


Colorized covers are for web display only. Most covers are printed in black and white.

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



Colorized covers are for web display only. Most covers are printed in black and white.

Drama. Adapted by Eric Coble from the Newbery Award-winning book 
by Lois Lowry. Cast: 4m., 4w., extras as desired or 4m., 2w. with doubling, 
extras as desired. “A grand morality tale with a magical quality.” (Pegasus 
News, Dallas) Jonas’ world is perfect. Everything is under control and 
safe. There is no war or fear or pain. There are also no choices. Every 
person is assigned a role in the community. But when Jonas turns 12, 
he is chosen for special training from The Giver—to receive and keep the 
memories of the community. The Giver is the only person who holds the 
memories of real pain and real joy. Now Jonas will learn the truth about 
life—and the hypocrisy of his utopian world. Through this astonishing 
and moving adaptation, discover what it means to grow up, to grow wise, 
and to take control of your own destiny. The Giver has played to sold-
out audiences at such theatres as: Oregon Children’s Theatre, First Stage 
Milwaukee, The Coterie Theatre, People’s Light and Theatre Company, 
Dallas Children’s Theater, Stages Repertory, Nashville Children’s Theatre, 
Lexington Children’s Theatre, Asolo Repertory Theatre, Florida Repertory 
Theatre, and Indiana Repertory Theatre. “An absorbing production that 
asks both children and adults compelling questions about how we want our 
world to be.” (The Oregonian) “There are lessons for those of every age in 
this compelling adaptation.” (Sarasota Magazine) “Questions are imagina-
tively, sensitively, and deftly explored in a gorgeous tale.” (Lexington Herald 
Leader) Unit set. Approximate running time: 70 minutes. Code: G91. 

9 7 8 1 5 8 3 4 2 6 6 2 3

ISBN-13 978-1-58342-662-3
ISBN-10 1-58342-662-0

02010

Cover photo of The Giver: Lois Lowry. Cover design: Jeanette Alig-Sergel.

Printed on recycled paper

Dramatic Publishing 
311 Washington St. 
Woodstock, IL 60098
ph: 800-448-7469

www.dramaticpublishing.com

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



THE GIVER

A Play by
ERIC COBLE

Based on the book by
LOIS LOW RY

Dra matic Pub lishing
Woodstock, Il li nois • Eng land • Aus tra lia • New Zea land

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



*** 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 -
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 re served.

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.

©MMX by
ERIC COBLE

Based on the book by
LOIS LOW RY

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served

(THE GIVER)

For in qui ries con cern ing all other rights, con tact:
Har old Ober As so ci ates, Inc., 425 Mad i son Ave., Suite 1001,

New York NY 10017  Phone: (212) 759-8600

ISBN: 978-1-58342-662-3

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.

www.dramaticpublishing.com


IM POR TANT BILLING 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 Eric Coble as 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
names of Lois Low ry and Eric Coble 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 and Eric Coble, 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 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 in March 2006.”
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The Giver pre miered at Or e gon Children’s Thea tre (Stan
Foote, Ar tis tic Di rec tor) on March 5, 2006. Stan Foote was 
the di rec tor, with sce nic de sign by Mark Haack, light ing
de sign by Pe ter West, cos tume de sign by Mar ga ret Lou ise
Chap man, sound de sign by Mark LaPierre, and prop de sign 
by R. Dee.

CAST

Jonas’ Fa ther. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Andrés Alcalá
Jonas’ Mother . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelley Marchant
Lily . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gracie Starr
Jonas . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ryan Stathos
Asher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Blake Wales
Fiona . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lauren Hasson
The Giver. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Steve Smith
Chief El der. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sue Parks-Hilden
Rose mary . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mad eleine Rog ers
Voice of Speaker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Laura Faye Smith
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THE GIVER

CHAR AC TERS:

FATHER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jonas’ good-na tured fa ther

MOTHER. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jonas’ good-na tured mother

LILY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jonas’ 7-year-old sis ter
  (may dou ble as ROSE MARY)

JONAS . . . . . . . . . . . . an 11-year-old about to grow older

ASHER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jonas’ best friend, 11 years old

FIONA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an other friend of Jonas’, also 11
  (may dou ble as ROSE MARY)

THE CHIEF EL DER . . . . . . . . the mas ter of the cer e mony

The GIVER (OLD MAN) . . . . an old man about to change

ROSE MARY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a young girl from the past

VAR I OUS VOICES
  (as many ex tras as de sired as mem bers of the com mu nity)

5
© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



PLACE: In and around the com mu nity.

TIME: Soon.

PRO DUC TION NOTES: The play can be per formed by as
few as six ac tors: 4 men (Fa ther, Jonas, Asher, the Giver)
and 2 women (Mother / Chief El der, Lily / Fiona / Rose -
mary).

The play must move quickly, us ing light shifts and sound
as Jonas is pulled from place to place, as op posed to elab o -
rate sets that take time to bring on and off. There should be 
NO black outs. All res i dents of this world, in clud ing the
adults, should speak in nat u ral con tem po rary ways, NOT as 
emo tion less ro bots. The strange ness of this so ci ety ap pears
in word choices and what is not said, rather than in “sci -
ence fic tion” be hav ior.
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THE GIVER

AT RISE: In the dark ness, the sound of a jet plane ROARS 
over head. Pause. Then a CALM VOICE ech oes around
us.

AN NOUNCER (V.O.). At ten tion. There is no cause for
alarm. The low-fly ing air plane seen over the com mu nity
to day was not a threat. A pi lot-in-train ing merely mis -
read his nav i ga tional in struc tions and made a wrong
turn. Re al izing he was break ing the rules, he was try ing
to find his way back be fore his er ror was no ticed. He
apol o gizes for any alarm he may have raised. (Beat.)
Need less to say, he will be re leased.

(Si lence. Then lights come up on a fam ily eat ing at a
sim ple ta ble: FATHER, MOTHER, 7-year-old LILY and
11-year-old JONAS. They all wear com fort able gray
clothes and eat cheer fully in a harsh white light.)

FATHER. Who wants to be the first to night for feel ings?
LILY. I felt very an gry this af ter noon. My childcare group

was at the play area and we had a vis it ing group of
Sevens, and they did n’t obey the rules at all. I was so
an gry at one male, I made my hand into a fist, like this.
(She dem on strates.)

7
© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



FATHER. Where were the vis i tors from?
LILY. Some other com mu nity. I don’t re mem ber.
MOTHER. How did you feel when your group of Sixes

vis ited an other com mu nity last year?
LILY. Strange. They were learn ing us ages my group had n’t 

learned yet, so we felt stu pid.
FATHER. Do you think that the boy to day felt strange and

stu pid, be ing in a new place with rules he did n’t know
about?

LILY. …yes.
MOTHER. I feel a lit tle sorry for him.
LILY. Me too. And sorry I made a fist. Thank you. (They

con tinue eat ing.)
FATHER. Well, I’m feel ing a lit tle wor ried. One of the

newchildren is n’t do ing well.
LILY. What gen der is it?
FATHER. He’s a sweet lit tle male, but he’s not grow ing as 

fast as he should and he does n’t sleep soundly. The
other Nurturers and I have him in the ex tra-care sec tion,
but the com mit tee’s be gin ning to talk about re leas ing
him.

MOTHER. Oh no. I know how sad that must make you
feel.

FATHER. I think he just needs some thing ex tra. I may ask
the com mit tee for per mis sion to bring him here at night,
if you don’t mind.

MOTHER. Of course.
LILY. Maybe we could even keep him!
MOTHER. Lily—
LILY. I know. Two chil dren to each fam ily. Very clear.
FATHER. Thank you.
MOTHER. Jonas?
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(JONAS has been star ing at his food.)

FATHER. Jonas.
JONAS. What?
FATHER. We’re shar ing feel ings. Any thing you want to

share?
JONAS (beat. He looks at them). I’m feel ing…ap pre hen -

sive.
FATHER. Why is that, son?
JONAS. …it’s al most De cem ber. (They look at each

other.)
LILY (al most whis pered). The Cer e mony of Twelve.
FATHER. …I’m glad you told us your feel ings.
MOTHER. Lily, go get on your night clothes. Fa ther and I

are go ing to talk to Jonas for a while.
LILY. But—
FATHER. Lily.
LILY. Pri vately?
MOTHER. Yes. This talk will be a pri vate one with Jonas.

(LILY gives her brother a fi nal look…and walks out.
FATHER takes a sip of cof fee.)

FATHER. When I was an Eleven as you are, Jonas, there
was n’t the sus pense there is for your Ceremony of
Twelve. I was al ready fairly cer tain what as sign ment the 
Coun cil of El ders was go ing to give me.

JONAS. How? It’s a se cret—
MOTHER. Yes, how’d you know?
FATHER. I knew what my gift was. When my friends in

my age group were hold ing bike races or build ing
bridges with their con struc tion sets, I spent all my vol un -
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teer hours at the Nur turing Cen ter with newchildren. The 
El ders knew that.

JONAS. They’ve been watch ing me a lot at school. They
watch all the Elevens and take notes.

FATHER. They don’t make mis takes. So when my as sign -
ment was an nounced as Nur turer, it was n’t a big sur -
prise. It was what I most wanted.

JONAS. But I don’t know what I most want. I don’t know
what my gift is. What if I’m dis ap pointed with my as -
sign ment?

MOTHER. They’ll find ex actly the right as sign ment for
you. Don’t worry. (She rum ples his hair.) And af ter your 
cer e mony you’ll be train ing with your new assignment
group—

JONAS. But Asher and I will al ways be friends, right? And 
we’ll still be in school—

FATHER. Ab so lutely. There’ll just be changes.
MOTHER. Good changes, though. Af ter my cer e mony,

when I en tered my train ing for Law and Justice, I found
my self with new friends who shared my in ter ests—

JONAS. Did you still play af ter Twelve?
FATHER. I still do! Ev ery day in the Nur turing Cen ter.

Peek-a-Boo, Hug the Teddy. Fun does n’t end when you
be come Twelve.

(LILY walks in wear ing a gray night gown, with a stuffed 
el e phant.)

LILY. This is cer tainly a very long pri vate con ver sa tion.

(MOTHER and FATHER laugh and be gin clear ing the
ta ble.)
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FATHER. I’ll come help you re move your hair rib bons,
Lily-Billy.

LILY (look ing at her stuffed an i mal). Are all com fort ob -
jects imag i nary crea tures?

FATHER. I think so. Yours is an “el e phant,” right?
LILY. Right.
JONAS. Mine was a “bear.”

(FATHER, MOTHER, LILY are gone as 11-year-old
ASHER charges on stage in a gray tu nic, awk wardly.
Lights shift.)

ASHER. Mine was a “dol phin.”
AN NOUNCER (V.O.). Twelve days until the cer e mony.

(JONAS and ASHER pass a bas ket of gray ap ples.)

ASHER. Throw me an ap ple.
JONAS. Asher—
ASHER. What? I need to im prove my hand-eye co or di na -

tion, don’t I?
JONAS. No doubt. (JONAS scoops up an ap ple and tosses

it to ASHER as they spread out, play ing catch.)
ASHER. You know what I don’t want to be as signed? I

could never be an Instructor of Threes. (JONAS laughs.)
Can you imag ine me teach ing them pre cise lan guage?

JONAS. Ev ery one of them would be ask ing for a smack
when they want a snack!

ASHER (drops the ap ple, scoops it up and tosses it to
JONAS). You’d think af ter the fourth round of the dis ci -
pline wand, I’d have learned not to say “I want my
smack” at meal time—

THE GIVER 11
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JONAS. Re mem ber the lashes on your legs?
ASHER. Re mem ber when I stopped talk ing al to gether?

(And as ASHER throws the ap ple, for a mo ment—only a
mo ment—it changes. It flashes red…then it lands in
JONAS’ hand. He pauses…looks at it. It’s gray again.)

JONAS. Did…
ASHER. What?
JONAS. Noth ing. (ASHER throws the ap ple—again, only

for a sec ond it flashes red in the air. ASHER fum bles
and drops it.) Ash? Does any thing seem strange to you?
About the ap ple?

ASHER. Yes! It keeps jump ing out of my hand onto the
ground. (He laughs and throws it back, jog ging off.)

(JONAS looks at the gray ap ple in his hand a mo ment
lon ger…then puts it in his tu nic pocket as—

A BABY cries. JONAS turns to see LILY, MOTHER and
FATHER walk ing to the din ing ta ble car ry ing a cry ing
bun dle. Flu o res cent light glares.)

LILY. Look how tiny he is! And he has funny eyes like
yours, Jonas!

(JONAS walks over and looks at the baby.)

MOTHER. Lily, it’s rude to point out dif fer ences.
LILY. I apol o gize, Jonas.
JONAS. Apol ogy ac cepted.
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LILY. But they’re light! Like yours! Maybe he has the
same Birth Mother as you! (JONAS stares at the baby.)
What’s his com fort ob ject called?

FATHER (looks at a tag on the an i mal). “Hippo” it says.
LILY (gig gles). “Hippo”! (JONAS walks away, get ting his

home work out on the ta ble.) I think newchildren are so
cute. I hope I get as signed to be a Birth Mother.

MOTHER. Lily! (LILY re coils.) Don’t say that. There’s
very lit tle honor in that as sign ment.

LILY. But Natasha does her vol un teer hours at the Birthing 
Cen ter, and she told me that the Birth Mothers get won -
der ful food and they play games—

MOTHER. For three years, Lily. Three births and then
they’re La borers for the rest of their lives un til they en -
ter the House of the Old. Is that what you want?

LILY. Well, no. I guess not. (JONAS finds the ap ple in his
pocket—takes it out and looks at it. The baby cries.) I
wish we knew his name.

FATHER. I feel a lit tle guilty about this, but I saw this
year’s nam ing list in the of fice to day. Num ber 36—this
lit tle fel low—if he makes it to the Naming with out be ing 
re leased—he’s to be Ga briel.

(JONAS looks at them.)

LILY. Hello, Ga briel.
FATHER. I call him Gabe, ac tu ally.
JONAS. Gabe. (They all look at him.) It’s a good name.
AN NOUNCER (V.O.). At ten tion. This is a re minder to

male Elevens that ob jects are not to be re moved from
the rec re ation area and that snacks are to be eaten, not
hoarded. Thank you.
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(JONAS looks at the ap ple, still gray in his hand. His
fam ily looks at him.)

JONAS. I just wanted to look at it… (They watch him un -
com fort ably. He throws it in the trash.)

(Lights shift as his fam ily walks out and an 11-year-old
FIONA runs on be hind JONAS. She’s in a gray tu nic,
fol lowed by ASHER, both eat ing sand wiches.)

AN NOUNCER (V.O.). Six days until the ceremony.
FIONA. Hello, Jonas.
JONAS (turns to see her). Hello, Fiona.
FIONA. I just found out. Our fam ily is get ting a New

Child at the cer e mony. I’m so ex cited.
ASHER. I’m just scared.
FIONA. Are you sure “scared” is the right word?
ASHER. I heard about a guy who was ab so lutely cer tain he 

was go ing to get as signed En gi neer, and in stead they
gave him San i ta tion La borer. He went out the next day,
jumped into the river, swam across, and joined the next
com mu nity he came to. No body ever saw him again.

JONAS (laughs). Some body made that story up, Ash. My
fa ther said he heard that story when he was a Twelve.

ASHER (look ing into the dis tance). I can’t even swim very 
well. My swim ming in struc tor said I don’t have the right 
boy ish ness or some thing.

FIONA. Buoy ancy.
ASHER. What ever, Fiona. I don’t have it. I sink.
JONAS. Have you ever once known of any one—I mean re -

ally known for sure, Asher—who joined an other com -
mu nity?
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ASHER. No. But you can. It says so in the rules. If you
don’t fit in, you can ap ply for Else where and be re -
leased—

JONAS. How can some one not fit in?
FIONA. We’re all go ing to get just the right as sign ments.

You’ll see.

(JONAS and FIONA watch each other. Lights shift as
ASHER and FIONA leave and FATHER and LILY walk
out with Ga briel in a bas ket.)

AN NOUNCER (V.O.). One day until the cer e mony.
LILY. —and there I was on Mother’s bi cy cle against the

rules and sud denly there were two se cu rity guards—I
was so ter ri fied!

FATHER. Do you think it was a warn ing dream?
LILY. I guess. Not to take other peo ple’s things.

(JONAS joins them at the ta ble.)

FATHER & JONAS. Thank you for your dream, Lily.
LILY. How about you, Fa ther?
FATHER. No dreams last night. (To baby.) Gabe? Any

dreams? (They laugh.) Jonas?
JONAS. I did dream last night.
LILY. For once!
JONAS. I think I was in the House of the Old.
FATHER. Did n’t you and your friends vol un teer there yes -

ter day?
JONAS (nods). But it was n’t re ally the same. There was

only one tub in the dream. And Fiona was there.
FATHER. Asher too?
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JONAS. No. It was only me and Fiona.

(MOTHER en ters prep ping her work ma te ri als.)

JONAS (cont’d). I think I was try ing to con vince her that
she should get into the tub of wa ter. I wanted to bathe
her. But she would n’t. She kept laugh ing and say ing no.
(They look at him.) That’s all.

FATHER. Can you de scribe the stron gest feel ing in your
dream?

JONAS. …the want ing. I knew she would n’t. And I think I 
knew she should n’t. But I could feel the want ing all
through me.

MOTHER. Thank you for your dream, Jonas. (MOTHER
and FATHER glance at each other.)

FATHER (stand ing). Lily, will you walk be side me to
school this morn ing? We need to be cer tain the newchild 
does n’t wig gle him self loose.

(LILY and FATHER start out with Gabriel. JONAS
moves to join them.)

MOTHER. Wait, Jonas. I’ll write an apol ogy to your in -
struc tor so you don’t have to speak one for be ing late.

(JONAS sits as LILY and FATHER leave. MOTHER sits
across from him. Pause. They look at each other.)

MOTHER (cont’d). Jonas. The feel ing you de scribed as the 
want ing? It was your first Stirrings. It hap pened to Fa -
ther when he was your age. It hap pened to me—

JONAS. Do I have to re port it?
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