
 KATE SMITH, SIDE ONE 

 KATE 
 With a conspiratory giggle. 
 Are your laces tied, little girl? Double knots? 

 EDITH 
 Blushing 
 My boots are tied, ma’am. 

 KATE 
 Magnanimously. 
 I am Mrs. Kate Smith. Is the nice porter taking good care of you? 

 EDITH 
 Why of course he is. He knows how to take care of children. He has three little girls of his own. 

 KATE 
 Do you really, porter? 

 PAUL 
 His name is Harold Milton, Mrs. Smith. 

 KATE 
 I can see that on his name tag. He has a name tag, how novel. Come to think of it, I haven’t 
 noticed name tags on Pullman staff before. And I am a very widely traveled woman! 

 HAROLD 
 This Night Train is a special Pullman train, ma’am. 

 KATE 
 Indeed it is. It is a pleasure to meet you, Harold Milton. 

 HAROLD 
 Thank you, ma’am. 

 KATE 
 How old are these children of yours? Names? 



 HAROLD 
 Margaret, Leah and Lillian. The oldest is five. 

 KATE 
 Pretty and sensible names. I like them. That’s quite a handful for your wife! Are you ever home 
 to help out? 

 HAROLD 
 Quiet. 
 I do my best, ma’am. Pullman keeps me on the rails more often than not. 

 KATE 
 I see. I see. That man is a harsh taskmaster. 

 HAROLD 
 He likes things to be perfect. 

 KATE 
 I know. I know. Pullman or Postal… Well I hope things change for you, young man. 

 HAROLD 
 A little surprised. 
 I’m grateful for what I have. But yes. I hope I can be home more, too. 

 KATE 
 I have raised one boy to manhood. Theodore. He lives in Chicago. He gave me a ticket to board 
 the Night Train  as a Christmas present. Theodore, my son, knew I’d be delighted at any Pullman 
 ticket, let alone the first transcontinental Night Train! I have been intimately involved with the 
 Pullmans for ten years now. In fact I was the subject of one of Rudie Ackerman’s advertisements 
 back in 1875. 


