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4m., 1w. with doubling. May be expanded to up to 10m., 3w.  A 10-year-
old Confederate boy named Rufus has been orphaned after his family’s 
farm has been burned to the ground. With nowhere else to turn, he 
tags along with a Union troop as the “second drummer, on reserve.” 
Jackson, the Union drummer boy in command, is none too pleased 
to have a Confederate charge underfoot—but, in time, the two boys 
develop a brotherly if quarrelsome regard. When Jackson offers Rufus 
a thick overcoat that he has reclaimed from a battlefield, the boys find 
a hand-written letter in the pocket and take small comfort in reading 
romantic excerpts at bedtime. Things change when a runaway slave 
boy stumbles into their midst and provides a more accurate and more 
disturbing reading of the letter. The boys learn a harsh truth about 
the fate that awaited Civil War drummer boys—and as the battlefield 
looms, the boys learn about the courage required when children are 
employed in battle. The drummer boys were the communication system 
relaying messages for the armies on both sides; if the enemy wanted to 
disrupt your army, they took aim at the drummer boys. With plentiful 
comic relief and an insightful message about the use of children in 
the military battles, Battledrum offers a compelling evocation of war. 
Energized with songs—stylistically varied but imparting a feel for the 
period—the production climaxes in a stirring drum line performed with 
bravura by the entire ensemble. Unit set. Approximate running time: 
55 minutes. Code: BC8.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
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For Gid eon
                           —DC

* * * *

IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the musical must give credit to the au thor and com poser
of the musical in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for -
mances of the mu si cal and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the mu si -
cal ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit -
ing the musical and/or a pro duc tion. The names of the au thor and com -
poser must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name ap -
pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of type not 
less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for -
ma tion on the au thor and composer, if in cluded in the playbook, may be
used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the mu si cal must in clude the fol low ing ac -
knowl edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion
with per for mances of the mu si cal and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional
ma te ri als:

“Battledrum was orig i nally com mis sioned by Eckerd The ater
Com pany, Ruth Eckerd Hall, Clearwater, Fla.”
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Battledrum pre miered at Eckerd The ater Com pany,
Clearwater, Fla., in the Murray Stu dio The ater at Ruth
Eckerd Hall on March 14, 2008, with the fol low ing ac tors
and pro duc tion team:

Rufus . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jon a than Cho
Jack son . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Curtis Belz
George Wash ing ton . . . . . . . . . . . Reginald Kent Rob in son
Cor po ral Wilkes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jack Hol lo way
Annabelle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Betty-Jane Parks

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Julia Flood
Mu si cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lee Ahlin
Dramaturge . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Megan Alrutz
Drum Line In struc tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ron Lam bert
Fight Cho re og ra pher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeff Norton
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lino Toyos
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amy J. Cianci
Lighting De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Glenn Grieves

Battledrum was pre vi ously work shopped by Eckerd The -
ater Com pany at Ruth Eckerd Hall on June 28-30, 2007,
with the fol low ing ac tors:

Rufus . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jack son Webb
Jack son . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brent DiRoma
George Wash ing ton . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Leon ard Wil liams
Cor po ral Wilkes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jack Hol lo way
Annabelle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amanda Elend
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BATTLEDRUM

CHAR AC TERS

RUFUS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10, a white boy from Ken tucky

JACK SON. . . . . . . . . . . . . . 13, a white boy from Penn syl va nia
LAUGHING SOL DIER ONE

GEORGE WASH ING TON . . . . . . . . . 12, an Af ri can-Amer i can

LAUGHING SOL DIER TWO
CRABBY SOL DIER

COR PO RAL WILKES . . . . . . . . . . 30s, Un ion Army, ed u cated
OLD SOL DIER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 30s

MAMA. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 20s, the spirit of Rufus’s mother
ANNABELLE KEENE . . . . . . . . . . 18, a young lady of so ci ety

GEN ERAL CUTTER . . . . . . 30s, a nurse with the Un ion Army
NEW SOL DIER
FOOT SOL DIER

SETTING: The ac tion oc curs in 1863 dur ing the Civil War
across the south ern states. Scenes oc cur at camp sites, on back
roads, bat tle fields and field hos pi tals. We should never have a
sense that struc tures are per ma nent or that roots have been sunk. 

CASTING: Roles can be sub ject to mul ti ple-cast ing with a tight
en sem ble of 4m, 1w—or cast in di vid u ally with a larger en sem -
ble. Dou bling works as sug gested above.
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MU SI CAL NUM BERS

1 Fire. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . All
2. Like I Said . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rufus
2A. Fire Exit . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . All
3. Ev ery body Hates the Drum mer Boy . . . . . . All
4. Waltz . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Annabelle
5. Sweet Mushy Stuff. . . . . . . . . Jack son, Rufus
6. We Move With the Moon . . . George Washington
7. Glory . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . All
8. Like I Said (Re prise) . . . . . . . . Mama, Rufus
9. Mama . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mama

10. Make the Fear Dis ap pear . . . . . . . . . . . All

6
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BATTLEDRUM

SCENE ONE

(Ken tucky 1863.

The stage sug gests the black ened re mains of a burnt
farm house.

The ac tors emit a low whis tle like the howl of wind
through the charred posts that have re placed a home.
The crackle of burn ing em bers. The sud den pop of snap -
ping wood.

The im me di ate dan ger has been muted by the hor ri ble
con se quences. We wit ness the af ter math—even as the
last dread ful hours lin ger over the scene.

The EN SEM BLE sings a march.)

SONG #1: FIRE

ALL
FIRE.
FIRE.

7
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(Two FOOT SOL DIERS lunge for ward, laugh ing in ap -
pro pri ately. This rag tag pla toon of the Un ion army is
months on the road, re ly ing on wits.)

LAUGHING SOL DIER ONE.
Y’ SHOULD HAVE SEEN
THAT BARN COME DOWN!

LAUGHING SOL DIER TWO.
A WHOOSH OF FLAMES!
AN AWFUL SOUND!

LAUGHING SOL DIER ONE.
DIDJA SEE THAT COW
WITH A BURNING TAIL?
WE MADE IT SCREAM
AND RUN LIKE HELL!

BOTH.
NOTHING LIKE HAY
TO MAKE THE FLAMES
HIGHER!

NOTHING BUT SMOKE!
NOTHING CAN STOP—!

ALL.
FIRE.
FIRE.

(A cel lar door opens. RUFUS ap pears, black ened with
soot.)
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RUFUS.
THE FLAMES DIE DOWN
THERE’S NOTHING LEFT
BUT SMOKE AND SOOT
AND AN ACHE IN YOUR CHEST.

I HELD MY BREATH
AND I HELD MY FEAR.
CAN IT BE?
THERE’S NOTHING HERE.

ALL.
NOTHING LIKE FEAR
TO MAKE THE FLAMES
CLIMB HIGHER.

NOTHING TO DO.
NOTHING CAN STOP—
FIRE.

(As RUFUS crawls out of the cel lar, his MAMA ap pears 
IN A FLASH BACK, wrapped in a rag ged shawl, like a
pil lar of smoke. Fran tic, firm, she urges her son into the 
cel lar.)

MAMA. Lit tle man.

ALL.
FIRE.

MAMA. Lit tle man! Lit tle man!
STAY, MY SON, NO TIME FOR TEARS.
HIDE BELOW. I’LL MEET YOU HERE.

BATTLEDRUM 9
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IN THE CELLAR. NOT A SOUND.
SAFER THERE. BELOW THE GROUND.

ALL.
NOTHING LIKE RAGE
TO MAKE THE FLAMES
CLIMB HIGHER.

NOWHERE TO RUN.
NOTHING CAN STOP
FIRE.

MAMA. Stay low, lit tle man. Don’t breathe the smoke.

ALL.
FIRE.

MAMA.
I’LL COME ANE FIND YOU WHEN I CAN.

ALL.
FIRE.

MAMA.
I’LL COME AND FIND YOU WHEN I CAN.

(MAMA seems to van ish as—COR PO RAL WILKES steps 
for ward, be lea guered, jaded, re spon si ble.)

COR PO RAL WILKES. Is this the boy?
LAUGHING SOL DIER TWO. He’s the one all right.
LAUGHING SOL DIER ONE. We got our selves a pris -

oner!
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COR PO RAL WILKES. Leave him alone. Where’s your ma 
and pa, boy?

RUFUS. Pa’s been in the war. Ma went to free the cow.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Wait. What?
RUFUS. She put me in the cel lar and ran to the barn to

free the cow. That’s our last cow.
SOL DIER ONE. Must be that cow we saw run ning for the

woods.
SOL DIER TWO. That cow’s not gonna last much lon ger.
SOL DIER ONE. Hoo-eeey! That barn came down like no -

body’s busi ness!
SOL DIER TWO. Noth ing burns like hay!
COR PO RAL WILKES (to the SOL DIERS). You two. See

if you can find that cow and hitch him up. We’re head -
ing out. (The SOL DIERS sa lute and exit. The COR PO -
RAL turns to the boy.) Boy—what’s your name?

RUFUS. Rufus. Rufus Sykes.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Rufus Sykes, you don’t got many

op tions. I’ll list ’em like you got a choice—but you
don’t. You un der stand me? Now you can head out with
us—and you’re gonna be on foot so I hope you got
boots—or you can stay here and prob a bly starve. Your
crops are ru ined. We took care of that. Don’t seem to be 
an i mals.

RUFUS. We got a cow.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Cow’s al ready de cided she’s com -

ing with us. So you can stay here and starve—or tie
your boots.

RUFUS. My ma told me to stay.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Dou ble-knot your boots, boy.

You’re head ing out with us. (Call ing out.) Jack son!

BATTLEDRUM 11
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(JACK SON ap pears in a Un ion uni form. He car ries a
large drum. The drum has been named Obadiah.)

JACK SON. Sir!
COR PO RAL WILKES. We got an other drum mer boy so

you’re not the only one. You un der stand me?
JACK SON. Sir!
COR PO RAL WILKES (plow ing ahead, pure mil i tary). His 

name is Sykes. Rufus Sykes. Make sure we don’t lose
him. Do you un der stand me?

JACK SON. Sir!
LAUGHING SOL DIER TWO (O.S.). Cor po ral Wilkes!

(COR PO RAL WILKES ex its. RUFUS and JACK SON are 
alone. JACK SON was sub or di nate be fore the COR PO -
RAL—but as serts high sta tus over the boy.)

RUFUS. My name is Rufus.
JACK SON. I don’t care what your name is. We only got

one drum mer boy and I am it. You un der stand me? Do
you un der stand?

RUFUS. Sir.
JACK SON. Tie your dang boots and grab what you need.

We’ll be gone be fore you know it. (JACK SON ex its, lug -
ging his drum. He beats a fancy riff.)

(RUFUS looks up to see his MAMA stand ing on a dis -
tant ridge. The pla toon pre pares to move out. The frenzy 
of ac tiv ity around RUFUS freezes as he sings.)
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SONG #2: LIKE I SAID

RUFUS.
MAMA, I STAYED PUT—LIKE YOU SAID.
I COVERED MY MOUTH, I LOWERED MY HEAD.
NO ONE WILL SAY IF YOU’RE ALIVE OR DEAD.
MAMA, I DID EVERYTHING LIKE YOU SAID.

LIKE YOU SAID, I’M A MAN NOW
LIKE YOU SAID, I’M ALL GROWN.
GOODBYE MA, GOODBYE HOME.
I GOTTA BE A MAN ON MY OWN.

MAYBE THIS IS DESTINY.
THIS IS WHO I’M SUPPOSED TO BE.
THE ONE WHO TAKES WHAT COMES TO ME.
THE ONE WITHOUT A FAMILY.

MAMA, TIED MY BOOTS—LIKE YOU SAID.
A SOLDIER’S GOTTA GO WHERE A SOLDIER IS

LED.
I’M NOT AFRAID OF WAR OR THE ROAD AHEAD.
’CAUSE MAMA, I REMEMBER EV’RYTHING YOU

SAID.

LIKE I SAID, I’M A MAN NOW
LIKE I SAID, I’M ALL GROWN.
GOODBYE MA, GOODBYE HOME.
I GOTTA BE A MAN ON MY OWN.

I GOTTA BE A MAN ON MY OWN.

SONG #2A: FIRE EXIT

BATTLEDRUM 13
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(The rag tag group moves off to gether. The march mu sic
of FIRE re sumes.)

COR PO RAL WILKES. Boy! Got your boots!
RUFUS. Yessir!
COR PO RAL WILKES. Jack son! Got the drum?!
JACK SON. Yessir!
COR PO RAL WILKES. We’re mov ing out.

ALL.
FIRE.
FIRE.

SCENE TWO

(A bar ren stretch of road.

The SOL DIERS march.

JACK SON and RUFUS trudge side by side. JACK SON
lugs the drum, slung over his shoul der. A CRABBY
FOOT SOL DIER trudges along be side them.)

JACK SON. Left ad vance.
RUFUS (“speaks” a drum-beat pat tern). Rump-paaa-rum-

pum.
JACK SON. Stand at arms.
RUFUS. Zhigga-digga-rump-pump-pum.
JACK SON. Break fast.
RUFUS. Brrrr-bump-bump. Brrrr— (Spo ken.) How’m I

do ing?
JACK SON. Keep drum ming.
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RUFUS. I’m not drum ming! I’m mak ing noises with my
mouth! How’m I gonna make the right noises un less I
make ’em on the drum?

JACK SON. We’re march ing! Beat the drum now and
you’ll have the reg i ment go ing “left ad vance” right into
the woods and shoot ing at the dang trees!

RUFUS. You don’t treat me with re spect. A sol dier treats a 
sol dier with re spect.

JACK SON. You’re no sol dier.
RUFUS. I’m wear ing boots; I’m march ing!
JACK SON. That don’t make you a sol dier. That makes you 

a pris oner. Some sol dier. You don’t even know which
side you’re on—

RUFUS. Which ever you’re on? I’m on the other.
JACK SON. Which makes you my pris oner.
RUFUS. Cor po ral says I’m a drum mer boy, same as you.
JACK SON. What you don’t know—you see this drum?

This drum has got his tory. This is Obadiah, see?

(“Obadiah” is hand-carved on the drum.)

RUFUS. Obadiah?
JACK SON. Yessir, now that’s a prophet.
RUFUS. I know my Old Tes ta ment.
JACK SON. Obadiah proph e sied de struc tion. And so do we.
RUFUS. Who named the drum Obadiah?
JACK SON. That hap pened long be fore me. A whole mess

of drums came outta the same out fit that had a whole
mess of drum mer boys; I hear the same drums are still
out there—Jer e miah, Eli jah, Ezekial—Old Tes ta ment
proph ets pound ing out the proph esy. So this is not a toy
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you get to play on, see? This here drum is more like the
thun der be fore the storm.

(An or der to “halt” passes down the reg i ment. RUFUS,
JACK SON and the FOOT SOL DIER stop march ing.

This is not an or derly mil i tary drill. We’re miles be yond
that.

The COR PO RAL walks into their midst.)

COR PO RAL WILKES. Set up camp. Wild cat Moun tain is
over yon der. That’s a bat tle we won so this clear ing is
safe.

JACK SON. Cor po ral Wilkes. We’re ready for the test.
RUFUS. What test?
COR PO RAL WILKES. What test?
JACK SON. Drum mer boy test. Same as you gave me.
RUFUS. Right now?
COR PO RAL WILKES. Right now?
JACK SON. You said it should n’t wait, sir.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Drum. Sticks. (COR PO RAL

perches on a rock. He pulls a knife from his pocket and
whit tles a scrap of wood.)

RUFUS (to JACK SON). You never said there was a test.
You never even let me hold the drum.

JACK SON. You been cry ing for it. Here you go. Go easy
on Obadiah.

RUFUS. I’ll go easy.
JACK SON. Bust a hole in that drum ’n I’ll bust a hole in

your head.
RUFUS (re: COR PO RAL). Is he just gonna sit there and

whit tle?
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CRABBY FOOT SOL DIER. He al ways whit tles. Better
than the last one. He did nee dle point.

JACK SON. Cor po ral gives the or ders; Cor po ral calls the
shots.

(RUFUS stands awk wardly be fore the COR PO RAL—
with Obadiah and sticks.)

COR PO RAL WILKES (to RUFUS). Let’s see. Left flank
to arms.

RUFUS. Brrrum-pum-pum.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Very nice. Now with the sticks.

(RUFUS beats at the drum, rather badly.) Re treat.
RUFUS. Brrrum-pum-pum-pum-tigga-pum.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Yes, but—with the sticks. (RUFUS 

beats at the drum, badly.) Sounds like you’ve never hit a 
drum be fore. (RUFUS glances shame fully at his sticks.
COR PO RAL looks at JACK SON.)

JACK SON. Same way I learned, sir.
COR PO RAL WILKES. You need to give the boy time at

the drum. Left ad vance.
RUFUS. Rump-paa-rum-pum.
COR PO RAL WILKES. Not from you! I want to hear it

from the drum. (RUFUS drums badly.) For ward to rear.
(RUFUS drums badly.) Mail call. (RUFUS drums badly.
COR PO RAL looks to JACK SON.)

JACK SON. I told you he would n’t work out, sir.
COR PO RAL WILKES. He’ll work out fine. He needs time 

with the sticks.
JACK SON. Not my sticks, sir.
COR PO RAL WILKES. He does n’t need your sticks. He’s

got his own. (COR PO RAL hands over two drum sticks
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that he has whit tled from wood.) We only got the one
drum—so prac tice when you can but get ’em right. Fifth 
Di vi sion, Fourth Pla toon, Third Reg i ment, Sec ond
Drum mer, on re serve.

RUFUS. Yes sir!
COR PO RAL WILKES (plow ing ahead, mil i tary). You un -

der stand how this works? This reg i ment is in fan try. That 
means we’re on foot. No horses, no can nons, no heavy
ar til lery. We walk side by side into bat tle with our ri fles
ready.

RUFUS. Yessir.
COR PO RAL WILKES. I de liver my com mands to the

drum mer boy and the drum mer boy de liv ers them to the
reg i ment. So no fool ing around. You gotta get ’em right.

JACK SON. But sir—he’s not for the North. He’s for the
South.

COR PO RAL WILKES. Is that right? Have we got a lit tle
trai tor? I’m think ing you’ll fight for the side that feeds
you, am I right? And which side is that?

RUFUS. You, sir!
COR PO RAL WILKES. You’re not a Rebel, are ya? Like

to switch sides?
RUFUS. Fifth Di vi sion, Fourth Pla toon, Third Reg i ment,

Sec ond Drum mer, on re serve, sir! Jumping Jehosophat!
If that don’t beat all!

JACK SON. Begging per mis sion, Cor po ral. The drum mer
boy is not a mas cot. This is not a game.

COR PO RAL WILKES. You are cor rect, sir. It is not a game.
JACK SON. You have to do a job no body wants you to do.

Begging per mis sion to speak freely, sir. (The COR PO -
RAL nods.)
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