
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Flame in the Darkness 

A Short Play by Josh Leichter 

 

Cast of Characters: 

Hank, 45 years old, average build but tall, black hair that is 

starting to grey along the sides, scars line his arms and he wears an 

old white t shirt, faded pair of Levi’s jeans and a pair of work 

boots. 

 

Alex, 14 years old female, slightly shorter than most girls her age 

would be, shoulder length brown hair, dresses in a grey t shirt with a 

right breast pocket and pair of black pants.  

 

Setting:  

A wide stretching road that intersects with trees along both sides. 

Vast mountain ranges line the horizon both behind and in front of 

them.  

 

 

 

 



(Hank and Alex are walking along the road quietly. Hank has a line of 

shotgun rounds across his chest and a large camping backpack on his 

back. On his right hip is a sawed-off shotgun and on his left is a 

pistol. Alex is carrying a slightly smaller backpack and has a pistol 

on her left hip and cartridges of bullets in her right pocket.) 

Alex: 

How much longer do you think until we get there? 

Hank: 

Don’t know. 

Alex: 

And will there be food when we get there? 

Hank: 

I hope so. 

Alex: 

Are there any other places to find food? 

Hank: 

Not that I know of. This is just about our only option. 

(Alex takes out a compass from shirt pocket and takes out a picture 

from the top. She stares at it briefly before putting it back.) 

Alex: 

Can you tell me that story again? 

Hank: 

Which one? 

Alex: 

The beach one. 

Hank (sighs): 

Again? 

Alex: 

Yes, again. It’s my favorite one. 

Hank (smiles sadly): 

Fine. 



Alex (laughs softly): 

Yay. 

Hank (somberly, almost mournful): 

It was early July, around Independence Day, I think. And me, your Mom, 

you and Sam were in the car. We were going to the beach house we 

rented for the weekend and the sun was shining against the water. Do 

you remember the water? When we got to the beach, you made a beeline 

for the water hoping to catch a mermaid. You were so small then, with 

your little green pail and blue shovel. And Sam was toddling after you 

but couldn’t keep up because no one could keep up with you. His little 

pudgy legs could barely find footing on the sand and he kept falling 

over. Your mom picked him up and we all chased after you but you were 

already by the shoreline. ‘Daddy, I’m making a castle for the 

mermaids,’ you said. And you asked me to find you seashells except 

every time I brought you one, you would throw it back in the water. 

Alex: 

Can we go to that beach again? 

Hank: 

One day, maybe. 

Alex: 

But it wouldn’t be the same, not since Mom and Sam died. 

Hank: 

No.  

Alex: 

I miss them a lot. 

Hank: 

So do I. But let’s think happier thoughts. Tell me my favorite story. 

Alex (groans): 

Ugh, Dad, your favorite story is literally just the plot of The Lion 

King. You’ve probably seen it like 100 times already. 

Hank (laughs): 

So? It’s a good story. Fathers and sons, or in our case, fathers and 

daughters. 

Alex: 



It’s literally just Hamlet with lions. There are so many better 

stories that we could tell than that one --- 

(As Alex speaks, a rustling sound is heard from a close distance. The 

sound emanates from somewhere in the audience and both Hank and Alex 

move their hand to their weapons.) 

Alex (scared): 

Dad, did you hear that? 

Hank: 

Shh, it’s going to be ok. Just a deer or something. 

(The rustling noise morphs into a loud guttural groan and gets louder 

and closer. From the right side of the stage enters a naked creature 

with peeling grey flesh, scraggly hair and a hunchback. He snarls 

again at father and daughter before readying himself to charge.) 

Hank: 

Alex, stay close.  

(The creature moves towards them and Alex aims her pistol and fires at 

the creature. The bullet grazes the left side of his chest and he lets 

out a groan. Hank then raises his shotgun and fires a single round 

into the creature’s head, killing it.) 

Alex (breathing heavily): 

Is it…is it dead? 

Hank: 

I think so. But don’t go near it. 

Alex: 

I won’t. God, that was scary. 

Hank: 

It’s ok now. You’re safer now than you were a minute ago. 

Alex: 

Do you remember when they first started to attack? 

Hank: 

Yes.  

Alex: 



What was it like? I don’t remember what it was like. 

Hank (voice trailing off): 

Really? 

(The lights go dark briefly as the set changes from outdoors to 

indoors. Five years earlier. A dining room set up with a table laden 

with a Thanksgiving dinner is set up. Alex is now wearing a pair of 

blue overalls and a purple shirt underneath. Hank is wearing a yellow 

button shirt and pair of dark slacks. They take their seats at the 

table next to each other.) 

Hank (firm): 

Alexandria, behave yourself or you won’t be getting any pie.  

Alex: 

You never tell Sam to behave and he does whatever he wants.  

Hank: 

I’m not done with you yet, then I’ll get to yelling at Sam. 

(Cries and a loud crash comes from offstage. Sam has just broken a 

vase.)  

Hank: 

Goddammit Samuel! I said no running. 

Alex: 

See Daddy! He does whatever he wants and you do nothing! 

Hank: 

Alexandria, not now please. (Calls offstage to his wife who is in the 

kitchen) Honey? Can you go put Sam in his crib? 

(The crying stops and footsteps are heard offstage.) 

Alex: 

Daddy? 

Hank: 

Yes, Alex? 

Alex: 

What’s your favorite part about Thanksgiving? 



Hank (smiles): 

Hmmm, my favorite part this year is going to be eating your slice of 

pie. 

(Alex gets up from her chair and sits on Hank’s lap. He wraps her arms 

around her tightly and she buries her face in his chest.) 

Alex (muffled): 

Daddy, no! I want my pie! 

Hank (kisses Alex’s head): 

Will you behave? 

Alex: 

Yes. 

Hank: 

Then you get dessert. 

Alex: 

Yay! 

Hank: 

What’s your favorite part of Thanksgiving? 

Alex: 

I like the parade and then watching Snoopy with everyone. 

Hank: 

Do you know how long the parade has been going on for? 

Alex (confused): 

Ten years? 

Hank: 

Nope. It’s 90 years old. Your grandpa and grandma had to listen to it 

on the radio back then. 

Alex: 

Wow. That’s so long ago. 

Hank: 

Yeah. 



Alex: 

Do you think it will still be on TV in ninety years from now? 

Hank: 

I don’t know, I don’t think anyone knows what the world will be like 

ninety years from now. 

(The lights go dark again as the scene changes. Alex and Hank are now 

in a log cabin about fifteen years from the start of the play. Alex is 

now 29 years old and both father and daughter have aged considerably 

from years of survival. A fireplace crackles in the center of the back 

wall and Hank is lying on the floor naked and in pain.) 

Alex: 

Dad, everything’s going to be ok. The team said that they’d be on 

their way in a few hours with a medical kit. They’re going to help 

you, but I need you to stay with me. 

Hank (softly): 

Alex, listen to me. I don’t know when, but very soon, I’m going to 

start to change. It’ll be small at first, increased body temperature 

and then growling noises, you know what they sound like. When that 

happens, I want you to put a bullet in me. I don’t want you to see me 

become one of those…one of those monsters. 

Alex (crying): 

Daddy, I can’t kill you. I’m not going to do it. 

Hank: 

Then give me my gun now and I’ll do it myself. 

Alex: 

No. Help will come, just be patient. Everything will be fine. 

Hank: 

Alex, listen to me. You’ve been my everything for so long. I’ve given 

you everything I could possibly give you in a world like this. You’ve 

grown so much but now I need you to do this for me. 

Alex: 

Will it hurt? 

Hank: 

I don’t know. But it’s better than whatever else happens. 



Alex: 

I don’t want you to feel pain if I do it. 

Hank (low groans): 

You’ve killed before. You know where to put the bullets. One in the 

head. Between the eyes. 

Alex (sobbing loudly): 

Stop. Don’t tell me how you want to die. I don’t want to do this.  

Hank (begins to cry): 

Would it help if I told you a story before you did it? I’ll even tell 

you your favorite one. 

Alex: 

I remember it. 

Hank: 

You used to ask me to tell it you every day. Before we’d go to sleep, 

I’d tell it to you. It was about the beach. 

Alex: 

I remember the story but I don’t remember the beach anymore. I don’t 

remember what that was like, it’s a dream to me. 

Hank: 

Everything was so happy back then. We didn’t have all this horror that 

we do now. And we still had your mother and Sam. He would have turned 

26 this year.  

Alex: 

I wonder what it would have been like had he survived. 

Hank: 

He would have grown up well, with you as his older sister. 

Alex: 

And you as his father. 

(Hank forms a small smile at this before beginning to thrash on the 

floor and his muscles contort like he’s having a seizure. It’s getting 

hard for him to talk now.) 

Hank: 



The gun. Alex. Bullet. Now. 

(Alex picks up her father’s gun and raises it to his head. She closes 

her eyes and begins to breathe heavily, reluctant to shoot her 

father.) 

Alex: 

Daddy, I love you. 

Hank (choking on his words in pain): 

Love…you…too. 

(Alex fires the gun into her father’s skull before throwing the weapon 

onto the now blood-stained floor.) 

[End of Play] 


