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*** NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu-
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed any
timeit is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and
restrictions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be contacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Washington St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S
AGENT THE EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro-
vides authors with a fair return for their creative efforts. Authors earn
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Conscientious observance of copyright law is
not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue their creative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No aterations, deletions or
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photo-
copy, recording, videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval
system, without permission in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by professionals or amateurs without payment of roy-
alty. All rights, including, but not limited to, the professional, motion pic-
ture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language, tabloid, recitation, lec-
turing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this
play which are in copyright, the permission of the copyright owners
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted.
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
programs distributed in connection with performances of the play and in
al instances in which the title of the play appears for purposes of adver-
tising, publicizing or otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name appears, immediately following the title, and must appear in
size of type not less than fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may
be used in al programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois’

In addition, al producers of the play must include the following acknow!-
edgment on the title page of al programs distributed in connection with
performances of the play and on all advertising and promaotional materi-
as:

“D-1-Y Project in association with SeaGlass Theatre.”
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D-I-Y Project presented the world premiere of How
Cissy Grew at El Portal Forum Theatre, North Hollywood,
Cadlif., in association with SeaGlass Theatre, October 16
through November 23, 2008, directed and produced by

Casey Stangl.

CAST
Dala. . ........ ... .. . . . Erin J. O'Brien*
Butch .. ....... ... James Denton
CiSSY oo e Liz Vital
TheGuy ............ .. ... ..... Stewart W. Calhoun

PRODUCTION STAFF

SetDesign .............iiunn. Laura Fine Hawkes
LightingDesign. ................. Trevor Stirlin Burk
SoundDesign.................... C. Andrew Mayer
CostumeDesign. . ............... Jennifer May Nickel
StageManager .................. Kimberly Van Luin
PropDesign. .......... ... Jm Williams
Public Relations . ......... Wayne McWorter Marketing
Origind MusiC. . .................... Lauren Adams
Consulting Producer. .. ................ Diane Levine

* Denotes membership in Actor’s Equity Association.
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HOW CISSY GREW

CHARACTERS

DARLA: plays 25-45, white, West Virginian. An acoholic
smoker and a protective mother. Physically strong, emo-
tionally frigid, she is utterly self-conscious about her ap-
pearance. Northerners would call her a redneck but she’'s
pure working class. Strong accent.

BUTCH: plays 21-41, white, West Virginian. An acoholic
pothead who cleans up his act, gets sober, finds God and
a whole new life. As addicted to meetings as he was to
booze. Strong accent.

CISSY: plays newborn to 20, white, West Virginian. Inde-
pendent, strong-willed and living dangerously, she is
spirited and determined to find her way out of W.V.
Sexually promiscuous, intelligent and ambitious.

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

SETTING

Charleston, W.V., and Manhattan.
Over atwenty-year period from 1991 to 2011.
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PRODUCTION CONSIDERATIONS

For the world premier production directed by Casey Stangl,
actors were kept onstage for the entirety of the perfor-
mance. The unused characters watched as the scenes took
place as if looking back over memories.

If this approach is to be repeated, directors will need to add
Cissy and Darla to the final scene—see end of playbook.

The stage was kept relatively bare with a swing stage R
and a dightly elevated platform with built-in subway pole
stage L.

All actors moved furniture; lights and sound determined

place and time; cigarettes and joints were not actualy lit.
Theatricality and suggestion. Fluidity.
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HOW CISSY GREW

MOMENT ONE

(Thirteen years after it happened. DARLA, 37, and
BUTCH, 33, in a car. DARLA examines a map. Extreme
tension. NOTE: Bold and underlined text indicates
which actor should pull focus 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 whatever, we'll turn around—
don’t listen 'cause I’m just It's not the end of the world,
the idiot with the map. we'll get back on the right
road—

DARLA. If | say it, it must be wrong—that’s how you
are—as a person. Holier than thou.
BUTCH. You don’'t know me, Darla, so don’'t pretend like

you do.
DARLA. Oh yeah, you’' ve changed—
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8 HOW CISSY GREW

DARLA (cont’d).
—and you’ ve grown and
I’m, what now, Mr.
Moralism? Not the
perfect picture you
had in your head about
the mother of your
child.

WEell, fuck you, Butch.
You think those damn
meetin’sraise a kid?
Takes more than twelve
steps to get that right.
I’'m the one who's there
every day and every
night. Where are you?
Sittin’ in circles

bitchin’ and moanin’

to strangers. Boo-fuckin’ -
hoo. Poor me.

Darla makes me—Cissy

makes me—my mom was—

my dad was— It’s all
everybody else’s fault

but yours. You know,
you gotta actually be
in somebody’s life to
have your snotty-ass

opinion about it.
Your Higher Power won't

raise your child for
you or screw your wife
for you, there ain’'t
no Big Book in my bed
at night. You think

BUTCH.
You know, it hasn’t been
easy for me with you
drinkin’ and smokin’.
You're till working at
that damn bar when you
know |'m trying to stay
sober.
But you, you are so sick
in your own disease you
can’'t see past the nose on
your face. You need me
drunk and stoned, Darla,
so you don’'t have to look
at yourself in the mirror.
And I’'m done, I'm totally
done being that mirror.
All I’ve ever wanted is
for you to start actin’
like a parent with some

common sense in your _head.

But you're in a complete
state of denial. You still
act like thisis some kind
of phase we'll all outgrow
but she’s grown. It's
done. It is. It’s done.

I’ve tried, man, |'ve tried
to save her, I'vetried to
saveyou, I'vetried to
save this family, I'm in
this goddamn truck still
trying to save us but you
have worked against me
every step of the way. |
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HOW CISSY GREW 9

you can love your self
and everything will
miraculoudly fall into
place. What about
lovin’ Cissy like she
isand not tryin’ to

fix her al the time?
What about lovin’ me?
You don’t love me
anymore. You sit in
judgment of me’'cause
it makes you feel healed
and better than me and
you're not. You are

S0 not better than me.

mean, where do you think
Cissy got her first stash,
Darla? She got it out of
your drawers. You've let
her turn that house into a
hangout and then you wonder
why | can’t stand to set
foot in my own house?
Everyday | have to stop
myself from leavin’. |

can only save myself.
That's al | can do. Maybe
that’s the only thing that
will do any of us any good
at all.

BUTCH (cont’'d). I’'m moving out, Darla. I'm done tryin’.

(They drive in silence for a moment. DARLA looks out

the side window.)

DARLA. Nice fuckin’ vacation.

MOMENT TWO

(Twenty years after it happened. CISSY, 20, leans
against a subway pole staring at NY GUY, 20s. He's
reading. He notices her staring. She doesn’t look away.
He does. He looks again and she walks over and sits be-

side him.)

CISSY. You remind me of aguy | once knew, a kid really.
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10 HOW CISSY GREW

NY GUY. Isthat good or bad?

CISSY. Both. You gotta girlfriend?

NY GUY. You don’'t play games.

CISSY. Why waste the time?

NY GUY. No, no girlfriend.

CISSY. But you had one. Recently.

NY GUY. Not so recent. This guy you knew, he was your
boyfriend?

CISSY. He wanted to be.

NY GUY. Was that the good part or the bad part? (She
smiles.)

CISSY. Guess.

NY GUY. D’japick him up on the train too?

CISSY. It was a bus and who says | picked him up?

NY GUY. | took it as a safe bet.

CISSY. I'll ignore that. For that matter, 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” asin aso, like you think I’'m picking you up.

NY GUY. You're not?

CISSY. | 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.

MOMENT THREE

(One month before. DARLA and CISSY, six months, at
the kitchen table. DARLA makes a bottle for CISSY.)
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HOW CISSY GREW 11

DARLA. It's a miracle they survived, you know, little ba-
bies your age. Before bottles, well, | guess they didn’t.
Some of "em did. But a lot didn’t. (CISSY squeals.) |
know, it’'s terrible to think about. But that’s how it was.
And the women, their tits were like watermelons. Then
they’d turn into big saggy sacs of empty stretched
skin—woo! | wouldn’t wanna wake up and see myself
lookin' like that. Don’'t get me wrong. | loved havin’
them watermelons, like a Victoria's Secret model, your
daddy loved 'em too, let me tell you. That's what 1I'll
look like if |1 ever get the money for my boob job.
Gonna be a while at the rate we're goin’. Couldn’t have
the normal formula, could ya, with your constipation.
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 | know. Plus that breast pump hurt
like shit, y’know, it really hurt. They don’t tell you that
shit in those lovey-dovey, everybody pull out your boob
classes. It's al natura this and it's better for you that.
WEeéll, no thanks. | can’t have your daddy runnin’ off
with some twenty-three-year-old watermelon-chested
hussy while I'm tuckin’ my tits into a support bra. You
gotta keep things lookin’ good or else you end up alone.
You remember that. (CISSY cries.) All right, now, hold
your horses. Would it kill you to wait a second?
Momma's comin’. It's ready, see, here’s your bobby.
Just had to get it warmed up. It's al nice and perfect.
Nice and perfect. (She feeds the baby.)
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12 HOW CISSY GREW

MOMENT FOUR

(CISSY approaches the swing. She kicks it, dances
around it. Flops into it, on her stomach. Pushes hersdlf,
higher and higher. Pretends to fly.)

MOMENT FIVE

(One week before. DARLA and BUTCH drinking, smok-
ing in a bar. Rebel country music in the background.)

DARLA (sloppy). She told me to get outta her house.

BUTCH (combative). Why, what’d you do?

DARLA. | didn’t do shit.

BUTCH. You must have said something.

DARLA. Don't take her side in this. Why are you takin’
her side, you weren’'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—nbutton.

BUTCH. That’'s what mothers do.

DARLA. No, that's what she does. Other mothers, some
mothers aren't like that.

BUTCH. You gotta make an effort.

DARLA. Why do | have to make the effort?

BUTCH. She's your mother.

DARLA. | don't care, she's crazy. You don’t know, you
haven't seen her in all her glory, you have no idea what
| deal with, you have no idea.
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HOW CISSY GREW 13

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. | was tryin’ to tell you what she did. You're not
listenin’ to me.

BUTCH. | am.

DARLA. No, I'm tellin” you she threw me oui.

BUTCH. Same fight every time.

DARLA. No, she's not gonna baby-sit anymore.

BUTCH. What are you talkin’ about?

DARLA. | told you to listen. That’s what she did.

BUTCH. She's baby-sittin’ now.

DARLA. Yeah, tonight, fine, ’cause Cissy was asleep and
settled in but after tonight, no more.

BUTCH. When were you gonna tell me this?

DARLA. I’ ve been trying—

BUTCH. How the hell are we supposed to work?

DARLA. Work. Groceries. Cleanin’. Errands. All of it.
You gotta start helpin’ me out—I’m not gonna be able
to do al this by myself now.

BUTCH. If we could afford for you to stay home—

DARLA. But we can't. And I've maxed out my vacation
days.

BUTCH. She'stakin' this out on Cissy now?

DARLA. She wants to punish me.

BUTCH. She knows we need her help.

DARLA. That woman wouldn’t piss on meif | was on fire.

BUTCH. She is one miserable—
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14 HOW CISSY GREW

DARLA. Oh no, she loves this part. She lives for it. She
loves that | need her for somethin’ again. That she's in
control 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 grandmother—

DARLA. | said she's crazy, you don’t listen, you think I'm
exaggeratin’. The bitch is bi-polar.

BUTCH. How are we gonna do this?

DARLA. We're gonna have to break up the housework and
the errands. | can't get the groceries anymore. I’'ll make
the list and shit but you're gonna have to pick "em up,
okay, Butch? | need you to handle that this week, al
right?

BUTCH. Of course, baby, whatever you need.

MOMENT SIX

(Fourteen years after. CISSY sits on the bus. A WV BOY,
15, sits a few seats away. WV BOY looks back and forth
from CISSY, trying not to get caught. This goes on for
some time before she notices. Once she notices, she
stares at him until they make eye contact.)

CISSY. You got something to say to me?

WV BOY (quickly looks away). No. (CISSY glares at him.
He smiles to himself.)
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MOMENT SEVEN

(Two days after. DARLA and BUTCH in the grocery
store aisle)

DARLA (fragile). Was this the aisle?

BUTCH (handling her gently). Yes.

DARLA. The exact aide?

BUTCH. Yes.

DARLA. And where was she?

BUTCH. She was in the cart, in her car seat. | made sure
she had her teething ring.

DARLA. And where was the cart?

BUTCH. It was here. It was right here.

(DARLA stands in that exact place.)

DARLA. She was here. (Gasping for breath.) | can't re-
member...what was she wearing? | can’t remember—
BUTCH. Honey, honey, she had on the little dress with the

pink stripes, remember? Y ou remember.

DARLA. The pink dress with the stripes. It has matching
tights. | can’t remember, did she have on the tights?

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

DARLA. | can sméll her still. The shampoo we use. She
aways 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, |
hope she didn’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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16 HOW CISSY GREW

BUTCH. | don’t know. | 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.)

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

CISSY. Hypnotize me.

NY GUY. What?

CISSY. Try to hypnotize me. Come on, do it. Sit up, look
me straight in the eyes, say things slow and draw your
words out, like you're trying to put me under.

NY GUY (wiggles his fingers, joking). W00000000000—

CISSY. I’'m not kidding, man, I’'m serious. There's shit in-
side, you know, inside all of us, that we don’t remember
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. | mean, we don’'t even know
what we're made of, you know, our brains and shit, we
only understand like three percent of that and there's
like a whole universe out there, there are more than a
bajillion stars, serious, and people don’'t even believe
that there are UFOs out there but there are, | mean we
can't actually be so arrogant to think that we're the only
living things in an entire fuckin’ galaxy 'cause we're
just dots. Dots. And we think it means something to be
here and fuck each other and we think if we find some-
one to fuck that we'll matter but we don't matter, we
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HOW CISSY GREW 17

don’t and everything we do is just that shit inside that
we don’t even remember and so we have to get to it, |
have to get to it. | have to stare it down. Gimme another
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
this time! Hypnotize me. (She stares him down.)

NY GUY. You’re creeping me out.

CISSY. ’Cause you can’t take it. You’re not strong enough.
| can see that. | 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 | do?

CISSY. Nothing. You didn’t do nothing.
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