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The children are lost

Play in one act
(corrected version)
Characters

Dasha Chaustova – actress, media-person, aged 30

Rostislav (Rostik, Slavka) Jarygin - small trader aged 25

Detective Voytcechovskyi – policemen from local authorities, aged 40

Colonel Ayumov – detective from federal services, aged 48

We can hear the sound of a car approaching. Car door is banging. Ayumov is standing in a beam of light, with his mobile phone in his hand. While he dials a number, we can hear someone walking up the stairs. A door flaps. In another beam of light we can see detective Voytcechovskyi. He has come into his office just now, he takes the phone from the bureau, and sits on it, dials a number on the disk.

Ayumov: Good night. This is Ayumov, from the Federal service. Colonel Ayumov from Moscow. Hi there. Got one question. There was a show on your TV, about three hours ago… Not news, no. Chat-show. About missing people, they claimed… What? Yes, not unlike it. Didn’t see it? Need someone who did. No, you give him my number.

Voytcechovskyi: Sasha-boy? I'm awfully sorry for calling so late, my friend. I need to ask you one question. Did you watch telly tonight?.. I see, but you got away first from the assignment… Yes, I see… And Natasha, did she see? There is a tv show there. «The children are lost»... Did you?.. You didn't? It's hosted by… that lady… I don’t remember her name… Yes, so Natasha saw? – that’s fine! Can I please talk to her?.. Nothing happened. Just a question I need to ask her, my friend.

Ayumov: Ayumov here. Yea. Good evening, although it's more like night time now. Very pleased to meet… whom? Hi. I’ve a good question: yesterday, your city-TV-channel, eight PM, chat-show “The children are lost”. Do you have the record? Cool. Did you see yourself, by chance? You didn’t? Stop it then. Address was named. Country-house. Remember? Bloody hell! Let’s listen then.

 Voytcechovskyi: Natasha-girl? Awfully glad to hear you. Did I wake you? Are you sure? You’re too polite, you will never admit to it. Nata, only one word. Did you see that thing yesterday – “Disappear…”. I see. «Lost». Nothing about us? I mean not about you and me, Nata. I see. I see.  Country-house. Where is it, approximately? Well, all right, Nata. Bye-bye. One word more to Sasha-boy.

Ayumov: On a twenty minute marker. Stop! One more time, and slowly. Muy bien. Number of the house? Didn’t say? Hell! If that is so, I need the frame from the record, where there is the house. Promptly? I need six hours to get to your place. Yeah, I’ll be driving myself from Moscow. No, isn’t better. Well, bye.

Voytcechovskyi: What do we have Sasha-boy? A little snag, Sasha. The crime in our precinct. No, quite the opposite, two km away. Must go there. No, somebody has to do it, but who? I can and you can, but I’m asking you who? On Sunday, thru the snow. Do you have a winter tire-cover? I’ve never had one, I don’t like to drive when it’s slippery. My friend, I’m only asking.  You have your family.

Ayumov: Me once again. We’ll be in your city tomorrow morning. No, it isn’t better. I need the bitch’s number. The bitch who caused an uproar in her chat show on air, live.  It’s out of the question. You and that guy, who can’t remember one word. I don’t need no ceremonial welcome. Bye then.

Voytcechovskyi: Agreed, Sasha, have a rest with your family. I’m on service, I’ll go to that address. If I don’t return, therefore I had a huge accident. Tire-cover let me down. What you mean, get yourself a family? You know, I’ve enough children, but no family. Give me the phone-number of the beautiful lady from the television, by the way. What? Call the TV? No, I won’t, Sasha. For that matter I’ll use my old “Lada-eight”. Take care, my friend. «Close your little eyes, good sleep. Bye”. To you and your teddy-bear. 

The beams disappear. We can see light on a matte-glass of the door. After that the whole stage is illuminated. 

Country-house with a “russian-middle-class” interior. Hall on the ground floor. Shelves to the left, with dusty books and toys on them. Window to the right. Rubber rug beside the front door. Two doors with matte glass on the back stage. One – on the right – leading to the lavatory and washroom. The door is locked, but the light is on inside. The other one is a wide folding door, matte glass too. A short flight of stairs (five or six) leads towards the study door. Folding door is locked form the inside. There is no light behind it.

The furniture is in disorder, as if something not very respectable had taken place there. Large divan displaced and covered by plaid unevenly. One more plaid is lying on the floor, one more on a rocking-chair. Besides, a jacket and a t-short lie on the floor. Two liter lemonade bottles and candy boxes are  left  all over the place. Gray dull twilight behind the window, as on a winter-morning in country, when the clouds are reflected in the snow.

We can hear «Tired toys», famous Russian song from the children’s good-night TV-show. However it’s not television, but a phone ring tone. The plaid on the divan turns over and Rostik Jarygin appears, first hands, then head. He looks around as if he was having a headache. Phone is ringing from the jacket on a floor. Rostik throws the blanket off reluctantly. His trousers are zipped up, but the belt isn’t clasped, Rostik is half-naked, and freezing. Phone stops ringing, as soon as he takes the jacket. Rostik curses almost soundlessly because his voice is so hoarse and makes a wry face. He takes a half-empty glass flask of cognac from an inner pocket, and takes a sip. After that he looks at the phone display and says “Fuck”. Phone starts playing music immediately.

Rostik: (not so hoarse, but with a little bit of hang-over in his voice):  Hello… Switch off?.. What? No, I didn’t. ..I’m not coming today, that’s what. …No way, absolutely. ..Haven’t done car inspection and got stopped by the police yesterday. ..No, not today, today I’m going to do car inspection… What time?.. I don’t know, I have no watch… Sometime in the afternoon, ..Not drunk, ill. Fuck, what can I do, last night I was loaded full. Box of cognac, ten of water, five boxes of lemonade and candy. And the police stopped me, naturally… Fuck, what did I do? What did I promise you, what? Because I'm out of town! Out of town! Yea, a picnic with women, right on the snow, see-saw, see-saw, yea! No I didn't bring her back, she brought me back, because I hadn't done my car inspection. You don’t believe me? OK…     (puts the jacket on his shoulders). Listen, battery is about to die, so … 

Looks at the phone and after shaking his head worriedly, takes two more sips from the flask and hides it in his pocket. Then walks around the hall. Examines the divan, to find out if there is still someone there? Takes away the plaid, then another one. There's no-one there. He takes out the pillow and another phone - an expensive and handsome one. Rostik whistles, and puts it in his pocket too. Pulls the plaid off the rocking-chair. What other hiding place can there be here? Rostik notices the wash-room door. Walks up to it. Turns the door-knob for a while. Hits it slightly with his palm.

 Get up! Enough sleeping in the loo! Hurry up, others have their urges too! (phone rings one more time. Rostik thinks for a while, should he answer it or no? He answers it) I’m here. No, I'm not yelling. It's just that your “don't believe you” drives me mad… You are no child, are you? I told you the truth, I was with a woman. Don’t remember her name – there was a box of cognac and they had invited me. And I needed someone to drive me back. And she did... I don't know, twenty kilometers or so.  I don’t know, it could be Kirovsk or Alexandrovka… You should have seen it, that mansion was bloody huge. (Climbs the stairs to the study door and pulls the handle)  And there was nobody there, no-fucking-body... No idea – I could hear the sound of water flowing, she must have been taking a shower. Go to hell! Yea, lovely. Them chicks are all lovely after some cognac.  

We can see a graceful silhouette on matte glass. Apparently, a young lady coming out the shower. She adjusts  her short wet hair, standing in front of the mirror, above the sink. Rostik doesn’t notice it. Rocks with his foot a bottle of green lemonade and a plastic cup that lie about nearby. Puts them right on the floor, uncorks the bottle, fills the cup. Tries to drink. Winces.

I’m not yelling, fuck! You told me to go yesterday, so I did. That’s true, police stopped me… That’s true, I’m ill, snotty…  Listen, that’s a huge house, fucking rich people! They have a fifty meter hut! Square meter. My battery is low that’s true too. Well you’ll have go there yourself today . No morethan ten boxes in one order. And exactly ten boxes will fit into your car. And suppose…?.. (Battery in his phone “dies”, he puts the phone from ear, and says) One more dose…

Door opens. Dasha Chaustova appears in the doorway. She is wearing an evening dress, quite rumpled but put in order more or less. No shoes. Rostik hears her entering, but doesn’t turn. He tries to speak calmly. 
Listen, cool cell phone you’ve got there. Can I use it, one call or two? (Dasha keeps silence) My battery is dead. (Dasha keeps silence) It’s just that I don’t see any other phone here, nothing. There is a socket, but no phone (Dasha keeps silence). Fuck, I don’t remember anything about yesterday… I’m sorry…

Dasha: It’s always the case with chicks. After some cognac.
Rostik (rejoices even, but not for long): It’s a call from work… Yea I’m drunk. Rostislav Jarygin, twenty five years old, alcoholic and businessman. If you deliver cognac on a minibus… And what’s the problem? What, did stay up all night? Was it me?… Was I hitting on you, a lot? Yea?

Dasha: This is a very comfortable chair. The plaid. No, not a lot. But in a nasty way.
Rostik (not soberly, but emphatically): Sorry. Your name is Dasha?
Dasha: Yes.
Rostik turns, says “Fu…” and starts to sober up.

Rostik : …ck you… I’m sorry.
Dasha: Want me to tell you my surname?
Rostik: Chaustova. Dasha Chaustova. I’m sorry. You were absolutely cool in the… In the film… Where you are the hitman’s wife, who then becomes blind and murders him.
Dasha: That's something at least. I was absolutely cool there ten years ago.  I was a student, and you went to school.

Rostik: No, not school… (mental arithmetic) Yea, you’re right. School.
Dasha: (can’t find her shoes, and starts losing temper): You were not hitting at me. You were utterly groping me. 

Rostik: (watches her critically) I don’t act in films. I’m not a show-man. Rostislav Jarygin. Businessman. Soft and alcoholic drinks delivery. (takes out several cups and fills them with coloured lemonades) Headache and nausea. (Drinks one cup  and winces)
Dasha: (stops searching, recalls where the cell phone must be. Comes up to Rostik and stretches her hand towards him. Rostik offers her a cup gallantly. Dasha pours out lemonade on his head and says shortly) Phone.  Thanks. Loo and washing room – over there. 

Rostik (spreads the lemonade on his face as if washing. His sight becomes clear, and he notices at once something behind the window) That’s a meat wagon there! Did they come for you?
Dasha (she turns, glances at the new problem but doesn’t show any interest, only irony): Precisely. I called them so that cops would drive me to the city. And tomorrow it will be in every news rag that I spent the night in the damn country house!

Rostik : Then don’t turn on the light. House is empty. He’ll stay for a while here, and then he’ll leave. To think of it, actress Chaustova spends the night with some good-for-nothing alcoholic! Devil's work, frankly.

Dasha (calmly and strongly) You are sticky. Go wash yourself.

Rostik : (with respect): When you were playing the hitman…  I mean the hitman’s wife… (Dasha keeps silence) OK, washroom… (goes to the  washroom) However, why don’t you spend the night in your damn country house. 

Dasha: (points at him with the cell-phone): This is your house!
Rostik (mechanically shrugs his shoulders; repeats passively) This is my house… Don’t switch on the light. (Hides behind the door)

Dasha remains alone and tries to make a call. She lifts her phone, and tries to get some reception. Unsuccessfully. Then she comes to a external door and turns on the light. It gets a bit lighter. But the car door bangs, right away, and the snow crunches. The doorbell rings softly, and someone knocks at the door once. Dasha opens.   Voytcechovskyi is wearing an overcoat and a fur-cap. Steam is puffing up – too cold outside, too warm inside.
Voytcechovskyi (wipes his feet carefully, taking out his identity card): First lieutenant Gennady Voytcechovskyi. From the police station in your precinct.
Dasha: (before he shows his ID card): That’s not necessary… 

Only then Voytcechovskyi notices Dasha’s dress.

Voytcechovskyi : Put something on. Please do, I’ll wait.
Dasha (coldly): I am dressed. I am a guest here. If you wish to see the host, he is vomiting in the lavatory. But he will return soon. (looking at him defiantly)

Voytcechovskyi :  That’s very good…  I mean, not very good. But it is acceptable. (He stamps his  to knock off the snow) There’s a couple of questions I need to ask to you…

 Dasha:  I am a guest here. 

We can see on a matte door the shadow of Rostik washing himself carefully above the sink .

Voytcechovskyi :  And, you know… It doesn't matter. (Takes out a notebook) A merely formal question. Name, surname. What’s yours?
Dasha : Chaustova.

Voytcechovskyi (kindly): Name? Patronymic? 

Dasha : (in some perplexity): Dasha Chaustova.

Voytcechovskyi (kindly): Daria. Daria?..

Dasha (after a short pause): Daria Rustemovna Chaustova..

Voytcechovskyi  (writing diligently):  Working? Where are you registered as a resident?

 Dasha: I working. Charity foundation “The Quest”, I occupy the president’s position. Four roles in theatre plays. “Shadow of the Angel” series, on the first channel, shooting in two weeks.  Hosting the «The children are lost» show on your municipal channel…
Voytcechovskyi (glances at her and asks surprisedly, forgetting about politeness): What?

Dasha: (seemingly angry): Just a minute! I will tell you “What”, comrade lieutenant. And you don’t have to correct me. This is how it all happened. Somebody prompted you that I would spend the night here. Suggested you should come here and take an interview, as if by accident. Fifty lines.  A dictaphone in your pocket maybe? Now comrade lieutenant. Your amazement is rather poorly performed. Let me tell you a secret. If one web-site or one news column will write about this… (pause) Then you will get to meet our channel’s attorney.

 Voytcechovskyi : First. 

Dasha: “First” what?
Voytcechovskyi : First lieutenant. Daria Rustemovna, a thousand apologies; may I ask you to show some of your papers?
Dasha stands up silently. Goes to the door. Knocks at the door violently with her palm. Rostik gets up. A tooth-brush in his hand, and soapy water in his mouth.

Dasha: Enough brushing! I can feel my urge coming. And you have a visitor.

Pushes him aside, and walks into the washroom. Rostik swallows the water and asks her
Rostik : Are you making a home there? 

Voytcechovskyi (patiently): Let me introduce myself. Here is my card.
Rostik : (scans it): Criminal Investigation Department?

Voytcechovskyi  (waves his hand carelessly): Your precinct. Nothing special.

 Rostik : Jaroslav Jarygin. Aged twenty five. No convictions. 

Voytcechovskyi (smiling): Do you reside here?

Rostik: Not here. I live in the city. Came here last night in my cups. I shouldn’t have.

Voytcechovskyi : But do you own the house?

Rostik: Not me. She does. (nodding indifferently)

Voytcechovskyi looks at him, then at the glass door. Takes away the notebook.

Voytcechovskyi : Very good, Rostislav. So, you came here last night…
Rostik:  I delivery goods. (explaining) Private trader, delivery. I own a bus. Minibus. Drinks, mineral water. Every month we receive an order from a TV-studio.
Voytcechovskyi :  (understandingly): Talk-show “The children are lost”?

Rostik:  (nodding): Yea, every time about fifteen boxes. I bring, unload. They asked if I could bring some more later? Well… Wine, cognac… After the “Children” show… Anniversary (nods once more, conspiratorial) She turned thirty yesterday!
Voytcechovskyi : Really?

Rostik:  (animatedly): She still looks like a young girl, doesn’t she? When I was a kid, I saw a film… She was a hitman’s wife, do you remember? Ten years have passed since then. ( looks at his phone with disgust) 

Voytcechovskyi : No net?

Rostik:  Battery is dead. What was your question?

Voytcechovskyi :So, you brought the vodka, then… 

Rostik : Cognac, box or two. And about ten boxes of champagne. Candy. They invited me to join them. That very evening. Well… (reflecting) After that we were both here.

Voytcechovskyi (understandingly): Your car?
Rostik : (jolly) What do you mean? Does D.Chaustova drive my dirty minibus? She has a Jeep!

Voytcechovskyi ( knocking at the bathroom door politely): So, she was driving yesterday?

Rostik : We are here, aren’t we? I could not. I have… you know (extends his hands, they tremble)

Voytcechovskyi :(to Dasha, who opened the door): Dariya Rustemovna, do you drive a Jeep? 

Dasha: He was driving .
Voytcechovskyi : I’m not asking about that. Whose car is it? Yours?
Dasha: (thinks, then shakes her head, confused by question): I never give keys to anybody.

Voytcechovskyi : Dariya Rustemovna, where is the car that you drove here ?
Dasha: Well… (indifferently) Behind the house, didn’t you see? The garage is there... 

Voytcechovskyi (glad about the idea) : Garage! Where are the keys from it?

Dasha: (as if to an imbecile): How do I know where the garage keys here are?

Rostik (finds a bunch of keys near the external door, speaking low) There’s something here…

Voytcechovskyi (indicates to study door): Can I pass here?

Rostik : It’s locked. 

Voytcechovskyi geso out the door.

Dasha:  He didn’t recognize me! (laughs ironically) Just think of it.

Rostik : This is not my house.

Dasha: Really! What is your last name? Chaustova. What are your name and patronymic? Just think of it! 

Rostik: This is not my house. I’ve never be  here till now. Neither have you, as I see.

Dasha: We are here, aren’t we? 

Rostik: That’s what I was talking about. Who drove us to the house? And who will take us away?

 Voytcechovskyi (appears in the steam cloud, speaks joyfully): Daria Rustemovna! Yesterday you were so kind as to mention our out-of-the-way precinct! Thanks a lot. Then you came here driving your Jeep and left in the garage?

 Dasha: I did not say that. What are you thanking me for?
Voytcechovskyi : We – due to our ignorance - hadn’t known that we have a haunted house in our precinct, till yesterday! But now I see : the poltergeist! People disappear! Cars  disappear! Garage is empty. Has been empty since summer obviously.  
Dasha: What people?
 Voytcechovskyi : Your amazement is rather poorly performed, Daria. That’s strange, you are an actress. Your children are lost.

Dasha: Mine?

Voytcechovskyi : Don’t you have any? I see. Public work. Philanthropy foundation.  Talk-show “Save our ghosts”, about provincial cops failing an investigation of a terrible crime – kidnapping. 

Rostik: (puzzled): Fuck… Here?

Voytcechovskyi (finally closes the door, but tears a paper strip from the door-post): You are a genius, my friend. I thought so too: fuck, here? Address was known. I thought: why not go there this morning. Door is sealed, as it should be. The paper is wet and torn, but then it’s the paper under the snow. Hey! Who is walking inside, who is switching on the light?

Rostik: Told you…
 Dasha: Shut up, please!
Voytcechovskyi :  If you want, I’ll explain it. You can correct me. You don’t have to answer and call your lawyer. I’ll explain it anyway.  (Sitting on a divan arm) You lied, Daria Rustemovna.  Maybe for a noble cause, I’m a cop, I’m not an expert in the charity fuss. That’s brave! That’s fresh! You need money for your foundation.  You don’t get it just for looking good. It’s a cruel world: you don’t get money to combat corporal punishments and chicken-pox  vaccination. You need AIDS and murderer doctors. If it’s cops, they are stupid cops. If it’s a case, then it has to be a hopeless one. Damned house, damned country, damned government – children are lost, but they don’t care! Et cetera, etc. Teddy-bears for kids! (He takes dusty Teddy-bear from a shelf) And a Jeep for the foundation’s president. But there is no Jeep in the garage.
Rostik: Hey, you…

Voytcechovskyi : Silence! Aged twenty five, no convictions! (with trust in his voice) Daria Rustemovna, he trusts you.  He admires you, he's your faithful Friday… He was trying to do his best telling you about the night of love... In a sealed house. Where else should an actress and a small business owner go to hide?  A little snag…

Rostik: Hey you… What the fuck… What are you talking about – some sealed house… Why? 

Voytcechovskyi : I’ll tell you “why” my friend! Consider this. A car comes here in half an hour. No jeep, no minibus, but a normal car, from the TV studio. And it's as if you had just came in it, not at night, no – so no-one will say the TV studio car was here the whole night. Camera on, you rush to the entrance. But there's a little snag – seal's broken!  Now you don't dare enter, of course. You call me. Camera is working! I come after a hour – such a slow cop. We enter en masse, attested witnesses follow us. And what do we see? Good heavens! Candy! Cups with lemonade! Colored! And bubbles – sh-pop, sh-pop! The ghosts have been frolicking here. Ghosts of tortured kids. And they are asking: please, give some money, give some money to the “Quest” fund!

Dasha tries to slap him in the face unexpectedly.  Voytcechovskyi catches her hand.

Dasha: (quietly): You should be grateful I was aiming at your face. This was not for me, this was for “kind people” out there. Lieutenant, can you treat leukemia? No, you can't! You can't do anything! You can't investigate crimes, you can't even support your family! You live from hand to mouth. And you certainly can't set up a hospital for seven hundred patients! And how about finding thirty six missing children? Can you do that? No, but you can speak about “kind people”… Let go my hand! Now! I will not hit you, I'll show you a picture. 

Voytcechovskyi takes her phone and examines the digital photo with interest. 

This boy was supposed to die two years ago. Cute, isn't he? And she may still die. Can you save her? Then what are all these question for?

Voytcechovskyi : Why did you lie? There are no children missing here. Neither five years ago, nor ten. I’ve been working in the criminal investigation department for more than eight years. (Puts the phone in his pocket)

Rostik: Give the phone back to her.

 Voytcechovskyi  (confidently): No. First I’ll wait till the channel car arrives. Then I'll speak with your lawyer. 

Dasha:  In twenty minutes.

 Voytcechovskyi  (triumphantly): Now you're talking! (Looks at the both. Then at the floor. Touches the lemonade bottle with his shoe and rolls it, says) You are a nice bunch actually. Only you mustn’t lie. Not even for a good cause. (glances out the window,  and pretends being terrified) How are they going to drive through! Here's what we'll do. I’ll go to the road, and wait. When your driver arrives, I’ll come back right away. And then we'll all go to the police station. Just to clear some formalities. And you Daria will get back your phone. (Before going out the door, turns around and reminds) First lieutenant!

Dasha: (hearing the snow creak, squeezes her teeth): We have twenty minutes.

 Rostik: What a bastard… (heard something) What?

Dasha: (she is ready to cry) Twenty. 

Rostik : What do you mean? You just lied to him, didn't you? Nobody is coming for us! (Dasha nods and looks around feverishly): What are you looking for?

Dasha: (whisper): the phone… (angrily): Phone! Where is it?

Rostik (indicates in the direction of the window): There! Because! You! Gave! It! Away! 

Dasha: There's no reception here! Cell phone  doesn't work here! The phone! Where did you say there should be a telephone here? 

Rostik : How do I know? Socket is there, there must have been a telephone there. I haven't been here before, as you know.

Dasha: And you don’t remember how we got here? I don't either. Haven't you understood yet? It's either cognac or champagne!

Rostik  (obediently): It's either cognac or champagne…

Dasha: Don't be so stupid! We were both drugged – with something – mixed – in a drink – last night. In order to bring us here later. It's no mistake. It's a provocation.

Rostik looks the other way. He is stroking the teddy-bear. Then takes it under his armpit, and collects the cups. Carries it all to the study, whistling “Tired toys”.

Don’t you trust me? Do you think I'm lying just like he does? 

Rostik: I think that I'd better go and do car inspection. (He puts the bear on the top stair and, leaves lemonade cups on others. Speaking with the bear) Yeah, comrade first lieutenant. I have a fire extinguisher in my car. And a first aid kit of course. Silencer? Please, look at my silencer. 

Dasha:  The children are lost.

Rostik: Nobody is lost. Didn't you hear? Comrade first lieutenant has been working for more than eight years in the criminal investigation departments. 

Dasha:  So they went missing earlier than eight years ago. I didn't know.

Rostik: Comrade Voytcechovsky would know that anyway. He could look up in the files.

Dasha  (stubbornly): Then they don't have any files for that in the archives.

Rostik: (unexpectedly cruel): You'll explain that from the tv screen? In a week. They’ll trust you. That you were drugged, kidnapped and fucked, but you never lie and you are a saint. But don't give me that bullshit. I spent the whole night with you, being drunk, unfortunately. I’ll tell you frankly: I was mighty drunk and I don’t remember nothing. But you will never say who of us wanted us both to come here yesterday and conk out? Because those who tell the truth don't become famous. They don't show them on TV, nobody recognizes them on the street.  And you need all that. You need me, alky dealer Jarygin!

Dasha (starts crying): You scumbag! You stupid scumbag and lowbrow! That's your idea of life. Car inspection, delivery order, wedding, funeral. You don't understand, what it means to try and do something in your life. Just try. And what it takes. You'll say – you're just lucky. You'll say – she's lying. You read newspapers on the tube, and you say it again – she's a liar, she had sex that night, she drives a Jeep! Yes, I do drive it! Between shooting and rehearsing, there are tens of offices to visit and people to talk to. «Hello, Daria, yes we remember you playing a hitman's wife, when you were young! But i’m rehearsing again. But that fund, that show - it's a quagmire, you can't even imagine! And yet, seven hundred beds in the hospital!  And the rat says that I am making a name at the expense of others! But I have a name already! I’m Dasha Chaustova!

Rostik: (picks the bear and goes to Dasha, snarling): We are scum and lowbrows… That’s right. We are stupid scum. We've bescummed outselves, we’ll bescum you too Dasha, soon. (normal voice) Enough! Stop! You are right. You guessed right - that’s a conspiracy against you. And a with ghosts of children. A lot of ghosts! Whole city full of ghosts! A whole city!  (softly) Why? Is it necessary to die to become a ghost? A whole country of ghosts, fuck! May by… And may by, it’s stupid nonsense, caused by my low-quality cognac… The cops are not coming in twenty minutes. We are dressed warmly. Mister policemen! We are ready, we want home, we’ll never lie to you again! He fines us. He shakes his forefinger. Or can we take a train to the city. Shall we? Or maybe you prefer to run across the snowfield? 

Dasha: I did not lie.

Rostik: I didn't mean the “Lost children” show. I was talking about the… (car engine noise)  This early? (looks out of the window) It isn’t him. This is a black Jeep.

Car door claps. Snow creaks.

Dasha: I didn't lie.

Rostik: O, man! That’s your channel lawyer?

Dasha: No. I don't know him.

No knocks at the door. External door opens. Colonel Ayumov appears in the doorway. A black leather folder in his hands.

Ayumov :  Are you Dasha Caustova?

Dasha: Yes, I am.

Ayumov : (enters without wiping his feet and says) Thirty ago, actress, president of a charity fund, host of a TV-show. 

Dasha: That's correct. 

Ayumov : Muy bien. Colonel Ayumov. From Moscow. 

Rostik: Rostislav…

Ayumov : Sorry. I have no time. Seven hours driving. Whole night. I could have started looking for you in the studio, but decided to look here first. My luck. May I?

Dasha: (points at the sofa) Please.

Ayumov : Really short of time. So let’s skip formalities, Dasha. You gave us important information. So important, that we need verification. About the children lost here. Do you understand?

Dasha: Absolutely. But our show does not disclose sources of information.

Rostik sniffs scornfully and comes back to his cups.

Ayumov (slowly): Muy bien. Then I’ll be asking you specific questions. When did the children go missing?

Dasha: (cautiously): More than ten years ago. 

Ayumov (smiling widely): That’s right. Frankly, someone had doubts. Someone thought that you have this information from the police archive. But I made inquiries about it. There was a fire there about eight years ago. Some bandits set it on fire. Archives were lost. 

Suddenly Rostik starts listening attentively.

 (in a tone conveying importance) So many years have passed. It may be that your information is the only evidence we have. And that evidence is very important for the inquiry. Your show supported by the “Quest” fund is devoted to the search for missing underage children. During its existence the show contributed to finding thirty six children.

Dasha: «The children are lost».

Ayumov (takes out a notebook): Let me quote: “A boy and a girl, aged thirteen and fifteen”. Brother and sister?

Dasha: (speaking is seemingly more and more difficult to her): No. They hadn’t even met each other.
Ayumov : How’s that?

Dasha : The house… The parents sold the house. And the parents… They did not know…

Ayumov : …They didn’t know that a child had disappeared in the house before?

 Dasha (repeats): The parents didn’t know…

 Ayumov (looks at watch): Muy bien. (Takes out a piece of paper sheet from the folder) Can you draw a sketch for me?

Dasha (in bewilderment): What sketch?

 Ayumov : Again I quote «Last time the boy was seen, he was watching TV till late at night. His father called him. But it is not easy to put a thirteen year old kid to bed. The movie was too interesting». Where the boy was sitting, where the furniture was standing, where the TV set was? A sketch?

Dasha looks around helplessly.

Yesterday there was a video in your show. Was it staged?

Dasha: It was a reenactment.
Ayumov (speaks sharper): A reenactment. Muy bien. What was the movie about, the one the boy was watching? 

Dasha: About Batman.

Ayumov : Why?

Rostik(irony): The boy dreamt of becoming rich and saving the world.

Ayumov (shortly glances at Rostik and at Dasha again): Who told you about those details? Their parents, did they? 

Dasha: No. There are no parents.

Ayumov : There are no parents. There is no sketch. Only a reenactment.

Dasha (points at the study door) TV was there. (Ayumov stands up at once) 

Rostik : It’s locked.
Ayumov (after some thinking): Muy bien. (Looks at watch again) Hell, it is time. But I’m not saying good bye. I’ll be in your studio tonight. And I’ll make some inquiries about it till tonight. Well hi! (takes a step to the exit, but stops), Daria Rustemovna. Before I forget. Your autograph. My son asked me. He learned that I was going to meet you… He is a big fan of your films. Do you remember? You are blind there and… (smiling, imitates a pistol with his fingers, then gives the folder with the paper sheet put on top of it)
Rostik : Dasha, don’t sign it.
Ayumov (inquiringly): Rostislav Arsenievitch Jarygin? Single, no convictions, dealer?
Rostik : Dasha, don’t sign anything.
Ayumov : I made some inquiries about it. Slavka Jarygin, twenty five years old. Complete school education, ten years, out if which two were paid for by your father. At eighteen you were involved in a criminal investigation. As a witness.  That is, ended up being a witness. Again, daddy’s cash had a role to play. No military service, because, sadly, you were wetting in your bed. Not so expensive. Another criminal case, again as a witness. Now daddy ran out of patience. He bought a minibus for his beloved son. He wanted a businessman dynasty.  It didn’t work out with college. Nothing worked out. Daddy had no more money. 

Ayumov comes to Rostik. Presses him to the shelves, and Rostik instictively grabs colonel’s lapels. Dasha tries to interfere, she grips Ayumov by the shoulder, but with little effort he hurls her off back to the divan. Rostik tries to punch him, but gets a blow in the solar plexus. Books and dusters fall from the shelves. Ayumov continues:

Then there were slot machines. And two bank loans. For one of them he used someone else’s ID, but – what the hell! - It was not here, but in Moscow. And daddy had died by that time. And our dealer was left with only a rented apartment and a minibus, loaded with lemonade and candy. And sometimes loaded with something else. Nice to meet you, Rostik!

Rostik sways towards the stairs, then sits down leaning against a baluster. Ayumov takes handcuffs from his pocket and chains Rostik to a baluster. Then he comes back to Dasha. He smiles in a friendly way.

How long will I wait for your autograph, Daria?

Dasha: What do you need it for?

Ayumov :   Because I really have very little time. I was driving like crazy, which bought me about half an hour. With thirty minutes to spare, I turned away from the highway. But I had to be there, in your studio, an hour later, asking them where I could find you. 

Dasha: Have you been in this house before?

Ayumov :  Yes I have. Many years ago. Eight years. A lot has changed here since then. 

Dasha :  And, was it you who caused the fire?

 Ayumov (cheered up): Me? Why the hell should I? I wasn’t even near this place. But Slavka Jarygin was. He was a witness in this case later, wasn’t he? He had just graduated from school . And Slavka was already dreaming of getting rich and saving the world for example. He needed a start-up capital, some pocket money without his daddy knowing.
Dasha :  Are you really a colonel, and from Moscow?

Ayumov : I am, really. How do you know about the missing children?

Dasha: But our show does not disclose its sources of information.

Ayumov : How do you know about the missing children, you bitch (Dasha keeps silence) Quote: “Only three years before then, a girl, aged fifteen, disappeared in the house, without leaving a trace as well. Late at night. She was sitting watching TV. May be dreaming. She was dreaming becoming a doctor and learning to save people from the deadly diseases, which we still cannot cure. It was as if she was saying farewell to her childhood. That’s why she climbed on the sofa with her legs tucked under her”. (Ayumov fishes a doll out of a pile of things that had fallen from the shelves, drags it by its leg. Drops it near Dasha, and bends towards her) Muy bien. That’s exactly how it happened.  But I can’t help wondering... How do you, bitch, know all that?

Rostik tries to spring up and to disengage his hand. Handcuffs rumble.  Ayumov takes out a gun immediately and takes aim. Waiting till Rostik sits down again, Ayumov walks to the study door, tries to open I and asks sharply:  
They disappeared in this room? (Dasha nodded) Is it another way out of the house? What do you mean “don’tt know”? Hell! You must know! (Moves his gun, and aims to Dasha. Cocks the gun. Looks at the watch). Time…
Dasha:  You won’t do this.

Ayumov :  No, I won’t. I’ll just go to the studio and ask them where you can be. The quest for the president of the “Quest” fund will be a long one. And I’ll keep asking: where could Dasha Chaustova be? Thirty years. Actress. She tried to be admitted to the academy three times then left for Moscow. Without success. After that she tried it in Moscow. Luckily, she was admitted right away! There was casting for the main role two year later, again she was lucky! Best debut award! Her father could be glad for his daughter. Alive? Unfortunately not. Why? We can’t cure the disease yet.  Dasha Chaustova came to the funeral with the golden statuette. It was sad! But mother was proud of her daughter. People recognized her daughter on the street! They see her daughter on TV!  Mother is alive? Like hell! Her daughter was at the festival. There were the meaty parts, then there were under-parts, and finally only two lines and a spit parts in the cinema. But then came the fund! Charity. How do you do, Dasha Chaustova. Any official remembers you. Hitman’s wife! Lovely. That is a great film I myself have seen hitmen who started out after they… (Laugh) To hell with that! Never mind! Children are above all. Sick children. All those shows where they sing with famous artists! But look at the monsters in the audience hall. The mugs are fat, devilish, looking like banditos. They cry! They really do! They cry rivers, they take out wallets, no - credit cards and they pay! Sh-pop! This one is a factory, a sky black from the smog, and people who haven’t been paid their wages for a year and a half, but children are above all. Sh-pop! This one is a drugstore chain, cheap drugs for the whole family, sold only in Russia and China, because they have their little side effects causing leukemia, albeit in a small percentage of patients… But children are above all, we have seven hundred beds prepared for them. Sh-pop! And who’s paying with this one? Who?

Dasha: Stop! Stop!

Ayumov : How do know about the missing children?

Rostik: I told her. (Ayumov turns around. Rostik is undisturbed) It was me... I… I came here eight years ago. After the fire, to get the money. It was weird in here. There were cups with colored lemonade everywhere, on the floor, on the stairs. But the man, he offered me some cognac. We went over there (turning his head to indicate the direction) and he told me. About the missing children. A girl and a boy. They were watching TV and vanished without leaving a trace. He was speaking for quite a while. But I still didn’t understand whether or not they were his children. Then he said that he was leaving. For good. And he told me where he was going to leave the keys. He told it to me so that somebody knew it. Just in case.
Ayumov : Where?

Rostik: In the garage. It’s at the other side of the house.

Ayumov looks at the watch and goes out. Snow is crackling. Rostik takes a flask from the pocket and takes two sips. Dasha cries hiding her face in her palm. 

Rostik: (still undisturbed): Stop whining, Dasha. It’s two hundred meters to the road. A cop is waiting there. Or look for your phone. I can’t. (pulls the chain) He’s a maniac, don’t you see? He’ll come back now.  (Dasha shakes her head) Or just lock the door from inside!
Dasha stands up and locks the door.

Dasha: How did it turn out that way? How?

Rostik (shrug a shoulders):  It’s cognac. Or lemonade. Or we both simply fell asleep in front of the TV set.
We can hear sound of the door being unlocked. Coming not from the entrance door, but from the study. Then the wide door knob turns. Ayumov appears in the doorway.

Ayumov: There is another way out! 

He goes downstairs and takes aim at Dasha. Rostik, pulls the chain, and hits Ayumov with a flask in his right forearm. Success. Gun falls on the floor. Ayumov roars, squeezing the broken forearm. Rostik hits him in his face. Colonel staggers back, nearly falls on the stairs, but keeps his balance and  catches hold of Rostik. Rostik drops the flask. They wrestle for some time, nearly lying on the balusters. Dasha approaches them. Takes the flask. Hits Ayumov on the head, breaking  the flask. Ayumov sways and falls to the right, blocking the washroom door.

Rostik  (boyish excitement in his voice): Dasha! Hurry up! Take the gun and the cell-phone from him! And handcuff keys!

 Dasha (terror-stricken): Look!

Light turns on in the study. We can see silhouettes of furniture on the matte-glass. A standard lamp, two armchairs in front of an old TV with an old-fashioned antenna. Somebody is sitting in one of the arm-chairs. He stands up slowly. Opens the door. It’s Voytcehovskyi. He is wearing the same jacket that he was wearing in the prologue, but without the tie. It looks as if he had returned home and is taking a rest after a hard day at work. He is holding an old white telephone with cord twisted in a spiral.

Voytcechovskyi (talking rather to Ayumov): There is another way out.

Dasha: Do you know him? 

Voytcechovskyi  (not very confidently): My metropolitan colleague?

Ayumov (muffled): Provincial colleague?

Voytcechovskyi: A little snag…

Ayumov :  To hell with that! I just got punched in the face. But you have missing children. That’s what happened in your precinct. And you’re not going to find them. It’s a hopeless case.
Voytcechovskyi sits down near his colleague, searches him. Takes the gun from him. Then takes the key and gives it to Rostik. He gives Dasha’s phone back to her.

Voytcechovskyi: That’s a cool ring tone you’ve got there Daria. You have two missed calls. 

Whistles the “Song of the little mammoth” – from a popular Russian cartoon.

Through the blue sea,
To the green land …

Voytcehovskyi takes Dasha and Rostik under their arms, and leads them gently to the divan. Dacha looks through the missed calls, and Rostik disengages one of the handcuffs from the baluster and tries to take off the other hand-cuff. Voytcehovskyi makes them sit side by side, goes back upstairs and observes. Ayumov stirs, tries at least to get up on his knees. Ambient light fades, but the light behind the glass doors becomes stronger. Dasha stops looking at the display, and looks interestedly at Rostik. Rostik liberates his hand and looks at her proudly. 
Voytcechovskyi (quietly and kindly): Dasha-girl!

Dasha : Just a second, papa..

Ayumov (on all fours yet, his voice is hoarse): Slavka!  Why the devil aren’t you in bed yet?

Rostik: Soon, dad! 

 

Ayumov (gets back on his feet, shakes his head and  growls): Soon… Soon… Same phrase whenever I ask…

Pause.
Dasha : Hi.
Rostik: Hi. There is going to be another bedtime call: what devil I’m not… I’m sick it.
Dasha : Yeah. Don’t worry. In five years we’ll be deciding ourselves when to go to sleep.

Rostik:  You’ll have your own house. You’ll have a cool cell phone. Family. Children.

Dasha(smiling): It will be in fifteen years not sooner. I’ll play in films. They’ll recognize me on the streets. And I’ll be hosting a TV show as well. 

Rostik: (he too was not born yesterday): And I’ll become a businessman. I’ll have a car, and I’ll be visiting you in your TV studio. And we’ll drink cognac there till morning. Together. And nobody will make us go to bed!

Dasha: Champagne! 
Rostik: Very good! Champagne!  

They stand up. They both look at the bright standard lamp in the study.

Dasha: What’s on telly tonight?
 Rostik: There’s Batman today!
 Dasha (whimsically): I want a fairy-tale. Like when I was a child. So I can to hug a doll, climb on the sofa with my legs tucked under me. 

Rostik: (like as connoisseur): Batman is a fairy-tale. 

He hands her a dusty doll. Takes a teddy-bear. And they both go behind the folding door. They sit down in the armchairs in front of TV. Ambient light fades out. Only the standard lamp is on. And two beams on the apron stage.
Ayumov with his coat on sits on the divan arm. He picks hand-cuffs, puts them in his pocket, dials a number on his cell-phone. 

Voitcehovskyi drags the rocking-chair closer to the radiator under the window. Bends down and plugs the telephone into the socket. Picks up the receiver and dialing, trying to untangle the cord.
Ayumov  (having heard someone answer the phone, says): The children are lost .

Voytcechovskyi  (untangles the cord, and asks somebody): The children are lost ? 

Ayumov (shakes his head negatively): The children are lost.

Voytcechovskyi (nodding ): The children are lost.

Ayumov : The children are lost.

Voytcechovskyi : The children are lost.

Dasha’s sophisticated expensive cell phone is left on the divan. It starts ringing – plays the music- “Song of the little mammoth” 
Nowhere in the world that I’ve crossed
Have I heard that the children were lost.

We can see silhouettes on the matte glass: Rostislav Jarygin pulls the Teddy-bear by the ears, and Dasha Chaustova lulls the doll. They are watching TV.
Translated into English by my friend Maxim
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