
D e a t h  &  M a r r i a g e  b y  G r e g  F r e i e r     P a g e  | 1 

 

PLEASE BE AWARE THAT 

THIS PLAY IS FULLY PROTECTED BY COPYRIGHT 

 

All plays, books, music and other materials published by Heartland Plays, Inc. are fully 

protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all countries which 

the United States has reciprocal relations including, but not limited to, all countries covered 

by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, The Universal Copyright Convention and the 

Berne Convention.  All rights to the plays and materials on our website are strictly reserved 

including & without limitation, professional and amateur performance rights; motion 

pictures; public reading; radio and television broadcasting; audio and video recording and 

reproduction of any type known or yet to be invented; information storage and retrieval 

systems of any type known or yet to be invented; and the rights of translation into any and all 

languages.  No individual or organization whether amateur or stock may perform this or any 

play published by Heartland Plays, Inc. without first obtaining advance permission from 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and paying the appropriate fees including Royalties and Single-Use 

Copyright fees.  Heartland Plays, Inc. collects royalties on behalf of the Playwrights whose 

plays it publishes.  Unauthorized copying, transcribing or reproduction of this or any play or 

excerpt, or storage or transmittal in any form and by any means whether known or yet to be 

invented, is strictly forbidden except as provided by Agreement with Heartland Plays, Inc.  

Any unauthorized use is a violation of copyright laws and will be prosecuted to the fullest 

extent of the law. 

 

                               

                        FIVE SIMPLE RULES TO REMEMBER 

 

DO take advantage of the free online perusal of our plays to help you make the best choice 

for your particular needs or production. 

 

DO enjoy the convenience of our online purchase application for performance rights and 

single-use copyright. 

 

DO understand that this play and all plays and materials on our website are controlled by 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and fully protected by copyright. 

 

DO NOT attempt in any way to copy, transcribe or reproduce this play by any means or 

perform this play or use any play or material from our website without first receiving 

permission from Heartland Plays, Inc.  Any attempt to use this or any other work without 

first obtaining permission is a violation of copyright and punishable by law. 

 

DO NOT rob this Author or any of the Authors we represent of their right to be paid for the 

use of their property.  It is a crime and it is wrong! 
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Death & Marriage 
by Greg Freier 

 

 

 

CHARACTERS 
 

 

BORIS: 20’s.  A nebbish. 

 

ANNA: 20’s; A knock-out  

 

DADDY: ANNA’s father; an imposing figure 

 

 

 

SETTING 

 
Mid 1800’s.  Russia.  A drawing room 

 

 

 

PROPERTIES 

 
A bench 

A large mace 

A large sword 

A jousting lance 
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Death & Marriage 
by Greg Freier 

 

 

AT RISE: BORIS and ANNA are seated across 

from each other holding hands.  

  

 

BORIS 

God has given you the most magnificent of smiles.  It truly inflames my cockles. 

 

ANNA 

If that is the case, then we must be married.  Immediately.  

 

BORIS 

But how?  Your father forbids it.  He thinks me nothing but a fool. 

 

ANNA 

Then there is only one answer.  We must kill him. 

 

BORIS 

Kill him?  But your father is the Czar.  To kill him and be caught would be the death of both 

of us.   

 

ANNA 

But remember darling, we’d be killing for love. 

 

BORIS 

But by the word of God, we should only kill for food.  And even then I’m not a big fan of it 

as I get queasy just looking at raw chicken.   

 

ANNA 

Yes I know.  I’ve seen it. 

 

BORIS 

And then there was that one time when I saw some peasant slaughter a cow.  I was bedridden 

for weeks. 

 

ANNA 

Then you mustn’t think of my father as an animal. 

 

BORIS 

But how is that possible?  He not only acts like one, but smells of one as well. 

 

ANNA 

Then what if only I kill him? 
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BORIS 

Then your father would be right about me being a fool.  Not only a fool, but a coward as 

well. 

 

ANNA 

So you shall kill him then? 

 

BORIS 

Even if I wanted to, I don’t see how.  He could snap me in half with his breath. 

 

ANNA 

That’s why you’ll surprise him from behind with a dagger to the back. 

 

BORIS 

But that’s how a coward would do it. 

 

ANNA 

Exactly. 

 

BORIS 

(Matter-of-factly) 

Of course, only a fool would do it from the front. 

 

ANNA 

So logically then, to kill him from behind would be the brave thing to do there-bye negating 

the fool and the coward. 

 

BORIS 

(Beat) 

Brilliant. 

 

ANNA 

So you’ll do it? 

 

BORIS 

Let’s seal it with a kiss. 

 

BORIS and ANNA kiss. DADDY enters; 

he speaks with a deep, loud voice. 

 

DADDY 

Unhand her this instant you scoundrel. 

 

ANNA 

(With surprise) 

Daddy! 
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DADDY 

How many times have I told you to keep that peon away from your vicinity? 

 

ANNA 

Not to fear, Daddy, his peon has never been anywhere near my vicinity. 

 

BORIS 

But in my defense, it’s not for lack of effort. 

 

DADDY 

Silence. 

 

BORIS 

Is it just me, or does he seem taller today. 

 

DADDY 

Do not vex me with your foolish words, you imp.  For I have the latitude to desecrate all that 

is you. 

 

BORIS 

(To ANNA) 

Is he threatening me again?  I can never tell.  He always breaks into an odd vernacular 

whenever I’m around. 

 

DADDY 

Once the night falls, and the enemies of the dark arise, you shall find yourself begging for 

your soul to be eviscerated from the innocuous vessel you call a being. 

 

BORIS 

(To ANNA) 

See what I mean.  I have no idea what he’s talking about. 

 

ANNA 

(Calmly) 

I think he’s going to kill you darling.  

 

DADDY 

And once that wrath has been appeased, the vultures will feast upon the ignorant carrion that 

once roamed the Earth in pointless inhabitation. 

 

BORIS 

(To ANNA) 

I’ll gather that’s not an invite to dine. 

 

ANNA 

I’m afraid not. 
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DADDY 

For the time has now come.  How do you wish to visit the vault of welkins? 

 

BORIS 

(To ANNA) 

Is there any chance we could get an interpreter?  It would certainly speed things along.  

 

ANNA 

I think he’s asking you how you want to die. 

 

BORIS 

Tell him of old age.     

 

ANNA 

I don’t think that’s going to be an option. 

 

DADDY 

In haste do tell for my time is at a limit you vile house of swine. 

 

BORIS 

How about I sleep on it and we can discuss in a few years. 

 

DADDY 

My disgust with you is now at an end.  In moments I shall return to finish what you once 

were. I pray for what little soul you possess. 

 

DADDY exits. 

 

BORIS 

Well, that was certainly fun. 

 

ANNA 

You do realize he’s coming back to kill you. 

 

BORIS 

That’s why I’ll surprise him by not being here. 

 

ANNA 

But then you’re back to being a coward in his eyes. 

 

BORIS 

Better to be a coward than a dead fool. 

 

ANNA 

But I can’t marry a coward. 

 

BORIS 

And you wouldn’t be.  You’d be marrying a fool.   
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ANNA 

But a fool is just as bad. 

 

BORIS 

Yes, but only if you introduce him that way at dinner parties.   

 

ANNA 

That is why you must kill him. 

 

BORIS 

How about we just pretend I killed him and then we run off to live by the sea.  I hear the salt 

air is great for the complexion. 

 

ANNA 

It has to be a real killing or nothing. 

 

BORIS 

Then I vote for the nothing.  All that blood that’d get on my clothes would be a complete 

nightmare for the dry cleaners. 

 

ANNA 

You truly are a coward, aren’t you? 

 

BORIS 

Only in the sense that I like to avoid all conflict.  Easier to keep my head that way. 

 

ANNA 

But if you’re nothing but a coward, what’s the point of even having a head? 

 

BORIS 

For looks one would think.  Plus the mouth part makes the chewing of root vegetables less 

complicated. 

 

ANNA 

But to kill him would put an end to all our troubles. 

 

BORIS 

Unless of course he kills me first.  Then we’re back to square one, with the slight exception 

of me being dead. 

 

DADDY enters carrying a large mace. 

 

DADDY 

Your death has been chosen.  Prepare to meet your Creator. 
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BORIS 

What are you kidding me?  You can’t kill me with that thing.  Think of the mess.  They’d be 

cleaning me up for days.  How about using something smaller like a butter knife, or better 

yet, a dull spoon. 

 

ANNA 

I’m afraid he’s right, Daddy.  You might want to go with something smaller.  Something that 

will create less carnage. 

 

DADDY 

Choosing the method of death isn’t an option. 

 

ANNA 

Then how are you going to explain all the mess to mommy? 

 

DADDY 

(Beat) 

Fine.  Hold this. (Hands the mace to ANNA) I’ll be back in a moment with something a tad 

neater. 

 

DADDY exits. 

 

BORIS 

I’ve got to admit, he certainly speaks more normal when he has a weapon in his hand. 

 

ANNA 

He likes to be extremely clear before he disembowels people.  That way there’s never a 

misunderstanding.  

 

BORIS 

So what do you think he’ll come back with this time? 

 

ANNA 

My guess is something that will cut right through you without drawing a lot of blood. 

 

BORIS 

Then I should probably be going.  Nothing says new life, like still being alive. 

 

ANNA 

But you have to kill Daddy so we can be married. 

 

BORIS 

And we still can be married.  We just need to get out of here before he gets back. 

 

DADDY enters with a large sword. 

 

DADDY 

Your death has been chosen.  Prepare to meet your Creator. 
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BORIS 

You already said that.  Why don’t you come in again and try a different approach. 

 

DADDY 

Silence. 

 

ANNA 

(Points to the sword) 

I hate to say it, but that’s still too big, Daddy.   

 

DADDY 

Not if I drive it right through him. 

 

ANNA 

There’d still be way too much blood for mommies liking.  And you know how mommy hates 

to redecorate after too much blood. 

 

DADDY 

(Beat) 

Damn. (Hands ANNA the sword) 

 

ANNA 

Think small and clean. 

 

DADDY exits. 

 

BORIS 

Do you think he’ll come back with the proper one this time?  Because if he is, I should 

probably get going. 

 

ANNA 

You’re not going anywhere.  You’re going to kill him.  End of story. 

 

BORIS 

The only end of story there’s going to be in your scenario, is me dead, you’re father happy, 

and you ending up married to someone who’s not me. 

 

ANNA 

If that’s the answer then so be it.  But you must try to kill him.  It’s the only way I could ever 

respect you. 

 

BORIS 

Respect is overrated.  You can marry me anyway.  We just need to do it quickly while I still 

have all my parts where they’re supposed to be. 

 

DADDY enters with a large jousting 

lance. 
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DADDY 

(To ANNA) 

How about this? 

 

ANNA 

That’s even worse than the sword.   

 

DADDY 

Still too much mess? 

 

ANNA 

Afraid so. 

 

DADDY 

(With frustration) 

Stupid mother. (Hands lance to ANNA and exits) 

 

BORIS 

So what do you say?  We run off now before he gets back.  

 

This is Not the End of the Play 

Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes 

 
 
 


