worked up at the
moment - please. This way.
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GRETA. Thank you. DI &

(The PRINCESS and MRS. HUBBARD exit ,
high dudgeon. Everyone erits except Poirgy
and the COUNTESS.)

(A moment. POIROT sighs deeply.)

COUNTESS. You seem troubled. WN \,‘E\:\‘
POIROT. I am getting more and more concerned.
COUNTESS. That another crime will occur?

POIROT. No. That I will solve this one.

(POIROT picks up one of the passports and
reads the contents.)
Countess. What is your maiden name?

COUNTESS. Goldenberg. As you see in the passport.

POIROT. Oui. But now you use Andrenyi.

COUNTESS. My husband’s name.

POIROT. Of course. The Countess Andrenyi. And I believe
your first name is Eléna.

COUNTESS. That is correct. I am a suspect?

POIROT. I merely ask questions. That is my job.

COUNTESS. I thought we were friends.

POIROT. It is my greatest wish, but please indulge me. This
morning I examined your passport and I saw a grease
spot at the beginning of your name, Eléna. The spot
occurs before the first letter, and it could easily hide
another letter, such as H. Now if you add an H at the
beginning of the name, it becomes Helena, which is
used by Shakespeare in 4 Midsummer Night’s Dream.

COUNTESS. That is true.

POIROT. The kind of name an actress might choose for her
daughter.

COUNTESS. I suppose.

POIROT. An actress such as Linda Arden, the grandmother
of Daisy Armstrong,

COUNTESS. If you say so.

ATHA CHRISTIE'S MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPRESS
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the name Linda Arden is itself 2 stage name,
POIROT g%wm word Arden was the maiden name of

mﬂwﬂw peare’s mother and also the name of the forest

in his play entitled -
ke It.

UNTESS. As You Like .
Mm_xoq. You know your Shakespeare well for a Hungarian.
COUNTESS. 1 have studied Shakespeare since I was a child.
POIROT. Yes, I know. I believe your mother Linda Arden

taught it to you.

(The COUNTESS is shaken but tries to hide it.)

And that would make you the aunt of little Daisy

Armstrong, the aunt who went to graduate school and

got a degree in medicine, then moved to Europe and

got married.
COUNTESS. (4 catch in her throat.) I do not know this
woman...

(Sob.)

But I would imagine that she still suffers from the loss
of her niece and her sister.

(She starts to weep quietly.)

POIROT. My dear, there is no use denying it. When the
train gets underway again and we reach the next city,
a simple telegram will get me a photograph of Daisy’s
aunt and it will all be over.

COUNTESS. (Suddenly without the Hungarian accent -
purely American.) But I didn’t kill him! I should have
but I didn't. I didn’t even know who he was until you
discovered it. But when you did, I realized that if you
knew that I was Daisy’s aunt, you would think that
I killed him because he was...a blackmailer. And a
swine! And the murderer of a darling, sweet, innocent
child who deserved to live!!

POIROT. Madame, really -

nocz.ammm. It's the truth, I swear to God! But I'll tell you
this: If I had known who he was - that he was Bruno
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Cassetti - the man who stole two of the peop

most in this world - I would have pusheq QNM Mwoéa
&8er

0 other o)D)

through his chest myself, and believe
wounds would have been necessary!

(She stamps her foot in frustration - she i
angry she can’t control herself - and she 38
from the room in tears.) . . ns

(POIROT is alone. He looks careworn qnqg
weary. We hear the agonized sounds of
solo cello once again, this time from Qs?.a
%&\gw Cello Suite No. 51n .wUm
Minor. And the lights dim.)

(As we transition into the next scene, we see
the COUNTESS in a corner of the train weepin,
from the depths of her soul.) g

AGATHA CHRISTIE'S MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPRESS

Scene Four

(A moment later, BOUC is seen/at the end
of the corridor, speaking info the radio
transmitter.)
gouc. ‘Allo, "allo, can you hear me?/1 am calling Zagreb

Station, can you hear me, Zagreb? This is Constantine
Bouc of the Orient Express.

RADIO. (Crackling.) We are hearing you, Monsieur Bouc,
you are loud and clear.

gouc. We remain in the sriowdrift in the Polinski Pass.
Where are you?! /

RADIO. We have been delayed, monsieur, but should reach
you presently. How/are conditions?

BOUC. We are losing'heat and light, provisions are low, the
passengers angry and we have a dead man rotting
in compartment two. How are things with you?

(We hear the allegro movement of Haydn's
string quartet in D minor, Opus 76, No. 2.
The lights cross-fade into the following scene.)
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P
Sgens Fes @Q /%A\ ..&VOH le down and take a collective
\fﬂ\@p mﬂv&\ g to POIROT. POIROT takes
(In the transition, we hear all the gy @ﬂ«&\r%mw turn
\ chattering away as they head for the Pects center SLage.

4 &&:..z
car. When the lights come up, we are 4, QM
\_ dining car and we see ARBUTHNOT, GRETA

\| the PRINCESS, and MACQUEEN qll Waiting
\ impatiently.)
;wszz,ﬂ. Well, d kike to know what the hell’s going o,
MACQUEEN. He wrote me a note and said to meet hin, how
GRETA. He wrote me the same thing. '
PRINCESS. I find this ridiculous!
(MRS. HUBBARD, MARY, and the COUNTESS
enter fromparious directions.) .
MRS. HUBBARD. So where's that little Frenchman hiding? 1
he being mysterious again?
MARY. He sent me a note to join him here.
COUNTESS. I received one Also.
ARBUTHNOT. Well, he's obvio /Q up to something, the little
weasel. \

(They all begin talkirg at once, “Do you

think he solved it?” “Such.an odd little man.”

‘T wish this train would maue already.” “The
\

fz

\

man is ridiculous!”)

(At which moment, POIROT enters, followed by
BOUC and MICHEL.)

POIROT. Pardon, pardon. 1 have kept you waiting and
1 apologize. I had to get, how you say, my ducks ina
FOwW.

GRETA. Ducks? What ducks?

PRINCESS. It's an ezpression, Greta. You drive meg crazy.
GRETA. Oh.

POIROT. Please all of you be seated, I have an announcement
to make,

MACQ

men. I have called you together

. mg«_m .
POIROT. wmww Mwm hﬂo&m S%oznroﬁmonom?.\egws mms.E&
Mwmm&aﬁ also known as Bruno Cassetti.

(They all react. )
MRS. HUBBARD. You're kidding!

vx_znmmm. No! . .
ARBUTHNOT. 1 don’t believe 1t.
UEEN. You know who did it?

- ve that I do. But first I must interrogate the
wQWﬂ.M».WmeM?& passengers who has not yet answered
any of my questions. Colonel Arbuthnot -
ARBUTHNOT. Me?
MARY. James?
POIROT. Do you have a problem answering my questions,
monsieur?
ARBUTHNOT. No, of course not.

POIROT. Excellent. Now in the course of your service to
your country, did you know an officer named Charles
Armstrong?

ARBUTHNOT. No.
POIROT. Have you heard of him?

ARBUTHNOT. Yes, we served in the same theatre of action,
but we never met.

POIROT. Have you heard of the Daisy Armstrong case?

ARBUTHNOT. Of course I have. She was murdered by some
brute who was out for money.

FOIROT. Did you know that Colonel Armstrong was Daisy’s
father?

ARBUTHNOT. No, I didn't.

POIROT. Or that he took his own life after the tragedy?
ARBUTHNOT. Oh God. I'm sorry to hear it.
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POIROY. Colonel, at the hotel in Istanby] | overh
say to Miss Debenham that you wisheq "ra earq you
out of all this. What did you mean? 3 she yyq

ARBUTHNOT. I have no idea.

POIROT. Then she said that no one should see you
until it was, “All behind you.” Until whay émM Ogethe,
you? ermsa

ARBUTHNOT. I can’t imagine.

POIROT. Are you aware that you are ovmsdna:m justi

ARBUTHNOT. I am aware of no such thing, ce?

meant? You

MARY. I told you already. I wanted to get the t7ip bely
me. Ind

POIROT. I think you are lying. ‘

ARBUTHNOT. Now listen here!

POIROT. Sit down, colonel, I am still talking. Noy tell
what you meant at the hotel! You wanted to get her e
of what?! She wanted to get what behind hers |

(They face each other squarely and the
tension is high.)

ARBUTHNOT. ... I'm married! All right?! I'm in the Process
of getting a divorce - which I deserve because my wife
is seeing another man - but I'll lose my case in court if
it's known that I'm seeing a woman socially. When the
divoree is behind us we can stop hiding, which is why
we've been trying to keep things private, no thanks to
you! ,

POIROT. You have been doing a very poor job of it, I am
afraid.

ARBUTHNOT. Well, some of us have emotions, Poirot. I'm
sure you'd sacrifice your own mother if it led you to one
of your damn solutions, and I don’t think you know
what the hell you're doing. =nD

"~ POIROT. I know exactly what T am doing, colonel. Tam

investigating the murder of Bruno Cassetti.

T EXPRESS
g MURDER ON THE ORIEN

deserved to die!
7. Well, he il
o ;wg: ge%%ﬁweﬁ w

iy . They told me-.
mn_ncam was not your friend in the MH
Colonel .Ea“as o lives together as you fought with the
You did not . the northern frontier? .
E&wa?io_ﬂa&oq aps the ribbon on ARBUTHNOTS
lapel)

did not swear fidelity and friendship with this
You dl

: ether? And now
: ne of your trial by fire tog
man 8¢ Ew E.“m him the respect he deserves for \M& SM
you do *Me :%wbm.« that he had to endure before he too
tragedy

e ; abbin,
THNOT explodes §s\m anger, g7 g
Mwu_”n“_, by the lapel and lifting him off his

Seet) |
UP YOU LITTLE CARPING NINNY!
>xn%<dMﬂ%qvmmme%G KNOW ABOUT TRAGEDY, HAH?!
WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT HONOR AND
LOYALTY AND YOUR GODDAMN JUSTICE!!
(Everyone springs up and tries to restrain

him, overlapping.)
BOUC. Stop!
MRS. HUBBARD. Colonel!
GRETA. Colonel Arbuthnot!
MARY. James!
PRINCESS. What are you doing?!
(For a moment we wonder if ARBUTHNOT will

throttle POIROT and do him serious injury,
but then he drops POIROT and turns away.)

POIROT. You have been telling me lies, n'est-ce pas?
Everyone in this room has been telling me lie after lie,
but make no mistake. I know who killed Bruno Cassetti,
and I know precisely how it was accomplished.
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POIROT. I am S0TTY also because you are not. ,

ARBUTHNOT. Now listen to me you little Frerichmgy, -

BOUC. He is Belgian.

ARBUTHNOT. I don't care if he's the man in the moop, I'm
not leaving her! /

MARY. It’s all right, James. mo\u%mw‘. I'm sure it won’t take
long. P

POIROT. She is correct. I need a mere ten minutes,

ARBUTHNOT. Well, 1 doti't like it! Do you understand? And
you can put Ew&n your meerschaum pipe and smoke
it!

gouC. That is Sherlock Holmes.

ARBUTHNOT. Oh, go to hell!

{ARBUTHNOT stalks out.)

n M
\\ Si\

syt

it P g A 5T %3

R

POIROT. Bon. Please sit down, Miss Debenham. There js
much pain?

MARY. Well, it’s rather sore, that’s all.

POIROT. You are very brave. Let us all be grateful that it is
not worse.

BOUC. (Crossing himself;) Thank the Lord.

POIROT. Now Miss Debenham. In the hotel yesterday
I heard you speaking with the colonel and you said you
were terrified you would miss the train. Can you tell me
why it was so important to you?

MARY. It wasn’t that at all. I didn’t want to be late.

POIRCT. But you said you wanted to, “Get it over with” Get
it, “All behind you” Get what behind you? You seemed
quite agitated.

MARY. I'm afraid you're reading into it. I'm tremendously
punctual, that’s all.

POIROT. Aha. Pardon. It is my profession. Sometimes I am
100 imaginatif, And you and the colonel are very close,

- Itake it?

g.ﬁmoawﬁammasamﬁmmo.wz&.mcwvommsmﬁwa
hit it off. ' .
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pOIROT. And as for the murder, I assume you know that the
dead man was Bruno Cassetti.

MARY. 1 heard.

pOIROT. And what do you know of the kidnapping?

MARY. Not much, I'm afraid. I've never been to the States.

pOIROT. Aha. I see. And what is it that brought you to
Istanbul?

MARY. I lived with a family for about a year. I'm a governess.

pOIROT. And can you tell me your whereabouts last night
between midnight and two o'clock?

MARY. I was in my room with Miss Ohlsson. We chatted
until quite late. You see she...she talks quite a bit,
especially when she’s anxious, and I may have dozed off
for a few minutes.

POIROT. I see.

MARY. May I go?

POIROT. You may. Oh wait. There is one last thing. Would
you sign your name please.

MARY. All right.

(She does.)
It's a good thing I'm left-handed. I'd have trouble
signing with my right at the moment.

POIROT. Merci.

BOUC. Please get some rest. And on behalf of the company
I'will have some champagne sent straight to your room.

MARY. Thank you so much.

_(She exits.)

67
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BOUC. (Calling to her.) And if there is anything else I can
do to help, please let me know.

(Pleasantly.)
Goodbye! Goodbye!
(He closes the door.)

Oh my God, u imagine if she had died? Thank
goodness she is such a lovely young woman.




