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 “All aboard for Strasbourg, Munich, Vienna...” The words blaring with limited clarity over 
the loudspeaker system faded away as Jean-Luc Peeters, thinking ahead to his much-needed week’s 
holiday with friends in Istanbul, boarded the sleek blue-and-gold car of the Istanbul Express. It was a 
Thursday evening, and it seemed the train would leave on time, at five minutes before eight. The famous 
Belgian detective was happy to be away from work, about to embark on a journey across the serenity of 
Hungarian and Yugoslavian farmlands and the majestic mountains of Bulgaria and Turkey.

“Ah, welcome Monsieur Peeters,” greeted Omar Barad, long-time train guard aboard the Istanbul 
Express. “Holiday or international crime solving?”

“Greetings, Omar; absolute holiday.”
Barad grabbed two of the detective’s bags and showed him to his sleeper cabin 31 at the end of the 

corridor, reminding him that Peeters could call on him anytime if he needed something, including pulling 
the bed down which was almost invisibly tucked into the cabin wall. Barad excused himself and hurried 
back to the coach door to attend to other arriving patrons.

“Ivanovic,” the next one to arrive announced.
“Cabin 36, this way,” Barad said after taking the man’s suitcase.
And so it continued.
“Where do I go?” asked the tall, elegant blonde woman. “My name is Emilie van de Graaff.” It was 

hard to decide which was more stunning: her features or her wardrobe. Barad grabbed her bag, explained 
formalities, and led her down the corridor.

“You are in the cabin next to the venerable detective Jean-Luc Peeters.” Miss van de Graaff did not 
react.

“I am Sergei Mikhailov,” the next passenger to board said to the efficient train guard.
“We have had to change your cabin, Mr. Mikhailov, since we wound up with an extra passenger for 

this sleeper car. I’m sorry, you’ll have to share your stateroom, but we have moved you into the one four-
berth cabin that is much roomier than the others.” Barad took his charge to cabin 33, pointing out that it 
had an inner door connecting it to cabin 34.

“You mean I have three cabinmates?” Mikhailov asked, irritably.
“No, only one.”
“A lovely lady, I hope.”
“No, a Mr. Draculea,” Barad smiled.
Jean-Luc Peeters was standing by the door when the next two passengers came on board:  Walter 

Rankin, followed by Gustave DuBois. Rankin’s brash style and attire branded him immediately as 
American. DuBois, on the other hand, was considerably more subdued both in manner as well as dress. 
Barad explained to DuBois how the adjoining door in his cabin connected to the neighboring cabin with 
two men. 

“Two men?” DuBois remarked.
Meanwhile, the next passenger had arrived, putting his bags down on the platform and announcing 

loudly, “Count Alexandru Albescu Draculea.” Upon being told that he would now have to share his 
stateroom, he shouted at Barad, saying that he could not possibly accept a cabin that was not totally 
private. Barad calmly explained that the man could either take the cabin or take a later train with the 
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hopes of securing a private stateroom. Draculea grumbled loudly all the way to his cabin, which, luckily 
for Mr. Mikhailov, was unoccupied at the moment since the latter had made haste to the dining car, one 
car ahead.

Within a short time, the Istanbul Express was on its way. Most passengers were either holed up in 
their cabins or imbibing in the dining car, though some were introducing themselves in the corridors. 
After more than six hours, the train stopped in Strasbourg. It was here that the young and long-legged 
Marie Lautrec boarded and took the final unoccupied cabin, number 35, between Mr. DuBois and Mr. 
Ivanovic. Again, Barad had to apologize and explain the need for the change of cabins, as Cabin 33 was 
larger than the others and could more comfortably accommodate two strangers. It was after 2 AM and all 
the other passengers were asleep – or at least in their cabins – with the exception of Mikhailov and Walter 
Rankin, who were talking in the dining car. 

Barad sensed a familiarity in the attractive woman. “Most of the other passengers have retired,” he 
said.

“Merci,” she said, as Barad placed her portmanteau on the small dresser of cabin 35.
On the second day, the perpetually observant Peeters noticed a woman carrying a carpetbag exiting 

what he thought was Walter Rankin’s cabin. “Excuse me, Mademoiselle,” he called down the corridor as 
she began to walk away toward the dining car. “Are you an occupant of that compartment?”

“No, I’m not,” she replied gently, turning to face the voice she had heard. She was an elderly, 
gray-haired woman, quite short, with a look about her that hinted at frailty, though her gait suggested 
otherwise. “My name is June Merriwell, and I am in seat 61 in the next car, after the dining car. I 
overheard a gentleman in the dining car say he was in cabin 37, so I thought now would be a good chance 
to stick my head in and see what a sleeping cabin looks like.”

“Stick your neck out was more what it was,” Peeters said sternly. “There are things you could stand 
accused of, entering into another person’s cabin uninvited.”

“Then I apologize to the absent occupant for my intrusion. And I apologize as well to you, if my 
actions offended your sensibilities, Mr….”

“Peeters, Jean-Luc Peeters.” It was clear he was speaking to a confident woman of British breeding, 
and, given her attire, probably British residence as well. “So you have no berth on this train.”

“No, I am quite comfortable sitting during the journey, quite used to sleeping upright in a chair. And 
seat 61 has the best full-window view and is considerably cheaper than a berth. I was just curious what 
the cabins looked like.”

“Curiosity killed the cat, as you English would say.”
Miss Merriwell responded without disagreeing with Peeters’s characterization of her as British. “The 

phrase comes from ‘Care killed the cat,’ and I have yet to learn of a case in which it was proven to be so.” 
Smiling, and sensing the conversation had come to an end, she nodded, turned and continued on her way 
toward the dining car.

Peeters did not notice Miss Merriwell the following day, but did see the others in the sleeping car 
going in and out of their cabins, milling about in the corridor (which was the only way to see the scenery 
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on the northerly side of the train), and sitting in the dining car. His discerning ear took note of a variety of 
accents beyond that of the Englishwoman, including American, Dutch, French, Russian and dialects that 
were clearly Croatian and Romanian. “What an odd bunch of people,” Peeters thought to himself. These 
were the thoughts of a man not even 5 feet 5 inches tall, sporting a stiff, jet black moustache with the tips 
curled upwards in perfect symmetry, and impeccably dressed even on his way to the shower when most 
others were asleep.

He had one encounter with Count Draculea, the count asking if Peeters had his own cabin and, if so, 
would he be willing to switch, assuring him he would find the Russian Mikhailov very entertaining and 
would therefore not be so lonely. Peeters politely refused, wondering why anyone would think him lonely. 
He also took note of the simmering rage in the man who never expected to have to share a cabin with a 
total stranger.

At one point, Walter Rankin passed Peeters in the corridor and exclaimed, “Howdy. Nice weather 
we’re having.” True, it was sunny outside, but Peeters could not understand what that had to do with 
anything since they were stuck inside a train. Peeters also had a run-in with Emilie van de Graaff, who 
literally ran into him in the corridor, spilling onto his patent leather shoes a few drops of the coffee she 
was carrying. From the look on the man’s face, you would think someone had poured a bucket of foul 
kitchen waste over him. Miss van de Graaff apologized immediately, but Peeters, glowering, turned, 
without a word, and returned to his cabin to attend to his soiled shoes. 

The voyage continued without incident for a time, with some of the passengers stepping onto the 
platform for a few minutes when the train stopped in Munich and then Vienna. Peeters wished he could 
stay in Vienna for a couple of days and hear some Mozart at the Vienna Philharmonic, a place he visited 
with some frequency. In Vienna, Peeters sent Barad on a quick errand, then paced back and forth (or 
“forth and back” as he would correctly say), continually checking his pocket watch and comparing it 
to the oversized clocks along the platform, wondering if the train would be as punctual in leaving as 
he always was in arriving someplace. If anyone had asked him at this juncture whether he was a bit to 
attentive to minutia, the detective would surely deny it.

The following morning, Peeters was awakened by a loud knocking at his cabin door. Upon opening it, 
he saw Barad standing there, visibly shaken.

“Sorry to disturb you,” the man said in a quavering voice.
“Sorry to be disturbed,” Peeters retorted.
“Mr. DuBois. In cabin 34. He told me to wake him every morning at six-thirty and bring him an 

orange juice so he could take his medicine. He said if he didn’t answer since he is a very sound sleeper, I 
should use my passkey to open the door and leave the juice on the nightstand.

“And? I guess this is leading somewhere?” Peeters said impatiently.
“Ah, yes.” The stressed Barad tried to compose himself. “When I did so this morning—I mean, use 

my passkey and open his door—I saw him lying on the floor beside the bed, face down, with blood on his 
head! He looked dead. I didn’t touch him. I didn’t disturb the body. I just ran here to your compartment.” 
Barad was still unsteadily holding the tray with the glass of orange juice.
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“Restez calme. Relax, drink the juice. Then go back to the room and lock it. I will make myself 
presentable and be there momentarily. Talk to no one about this.”

Peeters had enough medical training—and experience dealing with dead bodies—to know how to 
examine Gustave DuBois while checking for any possible evidence as to the nature of the crime. The 
body was lying on the floor, face down, in pressed pants, but shirtless. He was wearing his socks but his 
shoes were tossed about. There was no sign of a struggle. His suitcase lay open on the bed, revealing 
neatly folded men’s clothing, and a depression where something once was, but was no longer. Peeters 
removed the suitcase from the bed, putting it on the floor, and then DuBois was lifted up and placed on 
the bed. Barad, who had overcome his initial shock at finding the dead DuBois, had no trouble assisting 
Peeters. The detective saw that the murder weapon would have been some sort of heavy object used to 
strike the victim on the side of the head. Not the proverbial “blunt” object, mind you, since the wound 
showed an indentation in the skull from a more sharp-edged object. The dried blood suggested the murder 
had taken place closer to last evening than this morning. Nothing in the room had been disturbed. On the 
small table was a book, Putovanja kroz Kraljevinu Jugoslaviju.

“As the Americans would say,” Peeters called out to Barad, “round up everybody in the car plus Miss 
Merriwell in seat 61 and ask them to congregate in the dining car in exactly seven minutes.”

Exactly seven minutes later, Peeters began addressing the group assembled in the dining car and 
informed them of the murder that had taken place. Everybody was present with the exception of Emilie 
van de Graaff, who was the subject of Peeters’s piercing glare when she entered two minutes later. “As I 
explained to the others, Mademoiselle van de Graaff, I am not just Jean-Luc Peeters, whom some of you 
have met, but Jean-Luc Peeters the detective, formerly of the Belgian police.”

“Mr. Barad informed me of your eminence when I boarded the train.”
“He’s like a kind of Sherlock Holmes sleuth,” Miss Merriwell added.
“Mademoiselle,” Peeters continued, obviously annoyed at Miss Merriwell’s intrusion, “Sherlock 

Holmes was a detective of fiction, and I, as you can see, am quite real.” He moved his arms up to his 
shoulders and then down the length of his body to his knees. “True, we are not in Belgium at the moment, 
but in the absence of other law enforcement authorities, I will take over the investigation until I am 
relieved of such duties.” Peeters then described the murder scene and the condition of the body when it 
was discovered. “The first order of business is to determine when, exactly, the victim, Gustave DuBois, 
met his end. I myself saw him get back on the train before we left Budapest stop, Nyugati.”

 “I saw Mr. DuBois in the dining car about three hours after that,” Miss Merriwell chimed in.
“Ah, très bien. So we do not know whether he was killed in Hungary or later in the night when 

we were already in Yugoslavia. That will make it difficult for the state police from both countries. 
Monsieur Barad has already told me that neither the border patrol nor customs officials entered the train 
at the border in Subotica, and Barad, who had to be on the platform at the border crossing at four in the 
morning, was fast asleep between 4:30 and a little after 6 AM. Omar, please, when we arrive in Belgrade, 
arrange for the removal of Monsieur DuBois’ body and inform the authorities that they should have a 
team sent from ICPO to meet the train in Sofia.”

“ICPO—International Criminal Police Organization,” informed Miss Merriwell, trying to sound 
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nonchalant, “called Interpol for short.”
 Peeters ignored the interruption. “I took the liberty, when we were stopped in Vienna, to send a list of 

all the occupants of our sleeping car to my headquarters. I always like to know who my ‘neighbors’ are, 
especially when I notice peculiarities of behavior. The information I requested was ready for me when we 
arrived in Budapest.” He paused, turning to Miss Merriwell, and added, “I included your name as well, 
Miss Merriwell, since you seemed to possess some ‘curiosity’ about our sleeping car. In fact, as long as 
we are having this conversation, may I ask you why you are on this train?”

“Certainly, Detective Peeters; I am traveling to Sofia to visit my nephew, Raymond West, a well-
known author, who is there researching his latest book.”

“Speaking of books”—the detective abruptly changed course, turning away from Miss Merriwell— 
“there was a book in Monsieur DuBois’ cabin titled, Putovanja kroz Kraljevinu Jugoslaviju, which, 
clearly, translates into, Travels Through the Kingdom of Yugoslavia. You are from Yugoslavia, Monsieur, 
are you not?” Peeters pointed to the handsome young man from cabin 36, the person with the full but 
neatly trimmed black beard, and with an accent Peeters knew to be Croatian.

“Yes, this is true.”
“Uh, you know my name, sir, but we have not heard yours,” Peeters said as he sorted through the 

papers Barad had given him earlier.
“E-e-evan,” the man responded, through a thick accent that extended the sound of the first letter and 

belied the simplicity of his name. “Ivan Ivanovic, but everybody calls me ‘Yugo,’ because I work in a 
factory in Bulgaria but I come from Yugoslavia, just over those mountains.” He pointed out the left-hand 
set of windows.

“Well, Hugo,” Peeters continued, missing the name-country connection, “please tell me when you 
were in Monsieur DuBois’ cabin.”

“I wasn’t. I was reading the book in the dining car and he asked if he could borrow it.”
“And you knew who Monsieur DuBois was, so you lent him the book you were reading.”
“Waida-minute,” the American interrupted, “who was this dead guy anyway, and why do I have-ta sit 

here and listen to this?”
“Ah, you are quite right, Mister Rankin—the little gray cells are working too quickly. The ‘dead guy,’ 

as you so plainly put it, was Gustave DuBois, a French businessman, Executive Director of Acier Public, 
a private steel firm.” He changed the order of the papers he held. “My reports say he had connections 
with steel and automobile manufacturing companies along this train route, but there was no indication 
of whom he expected to visit on this trip, and his office confirmed he had arranged no meetings; his 
ticket was to Istanbul, but he had no business connections in that city.” And after a pause, “And you 
have to sit here and listen to this because according to the report I have here, you left the United States 
owing a considerable amount of money, having lost your business during the economic depression, and 
the dissolution of your firm was a direct result of the control asserted by Acier Public, run by Monsieur 
DuBois, the ‘dead guy’.”

“Holy cow, I had no idea who this guy was!”
Peeters decided not to question Walter Rankin’s exclamation of surprise, but to move on. “Getting 

back to you, Hugo, you were about to tell us that Monsieur DuBois’ company was negotiating to purchase 
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the company you work for, which has also been hit hard during these economic times, and that the rumors 
are that many people in the factory would likely be laid off if the purchase were to happen.”

“So if you know all this, then there’s nothing more to tell you,” Ivan Ivanovic said gruffly.
“Maybe so, maybe not. But I have one thing to tell you, Hugo, and that is I am afraid you will not be 

allowed to leave the train at Belgrade while this case is being investigated; you can ride at no cost to your 
factory in Bulgaria.” Peeters did not react to Ivanovic’s scowl.

“Mademoiselle Lautrec.” Peeters’s abrupt migration to another suspect was as direct as turning pages 
in a book. “You joined us in Strasbourg.”

The tall, slender woman was visibly taken aback by the detective’s quick change of focus. “Yes, that’s 
where I live.”

“And work?”
“I am an artiste, a dancer, there.”
“Now I know where I have seen you before!” exclaimed Omar Barad, one of the rare times he spoke 

out. “You are one of the cancan dancers at Danielle’s Dance Den!” Barad was unaware that his outburst 
told the others as much about him as it did about Miss Lautrec.

“I am an artiste,” she repeated, not denying the cancan revelation.
“A fair profession,” Peeters commented, then asking where she was going.
“To Istanbul. Yes, for a little vacation,” she added, pre-empting his next question. 
Moving on with nary a transition, as the detective was wont to do, he began to call out “Count 

Draculea…”
“Count Alexandru Albescu Draculea,” the count interrupted, “of Transylvania, direct descendant of 

Vlad Draculea, the Romanian prince and military leader who fought bravely against the invading Turkish 
army.”

“And when was that?”
“Around 1450,” he answered immediately—and proudly.
“Count, you are in the room next to the victim, Gustave DuBois, an adjoining room, which was not 

locked from Monsieur DuBois’ side.”
“But it was locked on my side!”
“Still, someone could have unlocked it from your cabin, entered DuBois’ cabin, and then exited again 

through your cabin, relocking it.”
“I did nothing of the sort! You should talk to the crazy Russian. I would not do such a thing! I will 

report your accusations to the authorities when we get to Constantinople.” I am Count Alexandru…”
Peeters, noting to himself that the name Constantinople changed to Istanbul in 1923, stopped 

listening, turning his attention instead to an announcement being made by one of the other train 
conductors that the Istanbul Express was pulling into Belgrade station. There, Barad was busy seeing to 
the quiet removal of the corpse, while Peeters, after having warned the others not to leave the train, pored 
through the papers he had before him. Then, after a delay of some hours, the train pulled out of Belgrade 
station, en route to Sofia. By now the crowd of suspects had dispersed, some returning to their cabins, 
others remaining in the dining car to eat and, more likely, drink. After some time had passed, Peeters 
asked Barad, once again, to tell the passengers to assemble in the dining car.
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“You know,” Walter Rankin began before the detective could resume his interrogations, “George 
Pullman, an American, was the one who invented these sleeper cars.” It seemed as if Rankin thought that 
being an American somehow linked him to the famous inventor.

“I trust you slept well then,” the detective responded. “To continue, now that I have gone over the 
results of my inquiries again, I wanted to ask you, Mademoiselle van de Graaff, whether you are related to 
American physicist Robert J. van de Graaff, inventor of the Van de Graaff generator in 1929.

“Unfortunately not,” the outspoken woman responded. “I am Dutch and he is of Dutch roots, 
handsome, very wealthy now, and still single.”

“Except for the Dutch part, the same could be said about Monsieur DuBois.”
“Ah, but I didn’t know Mr. DuBois. Too bad I couldn’t have met him before he became a cadaver. In 

any case, I expected there might be even better prospects in the Pera Palace Hotel in Istanbul, where I will 
be staying–if we ever get there.” 

At that moment, as if Miss van de Graaff’s words were an omen, the train lurched to a stop, pitching 
some passengers forward and causing a few items on the barkeep’s shelves to fall to the floor. Barad went 
to investigate, while Peeters held vigil over the convened suspects. It wasn’t long before Barad returned 
to report that there had been an avalanche in the Belgrade-Sofia gorge east of Nis, the town the train had 
passed just moments ago. “We’ll be stuck here for some time,” Barad forewarned.

“It’s déjà vu,” Ivan Ivanovic said. “Being stuck here. The same thing happened to me on this very 
train some years ago. A snow drift or something.” 

“Ah, but this time it is an avalanche. Mon dieu. Much more dangerous, especially if you are passing 
alongside the mountain cliffs when it occurs; if we had not been held up in Belgrade removing the victim 
from the train, we could have been under the snow instead of stopped in front of it. So we can thank 
Monsieur DuBois—or his killer—for that. I guess that means it will be a while before we reach Sofia and 
the Interpol agents who should be waiting there. Perhaps we can solve this crime in the meantime.”

More than one of those assembled looked uncomfortable upon hearing those words.
Peeters went on with his questioning. “Sergei Mikhailov–whom your unexpected but temporary 

cabinmate Count Draculea referred to as ‘that crazy Russian’–I understand that you work for Zastava 
Automobiles. My report says it is a Yugoslavian factory founded as a cannon-casting plant in 1853 that 
began assembling Ford trucks for the Yugoslav army in 1930.” Mikhailov confirmed with a simple nod. 
“In fact, Zastava is a sister company of the one Hugo works for, and, as with the other company, if Acier 
Public bought out Zastava, you might find yourself looking for work at a time when work was hard to 
find. Is that not right?

“But I didn’t know the man. I never saw him before this trip, I never saw a photo of him.”
“And yet you were in a cabin that adjoined his, giving you access to his cabin through the unlocked 

door.”
Mikhailov became more and more visibly upset, almost reaching a point of anger. “I had no way of 

knowing the man was on this train. Even though I saw DuBois in the dining car, I didn’t know who he 
was. I didn’t know he was the person in the adjoining cabin!”
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As if perfectly timed to break the tension, Barad, who had left the room following the announcement 
of the avalanche, returned, wheeling a cart with various pieces of baggage on it; he had been instructed by 
Peeters to do so. Everyone stared silently–especially those who saw their own bags on the trolley. Peeters 
broke the awkward silence.

“Thank you all for your cooperation so far. Monsieur Barad has been so kind as to relieve you of the 
obligation of bringing your baggage to this room while I give you my perspective on this case. 

“Particular crimes are committed by particular types of people. There are no intentional murderers 
in this group–that I can tell. Which would make the killing an encounter that went wrong. And there is 
definitely something missing from Monsieur DuBois’ room; I think something was taken, but nothing was 
stolen.” 

Assemble the puzzle to see the clues that reveal who killed Gustave DuBois.
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 Peeters continued, staring intently at each person as he called the name.
“Miss Merriwell, who has been stealthily busy-bodying around since before the murder, is too, 

ah, shall we say, diminutive, to have given the blow atop the head of Monsieur DuBois, which killed 
him. Everybody else possessed the height and strength to provide the death blow. Although I suspect 
Mademoiselle van de Graaff would have preferred to snare the man rather than snuff him…and I doubt 
she would want to get her attire stained or wrinkled. 

Everybody else had a motive for killing Monsieur DuBois, with the exception of Mademoiselle 
Lautrec, who claims she knew nothing of the victim. Therefore, somebody is lying, as is often the case in 
such a case. I mean in this case. Walter Rankin seeking revenge? That seems far-fetched–and, literally, a 
far way to go. And the count? I could find no connection. Mikhailov and Ivanovic, the men whose jobs 
might disappear if Monsieur DuBois bought their companies, could not be sure of this. And with DuBois 
out of the way, there was still no guarantee such jobs would be saved. Besides, there was nothing to 
suggest these men knew DuBois would be on the train. I don’t think anybody knew DuBois would be on 
this train–with the exception of the one person whom DuBois had arranged to meet on this train.

Everybody also had a routine reason to be traveling–going home, going back to work, going to meet a 
relative or to a resort to meet a man–everybody except, again, Mademoiselle Lautrec, though a holiday is 
certainly a worthwhile allocation of one’s time. But…”  Peeters paused as he turned to face Miss Lautrec. 
“I began to wonder: why were you really on this train, and how, as a cabaret dancer–I mean, artiste–were 
you able to afford such an expensive holiday?”

Marie Lautrec looked like a gazelle about to be seized by a charging cheetah, not sure in what 
direction to run when surely there was no place to run.

The detective continued, “In running this journey through my mind, I remembered what Monsieur 
DuBois uttered when Barad told him that the other door in his cabin led to a cabin with two men. ‘Two 
men?’ was his response, more a statement of surprise than a question. So I surmise you and Monsieur 
DuBois thought you would be in the cabin adjoining his, granting you access to the room of the man you 
came not to kill, but to love. Ah, quel dommage, but the necessity of having to provide that larger room 
to others, as announced by Mr. Barad, altered everything, and since you boarded after Paris, you had even 
less to say about it. My little gray cells tell me your rich and powerful Monsieur DuBois could afford 
the luxury of many things, but, even as a bachelor, not the luxury of being seen in public with a cancan 
dancer, not that anybody here, I am sure, would object. After all, it is the 1930s. But as a public figure and 
Managing Director of a major steel concern, Gustave DuBois found there were certain social restrictions 
regarding his less-public life.”

Miss Lautrec stared at Peeters, mouth slightly open, her face ashen and her jaw trembling just enough 
to suggest she had something to say but was overcome with fear.

“Open her suitcase, please, Monsieur Barad.”

(Hold up to a mirror to read.)
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As the metal Eiffel Tower souvenir and the bundle of letters wrapped in string–addressed to Gustave 
DuBois, 15 Rue Saint Jacques, Paris–came into view to all those present, Miss Lautrec stood up and 
wailed. “I didn’t mean to kill him!” (There were audible gasps from different parts of the dining car.) “I 
loved him! And he loved me. But we always had to meet in the shadows. Why?” she asked incredulously. 
“Why? He was single, I was single. Wasn’t I good enough for him? We arranged to have adjoining cars 
to have a holiday together. Then, instead, I had to sneak into his cabin without anyone seeing. After 
two days of this, he told me that we couldn’t do this anymore–it was too dangerous for his reputation. 
His ‘reputation’?! What about our love? I waited for him in Strasbourg, and he brought me a souvenir 
from Paris. He also brought all the letters I had sent him, bound together, explaining how he didn’t 
have the heart to dispose of them but he couldn’t leave them around to be found by one of the servants 
or employees. So he gave me back all the love I had written to him. When he said that we couldn’t be 
together on the train anymore, that maybe we couldn’t be together at all, I snapped. I became so angry 
that I grabbed the Eiffel Tower and swung it violently, catching him on the side of the head.” As she 
spoke, the now-manic Marie Lautrec flailed with her arms to demonstrate the deadly blow. “I didn’t mean 
to kill him. I loved him. I…didn’t mean…to kill him.” She fell to her knees, sobbing.

Hours later, with the snow cleared away, the train finally made its way to Sofia. Jean-Luc Peeters, 
with Marie Lautrec in tow, disembarked, promising to accompany her as they met the police from 
Interpol, to “help her in her situation.” Some of the other passengers also left the train, while a few stayed 
on to complete their planned journey to Istanbul. Peeters watched as Miss June Merriwell waved to him 
from the train.

“I enjoyed this trip, Detective Peeters, in spite of the unfortunate demise of Mr. DuBois. I delighted in 
watching you work.”  

A loud whistle blew and the Istanbul Express began the last segment of its odyssey.
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