Scene Four

(We are now in the Art Deco dining car of
the first class coach of the Orient Express,
The car gleams with elegance and romance.
The fittings are gold, the cushions are made
of red plush, and the bar in the dining car
is fashioned of inlaid wood with an Art
Deco depiction of an elegant 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.)

PRINCESS and GRETA enier.)

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

GRETA. I have to confess to you, princess, that I am not
liking trains since I am little girl. They are feeling very
tight to me, like clothing that is made wrong size and is
squeczing my bosom, may God forgive me.

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

GRETA. [ am also not liking the strangers and der clickety-
clackety. But ve vill be sitting next to each other, ja?
That part iss good. In Africa once T am on a train and
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there is noise and erying and animals and oh! And
I look up from my book and sitting there next to me,
right on the seat, iss a very old goat. Haha. Is true. Old
goat! He is like my companion. And on this trip that we
are taking together right now, 1 think it will not be so
different, ja?

(GRETA exits. The PRINCESS reacts and follows
her off as POIROT enters, followed by RATCHETT,
who is trying to catch up with him.)
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