SPILT MILK
by Glenn Alterman

Copyright © MMXIX by Glenn Alterman, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-61588-456-0

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright
Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval
systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. No
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Heuer Publishing LLC. Questions concerning
other rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change
without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your
producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is
given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice: Produced by special arrangement
with Heuer Publishing LLC.

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Heuer Publishing LLC.

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC
P.O. BOX 248 « CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 » FAX (319) 368-8011



2 SPILT MILK

SPILT MILK
by Glenn Alterman

SYNOPSIS: It's three in the morning. Edna Kaplan is sitting by the window
drinking tea. Her husband, Murry, wakes up and sees her sitting there. The

more he inquires why she's up so early, the more annoyed sheggets. Finally,

frustrated, Murry gets up, makes some tea for himself, returns and decides to

confront her. Secrets are revealed that may threaten their r

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female, 1 male)

EDNA KAPLAN (f) cvevveieeieceeieee Ithough at times
1 pain in the neck,
is byfature good hearted and
02 lines)
MURRY KAPLAN (m)......ccoeneene.. s. He is a hard

worker and a lovingly, devoted
sband to Edna. (102 lines)

DURATION: 15-20 minut
TIME: 4 A.M. on a wa,
SETTING: The Kaplan e bedroom apartment in the Flatbush section of

Brooklyn.
SOUND EFFECTS: ettle whistle.
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AT START: 4 A.M. a summer evening. EDNA is seated quietly in a
chair, drinking some tea, looking out the opened bedroom window.
The room is quiet, dark. Some early morning street noise. MURRY,
her husband, still in bed, wakes up, sees EDNA, watches her for a
couple of moments.

MURRY: (Softly.) What are you doin'?

EDNA: (Slightly startled, turning to MURRY.) Hm? Wha'2 Nothing.

MURRY: (Softly.) What do you mean, nothing?

EDNA: I'm sitting.

MURRY: | see your sitting, but what are you doin r there?

EDNA: (Slightly annoyed.) Nothing, sitting son sit by a
window by herself?

MURRY: (Turns a small lamp on by the bet
four in the morning.

EDNA: So?

MURRY: So what are you doin' up, wh matter?

EDNA: Nothing’s the matter! Leave me alone, turn off the light.

MURRY: (He doesn't.) What o7

EDNA: D'you mind, huh?!

myself?!
) |t like having tea?

MURRY: Fourin the mo
oW, go back to sleep.

EDNA: That's right!
MURRY: (Startin What are you kiddin' me?

if | have a quiet cup of tea by

how you don't feel good; your heart.

MURRY: My heart'll be fine.

EDNA: Murry, please!

MURRY: (Sitting up.) What are you carrying on about?!

EDNA: (A new tact, softly.) Please, just do me a favor, turn around,
go back to bed.
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MURRY: (Smiling, standing.) Why? I'm up, see? Up!

EDNA: (Exasperated.) DID YOU EVER?!!

MURRY: What's the matter with you?

EDNA: (Losing it.) Look at this man! Look how he don't leave me
alone! Never!! For over fifty years, s'always Murry here, Murry
there! Everytime | turn around—you’re there. Murry-Murry-Murry!
Behind me, on top of me! S'like clockwork how you haunt me! |
can't BREATHE without you always on top of
NOW GO BACK TO BED SO | CAN BREATHE!!

MURRY: (After a beat, softly.) Is the kettle still h

EDNA: What?!

MURRY: The water in the kettle, is it still ho

EDNA: (Exhausted.) | don't know.

MURRY: You're very nervous lately Edna that?

EDNA: You, you make me nervous! You make me a nervous wreck
in a snake pit!

MURRY: Couldn't the doctor give yo thing? Go take some
aspirin or something.

EDNA: Go to hell!

MURRY: (Starts to go to the

kitchem.) Did'cha eat all the donuts?
ing.) Ed-na?

e me any?
yourself!

the Catskills! (Turns back towards the window, looks
and takes a sip of her tea.)

(EDNA doesn't respond, a little louder.) Edna, where are they?
EDNA: (Calling to MURRY.) Who?!
MURRY: (Calling.) The donuts, where'd you hide 'em?
EDNA: They're there! Open your eyes, look!
MURRY: (A beat.) Where?
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EDNA: (Becoming agitated again.) Think Einstein, where would
donuts be?!

MURRY: (A beat, softer.) | can't find 'em. (Then, calling.) Ed-na.

EDNA: (Slams her cup of tea on the window sill.) GOD DAMN IT!
LOOK HOW | CAN'T...! (Stomps into the kitchen, yelling.) What
are you a stranger here?! You can't find donuts now?!

MURRY: (Inside the kitchen.) | looked.

EDNA: (Inside the kitchen.) HERE! RIGHT HERE, S !

MURRY: (Softly.) Oh, there they are.

EDNA: Right in front of your eyes! HERE'S GOD-DAMN
DONUTS! (The sound of a box of donut ming on the
counter.)

MURRY: (Softly.) Thank you.

EDNA: (Entering the bedroom, still in a ra s helpless! Can't

find a thing by himself! If | weren'tfhere, he'd starve! A crippled,
blind person, can find things betteg. How [Ong he's lived and the
man can't find a god-damned box uts in his own house!
Imagine, a donut! (Sits back#at the window, grabs her cup of tea
spills some on herself.) D

MURRY slowly walks bag
looks at EDNA. She sco

bedroom, a donut on a plate. He

EDNA: A plate! h use a plate?! Napkins weren't good
enough?! More es | gotta wash?!

MURRY: (Losing it.) T UP ALREADY! Stop with your yelling!
You stariif®togsound like a fish wife! Look, | don't know what's

| did, but | don’t. But whatever it is, don't take it

ot-in-the-mood. S’too early for this crap! Just

resumes drinking what's left of her tea. MURRY sits on the edge of
the bed. The room is quiet. The only sounds we hear are some early
morning street noise, perhaps a car passing. MURRY takes a couple
of bites of his donut, watches EDNA. Then softly...
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MURRY: So now, calmly, tell me, what is it? What's wrong? (EDNA
ignores him. Then sweetly, cooing.) Ed-na. (EDNA doesn’t
respond. Even more playfully.) Eeed-na.

EDNA: (Not turning around, but softly.) What?

MURRY: I'm talking to you.

EDNA: (Giving in a little, a softer edge.) Eat'cha donut. And don't

make me no crumbs on the bed. !
MURRY takes a few more bites of his donut while ching Rer. The
room is quiet again.
MURRY: Did ya see your sister today?

EDNA: (Not turning.) Martha? Of course |
MURRY: How is she?

EDNA: (Quickly turning to him.) ow is she?! What kina...?!
(Stopping herself, then.) Don't ask.
MURRY: Tell me.

EDNA: The same. Same as always. Same as yesterday, day before.
No better, no worse. Just p at the ceiling. Lies there in that
hospital bed an’ talks... Talks to n't know who. Angels on the
ceiling or something e hell knows who she talks to
anymore. Who can ¢ erstand her? Just babbles like a
baby. Maybe she' who knows, gettin' ready to go. Just
talks an' talks in_li alk. A conversation to nobody, thin air.

"Come on Edna, let's go shopping!" And we'd grab our bags and
run downtown like we used to. But was just a look. Meant nothin’
at all.

MURRY: What does the doctor say?
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EDNA: Usually he never says anything. But today he did. Touched
me on the shoulder while | was sitting there. Said, "Soon, Edna".
S’all he said; “Soon.” ...Remember how stunning she was?

MURRY: Sure, some doll. Who could forget? Both a ya’s, knockouts.
Jean Harlow look-a-likes.

EDNA: (Slightly coy.) | don’t know about...

MURRY: You kiddin' me? All the guys on Dumont Avenug, whenever

you'd pass, they'd say, "Here they come. Here co orgeous
girls."

EDNA: They said that, really?

MURRY: All the time. | remember when you t e into Tommy
Ryans that day. How all them heads tur, i Queen had

entered.
EDNA: Who can remember?

MURRY: |do. Every guy did an aboutface, all of ‘em looking just at

you.

EDNA: Yeah? All | remember was h red | was. And how it
stunk in there. Old beer apd cigarettes. Place needed a good
cleaning.

MURRY: Was a bar, Edna, what do want?

EDNA: My knees were as so scared.

MURRY: Scared or not take my eyes off a ya. You were
some beauty.

EDNA: Hm. What

h, like a watered down version of you.
't look like Jean Harlow now. She's all skin and

EDNA: You gotta ask?! She's my sister, what do you think! What
kina question...?! What am | supposed to do, desert her?!
MURRY: No, but...
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EDNA: (Getting herself worked up again.) Who else she got, huh?!
Who Murry, who?! Who else she got in this world? Neighbors?!
Nurses?! Who she got, except me?! What kina question's that to
ask?!

MURRY: | was just tryin'...

EDNA: Well just stop, okay?! | know how you feel about her. S'no
secret you never liked her.

MURRY: Who says?

EDNA: (Looking directly at him.) MUR-RY!

MURRY: What?!

EDNA: Just stop!

MURRY: Stop what?! (Louder.) Don't put wor@

EDNA: (Indicating the opened window.) S @
got neighbors, y'know! (Loudly whispering >
finger to help her, huh?! You ever vi

MURRY: Hey, | gotta business to run{Gotta put food on this table.

EDNA: MUR-RY! | know how you feel, s did.

MURRY: What are you...?

EDNA: Stop your acting! | kn rything.

MURRY: What, everything, what are'you talkin' about?

EDNA: (Looks at MURR ha told me. (Turns and looks out the
window again.)
MURRY: Told you wi

WHAT DID SH N

EDNA: (Slammin e window down, loudly whispering.) Will you

stop your yelling?!

outh!
your yellin'! We
ver once lifted a

y?! Forget about it.
me your nothing, forget about it! What?!

EDN at'eha donut.
MURR s the plate on the bed, rushes over to her.) What did
Ma ?!

EDNA: What's the difference? S'ancient history.

MURRY: | want to know!

EDNA: You wanna know?!

MURRY: Yeah!

EDNA: Alright, was that time at Rosemonts, okay?

MURRY: Rosemonts? Rosemonts gotta be, what, forty years ago?
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EDNA: So?

MURRY: So what happened there?

EDNA: Ya don’t remember?

MURRY: Remember what?! | don’t remember what happened in my
store yesterday. How am | supposed to remember what happened
in some bungalow colony, over forty years ago?

EDNA: Well I do, | remember. !
SFX: tea kettle whistles in the kitchen.

EDNA: Go get'cha tea.

MURRY: What...?

EDNA: Go get'cha tea!

MURRY: (Storming off.) Jesus!

EDNA watches him leave. She anxio takes)a sip of her tea, looks
out the window. MURRY comes rushin carrying his tea.

EDNA: (Turning, looking at .) Did you put the tea bags back?
MURRY: S'all put away! Now what Martha tell you happened up
there at Rosemonts?
EDNA: We were startin
in the kitchen mak
MURRY: (Rushin

Herbie was settin' the table, | was
potato pancakes,...
Yeah, yeah!

MURRY: And just what did your sister Martha say?
EDNA: You know exact...
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