
ArtsPower 

“Four Score and Seven Years Ago” 

 

HITCHBORNE #2 
(w/ Jacob)  

 

Gettysburg, PA. 1863 (during the Civil War)  

 

McIlheny’s General Store. 

 

One day after the battle of Gettysburg. The 

Southern Army has been defeated and is 

heading back South. 

 

HITCHBORNE, a sergeant in the U.S. Army, 

enters the store. He is an opportunist, using 

his position in the Army to make a little 

money on the side. He is a war profiteer. He 

is a tough, threatening, volatile, and an 

impatient man with a quick temper. Here, he 

begins to sense that all is not right with this 

“visitor” (JACOB) from out of town. JACOB 

is Mrs. McIlheny’s nephew from Georgia 

who joined the Georgia regiment and 

traveled all the way to Gettysburg to battle 

the Union Army.  

 

HITCHBORNE enters looking for Lemuel, 

the African-American store clerk. 

 

NOTE: McIlheny is pronounced: 

“MAC-ill-hen-nee.” 
 

 



HITCHBORNE 

(entering, impatiently shouting commands) 

Hey, where’s that boy of yours? My wagon’s outside. Let’s get her loaded!  

(shouts towards backroom) 

Tell that darky to get movin’! (looks at supply crates) I see them Rebs left me something. 

 

JACOB  

The Confederates were here to requisition supplies. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

When it’s the enemy, boy, we call it stealin’. 

 

JACOB 

Maybe they was gonna pay. 

 

HITCHBORNE (dismissive) 

Sure. 

 

JACOB 

Southerners got pretty good manners. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

(Laughs) Yeah. Probably why we beat the tar outta them yesterday 

 

JACOB 

You seen any fightin? 

 

HITCHBORNE 

I’m in the supply regiment, sonny. Supply officers stick to the rear. 

 

JACOB 

Good place to be….if you’re a coward. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

(HITCHBORNE’s temper flares) 

(With a threatening smile)  

You got a lot on your mind, don’t you, boy. 

(JACOB starts to leave) 

Get over here! 

(JACOB stops) 

Now you look plenty old enough to be in uniform. Wouldn’t be a deserter now, would you, 

sonny? 

 

JACOB 

(Nervous) I told thee. My family is of the Quaker faith. 

 



 

HITCHBORNE (begins his interrogation) 

Oh, that so? You a Quaker-boy? 

 

JACOB 

Yes. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

Don’t believe in fightin’? 

 

JACOB 

No. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

Against your principles? 

 

JACOB 

Yes. 

       

HITCHBORNE 

Something wrong with your arm? 

       

JACOB 

Strained my shoulder. 

       

HITCHBORNE 

How? 

 

JACOB 

Choppin’ wood. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

Won’t fight back, huh? 

 

JACOB 

No. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

Even to defend your country? 

 

JACOB 

No. 

 

HITCHBORNE 

Maybe you’re a Quaker, or maybe there’s just a yellow streak that runs right through your family 

 



(JACOB finally explodes) 

 

JACOB 

(Angry, yells) You get outta here! 

 

HITCHBORNE 

(Provoking him) Ooh! Quaker-boy’s getting mad! 

 

JACOB 

You don’t insult my family! You get outta here or I’ll kill you! 

 

HITCHBORNE 

You?….You??…Now, I thought Quaker-boys always said “Thee.” (silence) You ain’t no 

Quaker. What regiment you run off from, boy? 

 

END OF SIDE.  


