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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 -
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.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor 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 the au thor 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, 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:

“D-I-Y Pro ject in as so ci a tion with SeaGlass Thea tre.”
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D-I-Y Pro ject pre sented the world pre miere of How
Cissy Grew at El Por tal Fo rum Thea tre, North Hol ly wood,
Ca lif., in as so ci a tion with SeaGlass Thea tre, Oc to ber 16
through No vem ber 23, 2008, di rected and pro duced by
Casey Stangl.

CAST

Darla. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Erin J. O’Brien*
Butch . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . James Denton
Cissy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Liz Vi tal
The Guy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Stew art W. Calhoun

PRO DUC TION STAFF

Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Laura Fine Hawkes
Lighting De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Trevor Stirlin Burk
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . C. An drew Mayer
Cos tume De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jennifer May Nickel
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kimberly Van Luin
Prop De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jim Wil liams
Pub lic Re la tions . . . . . . . . . . Wayne McWorter Mar keting
Orig i nal Mu sic . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lauren Ad ams
Con sulting Pro ducer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Di ane Levine

* De notes mem ber ship in Ac tor’s Eq uity As so ci a tion.
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HOW CISSY GREW

CHAR AC TERS

DARLA:  plays 25-45, white, West Vir gin ian. An al co holic 
smoker and a pro tec tive mother. Physically strong, emo -
tion ally frigid, she is ut terly self-con scious about her ap -
pear ance. North ern ers would call her a redneck but she’s 
pure work ing class. Strong ac cent.

BUTCH:  plays 21-41, white, West Vir gin ian. An al co holic 
pot head who cleans up his act, gets so ber, finds God and 
a whole new life. As ad dicted to meet ings as he was to
booze. Strong ac cent.

CISSY:  plays new born to 20, white, West Vir gin ian. In de -
pend ent, strong-willed and liv ing dan ger ously, she is
spir ited and de ter mined to find her way out of W.V.
Sex ually pro mis cu ous, in tel li gent and am bi tious.

A MAN:  early to mid-20s, plays all other roles.

SETTING

Charleston, W.V., and Manhattan.
Over a twenty-year pe riod from 1991 to 2011.
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PRO DUC TION CON SID ER ATIONS

For the world pre mier pro duc tion di rected by Casey Stangl, 
ac tors were kept onstage for the en tirety of the per for -
mance. The un used char ac ters watched as the scenes took
place as if look ing back over mem o ries.

If this ap proach is to be re peated, di rec tors will need to add 
Cissy and Darla to the fi nal scene—see end of playbook.

The stage was kept rel a tively bare with a swing stage R
and a slightly el e vated plat form with built-in sub way pole
stage L.

All ac tors moved fur ni ture; lights and sound de ter mined
place and time; cig a rettes and joints were not ac tu ally lit.
The at ri cal ity and sug ges tion. Flu id ity.
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HOW CISSY GREW

MO MENT ONE

(Thir teen years af ter it hap pened. DARLA, 37, and
BUTCH, 33, in a car. DARLA ex am ines a map. Ex treme 
ten sion. NOTE: Bold and un der lined text in di cates
which ac tor should pull fo cus and when.)

DARLA (looks around, waits). Well, that was it, Butch,
you missed it. Again.

       DARLA (cont’d).                             BUTCH.
Everytime, we make this               It’s tricky. Darla, stop,
drive—I tell you but you               what ever, we’ll turn around—
don’t lis ten ’cause I’m just            It’s not the end of the world,
the id iot with the map.                  we’ll get back on the right
                                                       road—

DARLA. If I say it, it must be wrong—that’s how you
are—as a per son. Holier than thou.

BUTCH. You don’t know me, Darla, so don’t pre tend like
you do.

DARLA. Oh yeah, you’ve changed—

7
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      DARLA (cont’d).                             BUTCH.
—and you’ve grown and               You know, it has n’t been
I’m, what now, Mr.                       easy for me with you
Mor al ism? Not the                        drinkin’ and smokin’.
per fect pic ture you                       You’re still work ing at
had in your head about                that damn bar when you
the mother of your                         know I’m try ing to stay
child.                                              so ber.
Well, fuck you, Butch.                  But you, you are so sick
You think those damn                 in your own dis ease you
meetin’s raise a kid?                    can’t see past the nose on
Takes more than twelve                your face. You need me
steps to get that right.                    drunk and stoned, Darla,
I’m the one who’s there              so you don’t have to look
ev ery day and ev ery                    at your self in the mir ror.
night. Where are you?                  And I’m done, I’m to tally
Sittin’ in cir cles                             done be ing that mir ror.
bitchin’ and moanin’                     All I’ve ever wanted is
to strang ers. Boo-fuckin’-             for you to start actin’
hoo. Poor me.                                like a par ent with some
Darla makes me—Cissy                com mon sense in your head.
makes me—my mom was—         But you’re in a com plete
my dad was— It’s all                   state of de nial. You still
ev ery body else’s fault                  act like this is some kind
but yours. You know,                  of phase we’ll all out grow
you gotta ac tu ally be                   but she’s grown. It’s
in some body’s life to                    done. It is. It’s done.
have your snotty-ass                    I’ve tried, man, I’ve tried
opin ion about it.                           to save her, I’ve tried to
Your Higher Power won’t             save you, I’ve tried to
raise your child for                        save this fam ily, I’m in
you or screw your wife                 this god damn truck still
for you, there ain’t                         try ing to save us but you
no Big Book in my bed                 have worked against me
at night. You think                       ev ery step of the way. I
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you can love your self                   mean, where do you think
and ev ery thing will                      Cissy got her first stash,
mi rac u lously fall into                   Darla? She got it out of
place. What about                        your draw ers. You’ve let
lovin’ Cissy like she                     her turn that house into a
is and not tryin’ to                         hang out and then you won der
fix her all the time?                       why I can’t stand to set
What about lovin’ me?                  foot in my own house?
You don’t love me                        Ev ery day I have to stop
any more. You sit in                     my self from leavin’. I
judg ment of me ’cause                 can only save my self.
it makes you feel healed                That’s all I can do. Maybe
and better than me and                  that’s the only thing that
you’re not. You are                       will do any of us any good
so not better than me.                 at all.

BUTCH (cont’d). I’m mov ing out, Darla. I’m done tryin’.

(They drive in si lence for a mo ment. DARLA looks out
the side win dow.)

DARLA. Nice fuckin’ va ca tion.

MO MENT TWO

(Twenty years af ter it hap pened. CISSY, 20, leans
against a sub way pole star ing at NY GUY, 20s. He’s
read ing. He no tices her star ing. She does n’t look away.
He does. He looks again and she walks over and sits be -
side him.)

CISSY. You re mind me of a guy I once knew, a kid re ally.
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NY GUY. Is that good or bad?
CISSY. Both. You gotta girl friend?
NY GUY. You don’t play games.
CISSY. Why waste the time?
NY GUY. No, no girl friend.
CISSY. But you had one. Re cently.
NY GUY. Not so re cent. This guy you knew, he was your

boy friend?
CISSY. He wanted to be.
NY GUY. Was that the good part or the bad part? (She

smiles.)
CISSY. Guess.
NY GUY. D’ja pick him up on the train too?
CISSY. It was a bus and who says I picked him up?
NY GUY. I took it as a safe bet.
CISSY. I’ll ig nore that. For that mat ter, who says I’m pick -

ing you up?
NY GUY. Not me, for sure.
CISSY. You said “too,” did you pick him up on the train

“too” as in also, like you think I’m pick ing you up.
NY GUY. You’re not?
CISSY. I am. Totally.
NY GUY. Nice.
CISSY. So what’cha think, good or bad?
NY GUY. I’m gonna have to go with both.
CISSY. We’re gonna get along just fine.

MO MENT THREE

(One month be fore. DARLA and CISSY, six months, at
the kitchen ta ble. DARLA makes a bot tle for CISSY.)

10 HOW CISSY GREW
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DARLA. It’s a mir a cle they sur vived, you know, lit tle ba -
bies your age. Be fore bot tles, well, I guess they did n’t.
Some of ’em did. But a lot did n’t. (CISSY squeals.) I
know, it’s ter ri ble to think about. But that’s how it was.
And the women, their tits were like wa ter mel ons. Then
they’d turn into big saggy sacs of empty stretched
skin—woo! I would n’t wanna wake up and see my self
lookin’ like that. Don’t get me wrong. I loved havin’
them wa ter mel ons, like a Vic to ria’s Se cret model, your
daddy loved ’em too, let me tell you. That’s what I’ll
look like if I ever get the money for my boob job.
Gonna be a while at the rate we’re goin’. Could n’t have
the nor mal for mula, could ya, with your con sti pa tion.
Gotta have the good stuff. Only the good stuff for my
baby. Well, it’s better than endin’ up with those sad sacs 
hangin’, that much I know. Plus that breast pump hurt
like shit, y’know, it re ally hurt. They don’t tell you that
shit in those lovey-dovey, ev ery body pull out your boob
classes. It’s all nat u ral this and it’s better for you that.
Well, no thanks. I can’t have your daddy runnin’ off
with some twenty-three-year-old wa ter melon-chested
hussy while I’m tuckin’ my tits into a sup port bra. You
gotta keep things lookin’ good or else you end up alone. 
You re mem ber that. (CISSY cries.) All right, now, hold
your horses. Would it kill you to wait a sec ond?
Momma’s comin’. It’s ready, see, here’s your bobby.
Just had to get it warmed up. It’s all nice and per fect.
Nice and per fect. (She feeds the baby.)
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MO MENT FOUR

(CISSY ap proaches the swing. She kicks it, dances
around it. Flops into it, on her stom ach. Pushes her self,
higher and higher. Pre tends to fly.)

MO MENT FIVE

(One week be fore. DARLA and BUTCH drink ing, smok -
ing in a bar. Re bel coun try mu sic in the back ground.)

DARLA (sloppy). She told me to get outta her house.
BUTCH (com bat ive). Why, what’d you do?
DARLA. I did n’t do shit.
BUTCH. You must have said some thing.
DARLA. Don’t take her side in this. Why are you takin’

her side, you were n’t even there.
BUTCH. I’m just sayin’, I’ve heard you guys fight.
DARLA. She pushes me.
BUTCH. You gotta stop lettin’ her get to you.
DARLA. How the hell do you stop her, she’s like a ma -

chine pushin’—every—button.
BUTCH. That’s what moth ers do.
DARLA. No, that’s what she does. Other moth ers, some

moth ers aren’t like that.
BUTCH. You gotta make an ef fort.
DARLA. Why do I have to make the ef fort?
BUTCH. She’s your mother.
DARLA. I don’t care, she’s crazy. You don’t know, you

have n’t seen her in all her glory, you have no idea what
I deal with, you have no idea.
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BUTCH. You need to stop that.
DARLA. What?
BUTCH. You need to stop fightin’ with her.
DARLA. She needs to stop.
BUTCH. It’s bad for the baby.
DARLA. Don’t tell me how to—I know what Cissy needs.
BUTCH. You gotta stop that shit with your mom.
DARLA. I was tryin’ to tell you what she did. You’re not

listenin’ to me.
BUTCH. I am.
DARLA. No, I’m tellin’ you she threw me out.
BUTCH. Same fight ev ery time.
DARLA. No, she’s not gonna baby-sit any more.
BUTCH. What are you talkin’ about?
DARLA. I told you to lis ten. That’s what she did.
BUTCH. She’s baby-sittin’ now.
DARLA. Yeah, to night, fine, ’cause Cissy was asleep and

set tled in but af ter to night, no more.
BUTCH. When were you gonna tell me this?
DARLA. I’ve been try ing—
BUTCH. How the hell are we sup posed to work?
DARLA. Work. Gro ceries. Cleanin’. Er rands. All of it.

You gotta start helpin’ me out—I’m not gonna be able
to do all this by my self now.

BUTCH. If we could af ford for you to stay home—
DARLA. But we can’t. And I’ve maxed out my va ca tion

days.
BUTCH. She’s takin’ this out on Cissy now?
DARLA. She wants to pun ish me.
BUTCH. She knows we need her help.
DARLA. That woman would n’t piss on me if I was on fire.
BUTCH. She is one mis er a ble—
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DARLA. Oh no, she loves this part. She lives for it. She
loves that I need her for somethin’ again. That she’s in
con trol and she’s eatin’ it up. Like her one last shot at
runnin’ my life. This is the kind of stuff that makes her
happy.

BUTCH. That is—one sick—what kind of grand mother—
DARLA. I said she’s crazy, you don’t lis ten, you think I’m 

exaggeratin’. The bitch is bi-po lar.
BUTCH. How are we gonna do this?
DARLA. We’re gonna have to break up the house work and 

the er rands. I can’t get the gro cer ies any more. I’ll make
the list and shit but you’re gonna have to pick ’em up,
okay, Butch? I need you to han dle that this week, all
right?

BUTCH. Of course, baby, what ever you need.

MO MENT SIX

(Four teen years af ter. CISSY sits on the bus. A WV BOY, 
15, sits a few seats away. WV BOY looks back and forth
from CISSY, try ing not to get caught. This goes on for
some time be fore she no tices. Once she no tices, she
stares at him un til they make eye con tact.)

CISSY. You got some thing to say to me?
WV BOY (quickly looks away). No. (CISSY glares at him.

He smiles to him self.)
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MO MENT SEVEN

(Two days af ter. DARLA and BUTCH in the gro cery
store aisle.)

DARLA (frag ile). Was this the aisle?
BUTCH (han dling her gently). Yes.
DARLA. The ex act aisle?
BUTCH. Yes.
DARLA. And where was she?
BUTCH. She was in the cart, in her car seat. I made sure

she had her teeth ing ring.
DARLA. And where was the cart?
BUTCH. It was here. It was right here.

(DARLA stands in that ex act place.)

DARLA. She was here. (Gasping for breath.) I can’t re -
mem ber…what was she wear ing? I can’t re mem ber—

BUTCH. Honey, honey, she had on the lit tle dress with the 
pink stripes, re mem ber? You re mem ber.

DARLA. The pink dress with the stripes. It has match ing
tights. I can’t re mem ber, did she have on the tights?

BUTCH. She did. She did. You do a good job with her,
Darla. She looked so pretty.

DARLA. I can smell her still. The sham poo we use. She
al ways smells so clean. Can you smell her, Butch? (He
shakes his head.) Do you think she was asleep? Do you
think she saw him? What if she saw his face? Oh God, I 
hope she did n’t see him. Tell me she was asleep.

BUTCH. She was. She was asleep, Darla.
DARLA. Where’s my baby, Butch? Where’s my baby?
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BUTCH. I don’t know. I don’t know.
DARLA (falls to knees). Oh my God, oh my God. She’s

gone, my baby’s gone. (BUTCH kneels down to hold
her.)

MO MENT EIGHT

(CISSY, 20, in bed with NY GUY.)

CISSY. Hyp no tize me.
NY GUY. What?
CISSY. Try to hyp no tize me. Come on, do it. Sit up, look

me straight in the eyes, say things slow and draw your
words out, like you’re try ing to put me un der.

NY GUY (wig gles his fin gers, jok ing). Wooooooooooo—
CISSY. I’m not kid ding, man, I’m se ri ous. There’s shit in -

side, you know, in side all of us, that we don’t re mem ber 
but we know, we know and it drives us and we’re not
even in charge of that shit, it just runs the show and you
gotta like look that shit in the eye, you know, you gotta
stare it down, you gotta. I mean, we don’t even know
what we’re made of, you know, our brains and shit, we
only un der stand like three per cent of that and there’s
like a whole uni verse out there, there are more than a
bajillion stars, se ri ous, and peo ple don’t even be lieve
that there are UFOs out there but there are, I mean we
can’t ac tu ally be so ar ro gant to think that we’re the only
liv ing things in an en tire fuckin’ gal axy ’cause we’re
just dots. Dots. And we think it means some thing to be
here and fuck each other and we think if we find some -
one to fuck that we’ll mat ter but we don’t mat ter, we
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don’t and ev ery thing we do is just that shit in side that
we don’t even re mem ber and so we have to get to it, I
have to get to it. I have to stare it down. Gimme  rehto na 
bump. (He doles out the coke. She snorts it. He snorts.)
Okay now, sit up and do it for real. I mean it! For real

 .em ezit on pyH !emit siht (She stares him down.)
NY GUY. You’re creep ing me out.
CISSY. ’Cause you can’t take it. You’re not strong enough. 

I can see that. I can see that in your eyes. You can’t take 
me.

NY GUY (reaches out to touch her gently). Cissy—
CISSY. Don’t.
NY GUY. What did I do?
CISSY. Noth ing. You did n’t do noth ing.
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