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Part |
THE FACTS

Chapter 1
AN IMPORTANT PASSENGER
ON THE TAURUS EXPRESS

t was five o’clock on a winter’s morning in Syria.

Alongside the platform at Aleppo stood the train
grandly designated in railway guides as the Taurus
Express. It consisted of a kitchen and dining-car,
a sleeping-car and two local coaches.

By the step leading up into the sleeping-car stood
a young French lieutenant, resplendent in uniform
conversing, with a small man muffled up to the ears
of whom nothing was visible but a pink-tipped nose
and the two points of an upward-curled moustache.

It was freezingly cold, and this job of seeing off
a distinguished stranger was not one to be envied,
but Lieutenant Dubosc performed his part manfully.
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Yactsb |
®AKTDI

maBsa 1
BAXHbIi1 NACCAXWP
«TABPCKOI'0 3KCIMPECCA»

O KOJIO IIATHU YacOB 3MMHET0 yTpa BIOJb ILIATHOP-
MbI cTaHIUY Asenno, uro B Cupuu, CTOSAJI IOe3],
KOTOPBIN BCe KeJe3HONOPOKHBIE CIIPABOUHUKMN Ha3bI-
Basiu «TaBpckuM sKcupeccoMm». OH COCTOSAT U3 BaroHa-
KYXHHU, BaTOHA-PECTOPaHa, MEeXKIYHAPOSHOTO CIAJIbHO-
O ¥ ABYX BATOHOB MECTHOTO Ha3HAUEHUS.

OKoJI0 CTyIIeHEK, BeAYIIUX B CHAJILHBIN BaroH, CTO-
AJI MOJIOZOI (ppaHITy3CKUII JIeMTeHAHT, OAEThINI B PO-
CKOITHYI0 (OopMYy, 1 OOITaJCA C HEBBICOKMM CyXOIIa-
BBIM YEJIOBEUKOM, 3aKyTaHHBIM OT XOJOAa TaK, YTO
€ro COBEpPIIEeHHO HEBO3MOXKHO ObIJIO PasTIileThb, 3a
UCKJIIOUeHNEM KpacHOTO HOCA W TOPYAIUX yCOB, KOH-
YUKW KOTOPBIX ObLIN 3aKPyUYeHbI BBEPX.

XoJon mpobupas GO KOCTei, M 5TU IIPOBOABI BaK-
HOT'O MHOCTPAHIIA OBIIM COBCEM HE ITOJapKOM, OTHAKO
JgetiteHaHT [[1000CK CTOMYECKU IIEPEHOCHUJI BCe HEB3IO-
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Arata Kpuctu

Graceful phrases fell from his lips in polished French.
Not that he knew what it was all about. There had
been rumours, of course, as there always were in such
cases. The General’s — his General’s — temper had
grown worse and worse. And then there had come
this Belgian stranger — all the way from England,
it seemed. There had been a week — a week of curi-
ous tensity. And then certain things had happened.
A very distinguished officer had committed suicide,
another had suddenly resigned, anxious faces had
suddenly lost their anxiety, certain military precau-
tions were relaxed. And the General, Lieutenant Du-
bosc’s own particular General, had suddenly looked
ten years younger.

Dubosc had overheard part of a conversation be-
tween him and the stranger.

“You have saved us, mon cher,” said the General
emotionally, his great white moustache trembling as
he spoke. “You have saved the honour of the French
Army — you have averted much bloodshed! How can
I thank you for acceding to my request? To have come
so far —”

To which the stranger (by name M. Hercule Poirot)
had made a fitting reply including the phrase—“But
indeed, do I not remember that once you saved my
life?” And then the General had made another fitting
reply to that, disclaiming any merit for that past ser-
vice; and with more mention of France, of Belgium,
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Yéuincteo B «BocTo4HOM 3kcnpecce»

Ibl. OH aBTOMAaTHUUYECKU MPOU3HOCUJI IOAXONAIINE MO-
MeHTy (ppas3sl Ha U3BICKAHHOM (QPAHIY3CKOM dA3BIKE,
HO IIPU 9TOM COBEPIIEHHO He IIPeACTaBJAI cebe, B UeM,
COOCTBEHHO, ObLlIa IPUYMHA IPHe3ta He3HaKoMIa, XO-
TS, KaK BCerga B IOLO0HBIX CIYyYaAX, CJIYXOB II0 TOPOLY
XOIUJIO MHOYKeCTBO. JIeliTeHAHT 3HaJ TOJIbKO, UTO B II0-
cjeqHee BpeMs XapaKTep remepasa, ero regepasa, mop-
THJICS C KAXKABIM JHEeM. A IIOTOM HOABUJICS DTOT 0€JIb-
rueln, — II0X0MKe, 4To IpamMo u3 Auriuu. Henmeas mpo-
IJIa B HAIPAKEHHOM OKMIAHUU, a IIOTOM ITPOU3OIILIO
cpasdy HEeCKOJIbKO COOBITUII: OUeHb JOCTOMHBINA O(UIep
COBEPIIUJ CaMOyOUMCTBO, a APYroil HEOKUIAHHO IIO-
JlaJl B OTCTaBKY, IIOCJIe Uero HaupsKeHue ¢ JUIl KOMaH-
IVPOB MCUYE3JI0, a HeKOTOPbIe BOEHHBIE MephI Oe3omac-
HOCTH B TapHU30HE ObLIM ocjabieHbl. 'eHepal Ke, TOT
reHepaJj, KOTOPHIM OBLI HEIIOCPEACTBEHHBIM KOMAaHIU-
pom ITro6ocka, cTaa BHITVIALETH JIeT Ha JeCATh MOJIOMKE.

JlefiTeHAHT cayYailHO YCJBIINIAJ YacTh €TI0 Pa3roBO-
pa ¢ He3HAKOMIIEM.

— B=1 OykBasibHO cmiaciu Hac, mon cher, — ¢ uyB-
CTBOM ITPOM3HEC T'eHepas, U ero celble YChbI IPHU ITOM
3aaposkanan. — BbI cmaciu yecTh PPaHIy3CKOU apMUH
¥ IpeJoTBPATUIN HacToAllyo 6oiinio! Kak a mory or-
O6JarogapuTh Bac 3a TO, UTO BBI HE OTKA3aji MHe B MO-
eii mpocrOe? IlpuexaTh B Takyio Oaib...

Hesuakowmerr (ube uMsA ObLI0 IPKIOJL Ilyapo) ¢ mo-
CTOMHCTBOM OTBETHJI UTO-TO IMOXOKee Ha «BbI UTO,
MOIJVIA IIOAYMAaThb, UTO A 3a0yAy, KaK BBl CIIACJIU MHeE
sKu3Hb? » . Ha 9T0 mocaemoBas He MeHee JOCTOMHBIHN OT-
BeT reHepaJia, KOTOPBIM HavaJ ¢ TOTO, YTO O IIPOILIBIX
3acJyrax He CTOUT YIIOMHHAThb, a 3aTeM 3arOBOPHII
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Arata Kpuctu

of glory, of honour and of such kindred things they
had embraced each other heartily and the conversa-
tion had ended.

As to what it had all been about, Lieutenant Du-
bosc was still in the dark, but to him had been del-
egated the duty of seeing off M. Poirot by the Taurus
Express, and he was carrying it out with all the zeal
and ardour befitting a young officer with a promising
career ahead of him.

“To-day is Sunday,” said Lieutenant Dubosc. “To-
morrow, Monday evening, you will be in Stamboul.”

It was not the first time he had made this observa-
tion. Conversations on the platform, before the de-
parture of a train, are apt to be somewhat repetitive
in character.

“That is so,” agreed M. Poirot.

“And you intend to remain there a few days,
I think?”

“Mais oui. Stamboul, it is a city I have never vis-
ited. It would be a pity to pass through— comme ca.”
He snapped his fingers descriptively. “Nothing press-
es — I shall remain there as a tourist for a few days.”

“La Sainte Sophie, it is very fine,” said Lieutenant
Dubosc, who had never seen it.

A cold wind came whistling down the platform.
Both men shivered. Lieutenant Dubosc managed to
cast a surreptitious glance at his watch. Five minutes
to five — only five minutes more!
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Yéuincteo B «BocTo4HOM 3kcnpecce»

o ®paunuu, Beabrum, ciaBe, 4eCTHU... IIOCJE UET0 OHU
cepevHo O0HSJINCH, M PAa3TOBOD IIPEKPAaTHJICs.

O uewm 1Ia peub, JedTeHaHT [[000CK Tak 1 He II0O-
HsJI, HO €My JOCTAJach YeCTh IIPOBOAUTHL Meche Ilya-
po Ha «TaBpckuii sKcmpecc», UTO OH Temepb W AeJIal
C ycepAaueM M SHTY3Ma3MOM MOJIOZOTO oduiiepa, KOTO-
poro :xaeT B OyayiieM OjecTaIias Kapbepa.

— Cerogusa BOCKpeceHbe, — IIOAAEP:KUBAJ CBeT-
CKyI0 Oeceny JiefiTeHAHT, — 3aBTpa, B IMOHEJEJIbHUK,
K Beuepy BbI Oyzere y:xe B CramOyJe.

9Ty MBICIL OH BBICKA3aJl YiKe HeCKOJIbKO pasd — Oe-
cenbl, KOTOPbIe BeAyTCs Ha IIaTdopme mepes OTIPaB-
JIeHHEeM IIoe3/71a, KaK MPaBUJIO, KPYTATCA BOKPYT OTHUX
U TeX Ke TeM.

— Ha, umMeHHO TakK, — comiacuica mecke Ilyapo.

— ITosaraio, 4TO BBI 3a/Iep:KUTECh TaM Ha HECKOJIb-
KO mHen?

— Mais oui. {1 mukorma ermte He ObL1 B CramOy.e.
Br110 OBI OTOPUYUTENBHO IMPOEXATh Yepe3 Hero IpPoCTO
Tak, — Ilyapo KpacHOPeUMBO IIEJKHYJ MaJIblaMu, —
He ocTaHaBauBaschb. CPOUHBIX e Y MeHsdA ceiiuac Her,
TaK 4TO 51 OCTAHYCh TaM HA HECKOJIbKO JHeil KaK TypUCT.

— Cparas Codusa OpocTo BeJUKOJEIIHa, — C BaiK-
HOCTBHIO 3aMeTHJ JieliTeHaHT, KOTOPLIA ee HUKOTIIA
B JKU3HU He BUIEJ.

ITopsIB X0OJIOAHOTO BeTpa IIpoMyYaJicd IO IraaTdop-
Me — o0a MY;KUMHBI TOEKUJINCHh OT Xojona. I[1000ckK
IIoCTapaJjicsi He3aMeTHO B3IVIAHYTh Ha CBOM dachkl. bes
IIATHU IIATH — OCTaJIOCHh BCEIro IIATH MI/IHYT!



Arata Kpuctu

Fancying that the other man had noticed his
glance, he hastened once more into speech.

“There are few people travelling this time of year,”
he said, glancing up at the windows of the sleeping-
car above them.

“That is so,” agreed M. Poirot.

“Let us hope you will not be snowed up in the Tau-
rus!”

“That happens?”

“It has occurred, yes. Not this year, as yet.”

“Let us hope, then,” said M. Poirot. “The weather
reports from Europe, they are bad.

“Very bad. In the Balkans there is much snow.”

“In Germany, too, I have heard.”

“Eh bien,” said Lieutenant Dubosc hastily as an-
other pause seemed to be about to occur.

“Tomorrow evening at seven-forty you will be in
Constantinople.”

“Yes,” said M. Poirot, and went on desperately,
“La Sainte Sophie, I have heard it is very fine.”

“Magnificent, I believe.”

Above their heads the blinds of one of the sleep-
ing-car compartments was pushed aside and a young
woman looked out.

Mary Debenham had had little sleep since she
left Baghdad on the preceding Thursday. Neither in
the train to Kirkuk, nor in the Rest House at Mosul,
nor last night on the train had she slept properly.
Now, weary of lying wakeful in the hot stuffiness of
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Yéuincteo B «BocTo4HOM 3kcnpecce»

WUcnyrasmmch, 4To ero codbecesHUK MOI' 3aMETUTh
9TOT ero KecCT, JelTeHaHT BO30OOHOBUII Oecenmy.
— B Takoe BpeMs roja MaJio KTO PeIlllaeTcs Ha II0-

IOOHBIE IIyTEIIeCTBUA, — 3aMETHJI OH, MOTVIAAbIBAA HA
OKHa CHaJILHOT'O BaroHa.
— BesycioBHO, — BHOBB coriacujcs Geabrueir.

— Bynem HagesaTbesd, uro B TaBpcKkux ropax He 0y-
IeT cHeromaza.

— A rakoe ciayuaerca?

— DBrIBaer, HO B 3TOM rofy elile He OBLIO.

— Torma Oymem HameATbCsI, — cKasas Mecbe Ilya-
po. — IIporuossl moroasl u3 EBPOIILI OUEHDb IJIOXHE.

— OueHb IJI0XWE — Macca CHera Ha BanrkaHax.

— ¥ casmman, yro u B 'epmanuu Toxxe.

— Eh bien, — mnocmemrno mnpousHec JeHTEeHAHT
H0060CcK, MCIIyraBIINCh, UTO Oecema OMATH IIPEeKPaTUT-
csd, — 3aBTPa BeuepoM, B CeMb COPOK, BbI OyaeTe yKe

B KomcrauTunotmoJe.
— HMeHHO TaK, — B oTUasHUU IIpousHec Mechbe Ily-
apo. — { casrmana, uro Cearasa Copusa oueHb Kpacusa.

— Ilo mMHe, TaK OHA TPOCTO BEJIMKOJIETTHA.

3amaBecKa OJHOTO M3 OKOH y HUX HaJ T'0JIOBOI OTO-
IBUHYJIaCch B CTOPOHY, M B OKHe ITOKAasaJjach MOJOHAS
JKEeHIITMHA.

Ilocsie Toro Kaxk oHa BhIexajla m3 Barmaga B mpo-
ILIBIN ueTBepr, Mapu [lebeHXoM HUKAK HEe MOTIJIA BBI-
craThcA. ITO He yIaJIOCh el HU B moesze 10 KupKyka,
HM B maHcumoHaTe B MocyJie, HU B AOpOTe IIPOILION
Houblo. Temepsb Ke, UBMyUYeHHas TyXOTOH KyIle, B KO-
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Arata Kpuctu

her overheated compartment, she got up and peered
out.

This must be Aleppo. Nothing to see, of course.
Just a long, poorly lighted platform with loud, furi-
ous altercations in Arabic going on somewhere. Two
men below her window were talking French. One was
a French officer, the other was a little man with enor-
mous moustaches. She smiled faintly. She had never
seen anyone quite so heavily muffled up. It must be
very cold outside. That was why they heated the train
so terribly. She tried to force the window down lower,
but it would not go.

The Wagon Lit conductor had come up to the two
men. The train was about to depart, he said. Mon-
sieur had better mount. The little man removed his
hat. What an egg-shaped head he had! In spite of her
preoccupations Mary Debenham smiled. A ridiculous-
looking little man. The sort of little man one could
never take seriously.

Lieutenant Dubosc was saying his parting speech.
He had thought it out beforehand and had kept it
till the last minute. It was a very beautiful, polished
speech.

Not to be outdone, M. Poirot replied in kind.

“En voiture, Monsieur,” said the Wagon Lit con-
ductor.

‘With an air of infinite reluctance M. Poirot climbed
aboard the train. The conductor climbed after him.
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Yéuincteo B «BocTo4HOM 3kcnpecce»

TOPOM HeueM ObIJIO ABIIIATh, OHA BCTAJIA C IMOJKU U BbI-
TIIAHYJIa HapyxKYy.

Ckopee Bcero, sTo Ajsernimo. EcrecTBeHHO, CMOTPETH
31ech He Ha uTo. [[JIMHHAs, IJI0OXO OCBeIeHHAadA ILIaT-
dopmMa, JOHOCAIIHMECS OTKYAAa-TO IIPemupaTeabCTBa HA
apabCKoOM s3bIKE... [[Boe MYMKUUH 110 €ée OKHOM T'OBO-
par mo-dpannyscku. OguH U3 HUX — QPaHIYy3CKUi
oduiiep, IPyrol — MYsKUMHA HEBBICOKOT'O POCTa C He-
BePOATHBIMU ycaMu. Mapu cyiabo yablOHyJIach — OHA
HUKOTIAa He BUAeJa, UTOOBI JIOAW TaK KyTanuchb. Ha
yJaule AOJIKHO OBITH OoueHb xojsonuo. HaBepHoe, mmo-
9TOMY OHU TakKk 0e300KHO TOIAT B BaroHe. JleBymIika
MIOIIBITAJIACH OIYCTUTh OKHO, HO eil 9TO He yAAJIOCh.

K my:umHaM momoIe s IpOBOAHUK CHAJIBHOTO Baro-
Ha U OpefyIpeansi, YTO IT0e3]] I'OTOB K OTIIPaBJIEHUIO.
Jlyuime, ecau Mmechbe IIOAHUMETCS B BaroH. MajleHbKU#
My:KumHa cHaAJ muAny. Ero rososa mo ¢opme OnLia
moxoka Ha airo. HecmoTpa Ha cBoe pasapaskeHue,
Mbspu [JebernxsM HEBOJBHO YIbIOHYJIack. Kak cTpaHHO
BBITVIAAUT STOT HEOOJIBIIION YeJ0BeYeK — TaKOTO CO-
BEPIIIEeHHO HEeBO3MOYKHO BOCIIPUHUMATEL BCEPhE3.

JletitenauT [11000CK TPOM3HOCHUJ CBOIO MPOIIAJb-
HYIO PeuYb, KOTOPYIO IIPOAYyMAaJ 3apaHee U Oeper nMeH-
HO AJIA 3TUX IOCJIEeIHUX MHUHYT. JTO ObLIa IPeKpacHo
TIOATOTOBJIEHHAS PEUb.

Crapasch He OCTaThCA B OJTY, MAJIEHbKUY OeJIbIu-
eIl OTBETUJI He MeHee I[BEeTUCTO.

— En voiture, monsieur, — ckasaj IpOBOIHUK.

C mouTu HecKpbIBaeMBIM oOJierueHmeM Meche Ilya-
po 3abpaJicsa B BaroH. IIpOBOAHUK IIOCIEA0BAJ 3a HUM.
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Arata Kpuctu

M. Poirot waved his hand. Lieutenant Dubosc came
to the salute. The train, with a terrific jerk, moved
slowly forward.

“Enfin!” murmured M. Hercule Poirot.

“Brrrrrrrr,” said Lieutenant Dubosc, realising to
the full how cold he was.

“Voila, Monsieur!” The conductor displayed to Poi-
rot with a dramatic gesture the beauty of his sleeping
compartment and the neat arrangement of his luggage.
“The little valise of Monsieur, I have put it here.”

His outstretched hand was suggestive. Hercule
Poirot placed in it a folded note.

“Merci, Monsieur.” The conductor became brisk
and business-like. “I have the tickets of Monsieur.
I will also take the passport, please. Monsieur breaks
his journey in Stamboul, I understand?”

M. Poirot assented.

“There are not many people travelling, I imagi-
ne?” he said.

“No, Monsieur. I have only two other passen-
gers — both English. A Colonel from India and
a young English lady from Baghdad. Monsieur re-
quires anything?”

Monsieur demanded a small bottle of Perrier.

Five o’clock in the morning is an awkward time to
board a train. There were still two hours before dawn.
Conscious of an inadequate night’s sleep, and of
a delicate mission successfully accomplished, M. Poi-
rot curled up in a corner and fell asleep.
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Yéuincteo B «BocTo4HOM 3kcnpecce»

IIyapo momaxaJj pykoit — jeiiTeHaHT [{1060CK B3sJI IO
Ko3bIpeK. C JKYTKMM TOJYKOM IT0€3[ MeIJIeHHO OTOIIIe
OT IJIaTGOPMEI.

— Enfin! — mpo6opMoTan MaaeHbKUN OeIbruelr.

— B-p-p-p, — BeCayX IpoM3HEC JIENTEHAHT, TOJLKO
Terneph IMOHAB, KaK JKe OH 3aMep3...

— Voila, monsieur, — mpousHec IPOBOIHUK, Tea-
TPAJbHBIM KeCTOM JeMOHCTpupys Ilyapo pocKoirb ero
Kyle ¥ aKKypaTHO pPa3JyIoKeHHBIN Garaxk. — MaJieHb-
K1 CAaKBOSK Meche S IIOMECTUJI CIOJA.

Ero mporaHyTas pyka SBHO Ha UTO-TO HaMeKaJa.
IIyapo mono:xui B Hee CI0KEHHYI0 6aHKHOTY.

— Merci, monsieur. — IIpoBOgHUK 3aroBOPHUJ KO-
POTKO U TO-AeJoBOMY: — DBuiersl meche y MeHsa. MHe
ImoHamoOUTCA Balll macmopT. Kak A mMOHMMAI0, Meche
coiimetr B CramOyie?

IIyapo cormacHoO KUBHY.JI.

— Ilomararo, 4TO B BaroHe He TaK MHOTO ITaCCaXKM-
poB? — CIIPOCHJ OH.

— Hewmuoro, mecre. Kpome Bac, TOJIbKO ABOE, 1 00a
aprinuane. ITonxkoBHUK 13 UHAMM 1 MoJIofas JIeAU 13
Bargaga. Bam uto-HuOYyabL HAmo, Meche?

Mechbe IOIPOCUJI IIPUHECTH €My MaJIeHbKYIO OYTHLI-
Ky «Ilepbe».

IIars yrpa — He coBceM MOAXOIAINEEe BPEMS IJis
MOCagKM Ha II0e3[; A0 PaccBeTa OCTABaJIOCh HE MeHb-
me aByX 4yacoB. IlouTu coBceM He caBHIMM HaKaHyHe
U TOJHBIA MbICJEH 00 YCIIEITHO 3aBEPIIEHHON IeJu-
KaTHOU Muccuu, Ilyapo yaercsa Ha IIOJKYy 1 MI'HOBEHHO
YCHYJI.
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