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Gossamer – Drama. By Lois Lowry. Adapted from her 
book by the same title. Cast: 6m., 5w., 1 either gender. 4m., 
4w. with doubling. 4 to 6 ensemble roles may be added. This 
fanciful and poignant play explores the power of dreams and 
the magical creatures that create them. An eager new dream-
giver known only as Littlest One struggles to heal the hearts 
of an abused young boy, his grieving caregiver and his es-
tranged mother before the haunting memories each of them 
carries become more than they can bear. But are the dreams 
Littlest One weaves strong enough to fortify and protect the 
fragile humans in her care? “A startlingly beautiful—and 
faithful—adaptation that promises to evoke smiles, provoke 
a few tears and inspire audiences to think about bravery, con-
fidence, family and love.” (CenterStageChicago.com) “Gos-
samer is a wonderfully imaginative play ... The task is for the 
newest dream-giver, aptly called Littlest One, to build up the 
broken-down ego of a boy, John, suffering emotional fall-
out from an abusive father, all while battling the nightmare-
inducing Sinisteeds.” (Chicago Critic) “Takes audiences 
into an imaginary world filled with depth, color and charm.” 
(Montgomery Media, Pa.) Commissioned by Oregon Chil-
dren’s Theatre and First Stage Children’s Theater. Flexible 
set. Approximate running time: 90 minutes. Code: GC5.

“A startlingly beautiful ... adaptation.”
—CenterStageChicago.com
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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 LISH ING 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 LISH ING 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 COP IES. 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
professional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage,
tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are reserved.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Lois Low ry as the au thor of the 
book and the dramatizer of the play in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion 
with per for mances of the play and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the
play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing
the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name of Lois Low ry 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 Lois Low ry, 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play 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 play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“Orig i nally com mis sioned by Or e gon Chil dren’s Thea tre
and First Stage Chil dren’s The ater in Sep tem ber 2008”
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Gos sa mer pre miered at Or e gon Chil dren’s Theatre, Port -
land, Oc to ber-No vem ber 2008, with the fol low ing:

CAST

Thin El derly . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JIM CRINO
Trooper / Toby (YP Ap pren tice-Di rect ing) . . FERGUS FIRTH
John . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CHASE KLOTTER
Dow a ger / Mother . . . . . . . . . . REBECCA MAR TI NEZ
Most An cient . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ERIC HULL
The Woman . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . VANA O’BRIEN
Fas tid i ous . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KERRY RYAN
Lit tlest . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . WIN TER WAG NER

PRO DUC TION TEAM

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STAN FOOTE
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ANN MOORE
As sis tant Stage Man ager . . . . . . CORINNE LOWENTHAL
Sce nic De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MARK HAACK
Light ing De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PE TER WEST
Mas ter Elec tri cian . . . . . . . . . . . . . MARK LAPI ERRE
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . RODOLFO ORTEGA
Cos tume De sign . . . . . . . . . . MAR GA RET CHAP MAN
Pup pet De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . TONY FUEMMELER
Sign In ter preter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DON COATES
YP Ap pren tice (Spe cial Pro jects) . . . . . . . . . BROOKE BARON

YP Ap pren tice (Light ing De sign) . . . . . . . . . . AMELIA BEAR

YP Ap pren tice (Set De sign) . . . . . . . . . . . . . DREW MATTE

YP Ap pren tice (Di rect ing) . . . . . . . . . . MAD ELEINE ROG ERS

Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . BILL AN DER SON

Pro duc tion As so ci ate . . . . . . . . . . . . KIRA LOMBARDOZZI

Com mu nity Re la tions Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . SHARON MARTELL
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GOS SA MER

CHAR AC TERS

DREAM-GIV ERS

FAS TID I OUS . . . . . . . . . . prim, of fi cious, el derly fe male
LIT TLEST ONE. . . . . . . . . . . . very small, new at the job
MOST AN CIENT . . . . . . . the aged patriarch of The Heap
THIN EL DERLY . . . . . . . . . . . . gen tle men tor to Lit tlest
THE HEAP. . . . . . . . . . amor phous group of dream-giv ers
TROOPER & DOW A GER . . . . . . . . . . . part of The Heap

HU MANS

THE WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . sev enty-plus
JOHN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a trou bled eight-year-old
YOUNG WOMAN . . . . . . . John’s mother, in her twen ties
THE MAN (Duane) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John’s fa ther
SOL DIER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . WWII en listed man
TOBY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the dog
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GOS SA MER

SCENE 1. EX TE RIOR OF HOUSE.

Night. Moon light. We can see a gran ite step in front of
an or di nary door with a brass knocker. On ei ther side
of the steps are bushes. The step, door and bushes are
all huge. A slight breeze cre ates mov ing shad ows of
trees across the moon lit door. There are night time
sounds: tree frogs, crick ets, the oc ca sional hoot of an
owl. Per haps we can see fire flies.

Sud denly, wrig gling un der the door from the in side, a
crea ture ap pears. She stands, brushes her self off, then
leans down and reaches a hand to help the sec ond, less
ag ile crea ture wrig gle un der and then stand with some
dif fi culty and some ill-hu mored at ten tion to stiff joints.
These are FAS TID I OUS and LIT TLEST ONE, and be -
cause of the con trast with the door and step, we can see 
that they are very small, and one much smaller than the 
other. They are a shade of sil ver, and LIT TLEST ONE is 
lighter, more trans lu cent than FAS TID I OUS.

The owl hoots again more loudly, closer, and we can
hear the swoop ing wing sounds as its shadow crosses
the door.

LIT TLEST. Oh! What is that? 
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FAS TID I OUS (ir ri ta bly and im pa tiently). Oh, do hush,
Lit tlest. It’s just a kind of bird.

LIT TLEST (reach ing over to take her hand, which she
gives grudg ingly). This is very scary, Fas tid i ous.

FAS TID I OUS. Scary? Oh, puhleeze! It’s an av er age night.
A good night, ac tu ally, with the moon. Some times it’s
much, much darker. Some times it rains. You’ve started
your train ing on a very pleas ant night. 

LIT TLEST (look ing at the place where the owl’s shadow
has come and gone, speak ing in a loud, as ton ished
voice). We’re birds, aren’t we? We’re a kind of bird!

FAS TID I OUS. Shhhhhh! Have I not been tell ing you and
tell ing you: NO NOISE?!

LIT TLEST (try ing to whis per). But I just re al ized! Birds
flut ter! And so do we. At least I’m learn ing to. It’s
hard, still. But I think I must be a kind of bird! I’ve
been won der ing and won der ing what we are, and
now… (She stops talk ing, abashed, when she re al izes
FAS TID I OUS is glar ing at her.) Sorry. (She puts her
thumb in her mouth.)

(Mov ing away from the door, they have reached the step 
now. FAS TID I OUS, ac cus tomed to do ing this, hoists
her self down stiffly, then reaches up to help LIT TLEST,
who, be ing smaller, has to strug gle a bit.)

LIT TLEST (cont’d). That was hard! Why can’t we flut ter
down?

FAS TID I OUS. Flut ter ing wastes our en ergy. We only flut -
ter when ab so lutely nec es sary. Please keep that in mind.

LIT TLEST. I would think that it would be ab so lutely nec -
es sary, try ing to get up and down that step, es pe cially… 

8 GOSSAMER

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



(She no tices FAS TID I OUS glar ing at her again.)
Sorry.

FAS TID I OUS. I do hope I am not go ing to have to re mind 
you ev ery night to be quiet.

LIT TLEST. I was quiet when we were in side, was n’t I?
FAS TID I OUS (grudg ingly). You con trolled your self rea -

son ably well, in side. There was a gig gle or two, and a
ques tion, though.

LIT TLEST. Well, it was my first time.
FAS TID I OUS. Do you re mem ber why we must be quiet?
LIT TLEST. Be cause she was sleep ing. And we must n’t

wake hu mans. We must n’t talk to them, laugh at them,
touch them, and es pe cially never wake them. They
must n’t see us, ever.

FAS TID I OUS. Cor rect. For tu nately she did n’t wake, to -
night… But if they should hap pen to wake, for any rea -
son? We must—what?

LIT TLEST. Dis solve.
FAS TID I OUS. And you do know how to do that, cor rect?
LIT TLEST. Yes. But it’s very, very hard.
FAS TID I OUS. Of course it is. Let me see you do it, just so 

I’m cer tain you can. 
LIT TLEST (clos ing her eyes and con cen trat ing). Well,

first I close my eyes tight, and then I con cen trate and
con cen trate…

FAS TID I OUS. Cor rect. You fo cus on your own form.
LIT TLEST. Yes, I fo cus on my own form. (Eyes still

tightly closed, she sighs.) I do wish I had wings. Ev ery -
thing would be eas ier if we had wings, don’t you think? 
If we only had wings, we could…

FAS TID I OUS. You are not con cen trat ing!
LIT TLEST (open ing her eyes). Sorry. I was just think ing…

GOSSAMER 9

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



FAS TID I OUS (ex as per ated). That’s the point! How many
times must I tell you: you are not sup posed to think!
You just do your job! Fo cus on your own form. Will it
to break down, par ti cle by par ti cle, and dis solve!

(LIT TLEST closes her eyes again, takes a deep breath,
and clearly is will ing her self to dis solve. She be gins to
shim mer, and the shim mery light in creases in in ten sity.
Si mul ta neously, FAS TID I OUS has closed her own eyes
and be gun to shim mer as well.)

LIT TLEST (sud denly, tri um phantly). I’m do ing it! It’s
work ing! (The shim mer on LIT TLEST ends abruptly.
She opens her eyes in sur prise, looks for FAS TID I OUS,
and can not see her.) Where are you? Oh my good ness,
you’ve dis solved!

(The shim mer on FAS TID I OUS stops. She opens her
eyes. She is fu ri ous.)

FAS TID I OUS (tersely). Two things.
LIT TLEST. Yes?
FAS TID I OUS. One. Do not ever call out when you are

mid-dis solv ing. See what hap pened? The in stant you
cried out, “I’m do ing it!”… 

LIT TLEST (sheep ishly). I stopped do ing it.
FAS TID I OUS. Two. Never, never, never call at ten tion to

the fact that your part ner has dis solved. This was only a 
prac tice ses sion, of course, but if we had been in
there… (She ges tures to ward the house.) Well! The rea -
son for dis solv ing is to be come—what?

LIT TLEST. In vis i ble.

10 GOSSAMER

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



FAS TID I OUS. And we need to be in vis i ble why? You did
study this, did n’t you?

LIT TLEST (nod ding, and re cit ing). So that hu mans won’t
see us, or know of us, or be aware of us.

FAS TID I OUS. And if I am dis solved, in there, in the hu -
man world, and sud denly some one shrieks— (Sar cas ti -
cally:) “Oh my good ness, you’ve dis solved!”

LIT TLEST. I’m sorry. But you know what? I was just no -
tic ing—

(FAS TID I OUS whirls around and holds up her fin ger,
si lenc ing her.)

FAS TID I OUS (to her self). I’m too old for this. This is ri -
dic u lous. I am not go ing to spend one more min ute dis -
cuss ing the rules. Not one more sec ond. We’ve wasted
so much time, we’re go ing to be late get ting back.
(Turn ing ir ri ta bly to ward LIT TLEST.) Come. Right
now. (She sets off walk ing to ward THE HEAP, with
LIT TLEST fol low ing her.)

(The owl calls again. Hear ing it, LIT TLEST pauses, lis -
ten ing, then holds her arms out, wav ing them slightly as 
if they were wings. FAS TID I OUS has moved on ahead,
and LIT TLEST, alone, makes a ges ture with her arms,
try ing ten ta tively, and with out suc cess, to fly.)

SCENE 2. THE HEAP.

THE HEAP is a cave-like place, sur rounded and over -
grown with veg e ta tion. We are look ing at its en trance,
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