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CECILY

First presented by Runneymede Drama Group at the
QE 2 Theatre, Woking, on 6th October, 1990, with the
following cast:

Sheila Judith Dolley
Ellen, her sister Frankie Godliman
Cecily, her daughter Claire Dolley
Directed by Colin Dolley

Designed by Paul Marshall
Lighting by Malcolm Meades

The action takes place in Sheila’s and Cecily’s home

Time—the present and the very recent past



Other plays by Gillian Plowman
published by Samuel French

David’s Birthday
The Janna Years
Me and My Friend
Tippers

Two Summers



CECILY

The living-room of Sheila’s and Cecily’s home

The room is colourful, with exercise balls, cubes and paper flowers.
There is a coloured quilt and a rubber exercise mat on the floor

Cecily is dozing in a wheelchair. Sheila is also on stage. In her forties
and casually dressed, her mood is black. She picks up the quilt and
throws it over Cecily, then takes it off and folds it. She lies down and
stretches on the exercise mat

Ellen enters. She is also in her forties but elegantly dressed, wearing
a pair of high heels. She looks at Cecily

Ellen She’s always asleep.

Sheila She’s not always asleep.

Ellen When I come in, she is.

Sheila We’ve been extremely busy doing exercises—over the balls,
around the cubes, lie flat, this leg, that leg ... there’s no
improvement and I’'m worn out.

Ellen I'll stay with her for a bit. You got something to do?

Sheila I’'ve got something to do for the next twenty years. (She
groans as she rises into a sitting position)

Ellen If you want anything from the shops, I can bring it on my
way in tomorrow. '

Sheila Another ten boxes of incontinence pads.

Ellen I can’t manage ten at once.

Sheila Bring five then.

Ellen How long will they last?

Sheila Till Sunday. Then the shops will be closed.

Ellen I'll manage six.

Sheila I never used disposable nappies.

Ellen I don’t know why you didn’t.

Sheila Because ...

Ellen Because ...

Sheila Because, because, because, because, because . . .

Ellen I would have ...

Sheila Then you ... should have . ..
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Ellen It’s lunch time.
Sheila Wake her up then.

Ellen shakes Cecily
Ellen Cecily, it’s Ellen. Wake up.
Cecily wakes and stares directly at Ellen

Cecily 'Lo. "Len.

Ellen Hallo, Ellen.

Cecily 'Lo. "Len.

Sheila It’s difficult for anybody. Stupid name.

Ellen Have it back then.

Sheila If I'd liked it in the first place, I wouldn’t have swapped it
with you.

Cecily falls asleep again. Sheila shakes her. They make sure that
Cecily stays awake during this conversation

Talk to her. Tell her about the names.

Ellen We swapped names, you see, Cecily, your mother and I.

Sheila Our parents, who were very cruel and unkind to us . ..

Ellen No they weren’t . ..

Sheila They made us move to that God forsaken place with that
God-awful school ...

Ellen They couldn’t really help it . ..

Sheila We told them we hated it.

Ellen It was father’s job. Your grandfather, Cecily.

Sheila And they didn’t care.

Ellen We didn’t like the new school.

Sheila We hated it. All those moon-faced children staring. You’d
think they’d never had new girls before.

Ellen The teacher’s name was Miss Brierly. She was very tall.

Sheila And she smelt. You should be extremely careful about
personal hygiene, Cecily, when you’re working with children
who only come up to your waist.

Ellen We were in the same class to start with . ..

Sheila And Miss Brierly said “Hallo, Sheila,” and you said . ..

Ellen I'm not Sheila, I'm Ellen.

Sheila (as Miss Brierly) But I'm sure your mother said ...

Ellen That’s Sheila.

Cecily Sheila, Sheila.
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Ellen (as Miss Brierly) Surely you’re Ellen?

Sheila I'm Sheila.

Ellen (as Miss Brierly) Are you sure you’re not Ellen?

Sheila I ought to know who I am, miss.

Ellen I didn’t know you didn’t like “Ellen” though.

Sheila It didn’t suit me. It suits you. Ellen. Elegant.

Ellen I wonder if you'd have been elegant if you’d have kept it.

Pause

Sheila With a kid you become something else.

Ellen It’s funny. We couldn’t tell her that before, could we?
Sheila We can tell her anything now.

Ellen She’s gone to sleep again.

Sheila slaps Cecily’s face

Don’t do that.
Sheila She’s supposed to be awake. She shouldn’t really sleep
more than ten hours a day. It’s bad for her.

Ellen takes Cecily’s hands and talks to her again, picking up the
different coloured objects as she mentions the colours

Ellen We swapped clothes. All the time. I bought red things and
yellow things, and your mother bought blue things and green
things and we swapped them all about.

Sheila We swapped bicycles.

Ellen Boy friends.

Sheila I was pretty serious about Simon Toms, too.

Ellen Why did you swap him then?

Sheila To see how serious he was.

Ellen Boys were pretty stupid in those days, Cecily. If one sister
gave them the brush-off, and the other was there with tea and
sympathy, they were an absolute push-over.

Sheila It didn’t matter about the others.

Ellen I didn’t know it mattered about him.

Pause

Sheila We swapped jobs once or twice.
Ellen I chose the advertising one especially. I knew it would suit
you. “I'm awfully sorry to give you so little notice, but my sister
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is an excellent secretary, has super references and I can bring her
in tomorrow. ...” Anything to save them hassle!

Sheila Yes, I liked that one. Brought out the artist in me.

Ellen I hated your newspaper one.

Sheila You were promoted within the first six months.

Ellen Slept with the boss.

Sheila Oh God, I might have known.

Ellen Men are disgusting, promoting you because you sleep with
them.

Sheila (looking at Ellen) That was the difference between us,
Cecily. Sex. I didn’t and she did. I wanted to be a virgin when I
married. Whilst your Aunt Ellen ...

Ellen What?

Sheila ... wanted the experience.

Cecily yawns

Ellen Do we know about Cecily? Are you a virgin, Cecily?

Cecily No.

Sheila Yes you are.

Cecily No.

Sheila Well you will be from now on. Time for a walk, Cecily.
Come on. Walk.

Sheila pulls Cecily into a standing position in front of the wheelchair

Cecily Want to go bed.
Sheila You're going for a walk first. The doctor said. Ellen!

Ellen takes Cecily’s other arm and they walk her round the room.
She drags her legs

Ellen She’s a lazy thing, isn’t she?
Sheila She’s naughty. Smack her bottom.
Ellen I don’t believe in smacking children.

Sheila smacks Cecily who yelps and walks better for a minute

Cecily (singing to the tune from The Wizard of Oz) Because,
because, because, because, because ...

Ellen is uncomfortable in her high heels and kicks them off. Cecily
sneezes and wipes her nose on the front of Ellen’s blouse

Ellen Cecily! Oh Christ, Sheila, this blouse has to be dry-cleaned.
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Ellen leaves them to get a tissue from her bag. Sheila lets Cecily slide
to the floor

Sheila She’s given me a bad back, you know.
Ellen Put her in the wheelchair. I'll take her for a ride.

Sheila puts the wheelchair beside Cecily and goes out

Cecily cannot get into the chair on her own. Ellen struggles to help
her. When she is seated, Cecily strokes Ellen’s hair and smiles at her.
Ellen kisses Cecily. Cecily touches Ellen’s mouth and smears her
lipstick. Ellen tissues her mouth clean and combs her hair

Why, Cecily? Why did you ever want to go on the back of that
wretched motor bike?

Cecily Because, because ...

Ellen Shhh. (She pushes Cecily round the room) Don’t go to sleep.

Ellen stops the wheelchair and goes to the front to look at Cecily who
is pulling her hair down in front of her face

Don’t hide your face. It’s a pretty face. You've got pretty hair.
(She combs Cecily’s hair and puts a coloured scarf in it. She puts
some lipstick on her) That was the trouble really. You were too
pretty. Had too many boyfriends. Like me. But why did you
have to choose that idiot with the motor bike?

Cecily Michael.

Ellen Yes, Michael. Do you remember him, Cecily?

Cecily Michael ... Michael ... (She starts to moan)

Ellen It’s all right. He just wasn’t very good at riding his motor
bike.

Cecily Michael!

Ellen Did you sleep with Michael, Cecily?

Cecily Dead.

Ellen You know that, do you? You know he’s dead?

Cecily screams and bites Ellen’s face, digging her nails into her
shoulders. Ellen cries out in pain and pushes Cecily back into the
chair

Sheila enters

Sheila Difficult?
Cecily Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck ...
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Sheila She’s trying to annoy you. What did you do to upset her?

Ellen You shouldn’t bite people, you know.

Cecily Fuck!

Ellen Stop it! Stop it! You don’t use words like that. It’s not nice.
Why does she do that?

Sheila Expressive dysphasia. Sometimes, when she’s angry, it’s all
she can say.

Ellen It’s disgusting!

Sheila It has a certain ring to it. Isn’t that right, Cecily?

Ellen You don’t let her get away with it, do you?

Cecily Bed!

Sheila We’re going to have lunch first. Ellen’s come to lunch.

Ellen Why don’t you let her go to bed?

Sheila Because that’s the easy way out.

Pause

And I do it. I put her to bed and let her sleep and then I have
some peace. I put two pads on her and leave her there. She
dreams. I don’t know what she dreams about but she’s happy
when she’s asleep. She laughs.

Pause

And I leave her there.

Ellen I can’t stay to lunch.

Sheila Sod off then.

Ellen It’s you, isn’t it? That’s why she’s like she is—all this filthy
language. What'’s the matter with you?

Sheila First you say you’'ve come to lunch. Then you haven’t.
Then you have, then you haven’t . . . If you don’t stay, we won’t
have any.

Ellen Why not?

Sheila Can’t be bothered.

Ellen Won’t she want to eat?

Sheila shrugs

You need a break, don’t you? They can arrange it. They’ve got
people, nice people, who can look after her whilst you have a
holiday.

Sheila I don’t want a holiday.
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Ellen Come away with Gary and me for a bit. You won’t have to
do anything.

Sheila Why can’t SHE come away with Gary and you?

Ellen I wouldn’t mind, you know that. It’s Gary. He doesn’t know
what to do with her.

Sheila I don’t know what to do with her. I don’t want her any
more.

Ellen What?

Sheila You heard what I said.

Ellen You don’t mean it.

Sheila I don’t know what to do with her.

Ellen They’ll help you.

Sheila Who?

Ellen The doctors, social workers . ..

Sheila How?

Ellen She goes to the day centre ...

Sheila And the rest of the time, I don’t know what to do with her.

Ellen You’ll get used to it. It’s early days yet. She’ll get better ... I
mean, she’ll improve, won’t she?

Sheila She won’t improve.

Ellen You’re strong, Sheila. You're just going through a bad
patch. You love her.

Sheila I love her, yes, I love her. I love her, I love her but I don’t
know what to do with her ... (She breaks down)

Cecily cries
Ellen Shh. Go to sleep, Cecily. Go to sleep, there’s a good girl.
Cecily goes to sleep almost straight away

Sheila I dream, you know. Cecily has an accident—motor-bike
crash and she’s brain-damaged. Permanently, the doctors say.
She’ll be like a tiny child with no control over her body. I pray to
God and promise everything I have and more—my life—if it
could only be the day before the accident. When I wake up, it is
the day before, and she’s her normal self, and the tears are
pouring down my face because I’'m so happy, you've no idea.
Only it’s still the dream, and I wake for real and the accident has
happened ... I have to keep on living through it, keep on ...
living through it ...

Ellen Do you want me to get some lunch?
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Sheila Yes please.
Ellen What?

Sheila looks at her

Is she still a vegetarian?

Sheila No.

Ellen Why not?

Sheila It doesn’t matter now, does it?

Ellen It does. Her principles still matter.

. Sheila Principles belong to a clear, undamaged brain. They are the
conclusion of logical thought. Cecily doesn’t think any more.

Ellen We ought to respect her views, that’s all.

Sheila She doesn’t have any views.

Ellen You don’t know that. They’re there, somewhere. Cecily,
what would you like to eat?

Cecily Fuck!

Ellen Stop it!

Cecily Fuck, fuck, fuck ... (She screams)

Sheila pushes Cecily out

The Lights change for a flashback sequence. Ellen has arrived at the
house and gets a book out of her bag, reading the title

Ellen Simple vegetarian meals.

There are voices outside and Sheila and Cecily (as she was before
the accident) talk as they enter

Sheila I don’t see why you can’t be careful—just check your
pockets before you put things out for the wash.

Cecily Oh Mum, it’s boring. Boring chores ...

Sheila It’s boring having no clean clothes. That’s a bent two p.
That could have rogered the drum. That could have cost a
fortune ...

Cecily But it didn’t roger the drum and it didn’t cost a fortune . . .

Sheila I can’t afford it.

Cecily Michael would have done it. He’s good with mechanical
things. Hi, Ellen.

Sheila So why didn’t he?

Cecily 'Cos you didn’t tell me the machine was broken.

Sheila Because you weren’t here. Just check your pockets, that’s
all I ask because I don’t see why I should do it!
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