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Dedicated to Brian Siberell and James Bagley.

Who I believe would eat me almost last.



I'LL EAT YOU LAST: A CHAT WITH SUE MENGERS was
originally produced on Broadway at the Booth Theatre by Graydon
Carter, Arielle Tepper Madover, James L. Nederlander, The Shubert
Organization, Terry Allen Kramer, Stephanie P. McClelland, Jeffrey
Finn, Ruth Hendel, Larry Magid, Jon B. Platt, and Scott & Brian
Zeilinger. 101 Productions was the general manager.

IPLL EAT YOU LAST: A CHAT WITH SUE MENGERS opened
on Broadway on April 24, 2013. It was directed by Joe Mantello;
the set design was by Scott Pask; the costume design was by Ann
Roth; the lighting design was by Hugh Vanstone; and the sound
design was by Fitz Patton. Sue Mengers was played by Bette Midler.



CHARACTERS

SUE MENGERS

PLACE
The living room of Sue Mengers’ Beverly Hills home.
TIME

1981

This play should be performed without an intermission.

Warning: This play contains profanity, smoking, alcohol
consumption, drug use, and gossip.
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A song like “Stoney End” by Barbra Streisand is heard. *
Curtain up to reveal ...

The living room of Sue Mengers' Beverly Hills house ... Pale
colors, pale flowers ... Tasteful and designed.

Sue Mengers relaxes comfortably on her luxurious sofa. She
wears one of her signature caftans and wire-rim glasses. There’s
a coffee table before her with a dish of chocolates, an ashtray,
and some objets d art.

She smokes, constantly.

She looks at the audience, a gaze at once baleful and mischievous.
And always theres the wicked sparkle.

The song fades.

Beat.

SUE. I'm not getting up ... It’s my house, you get up. Only don’t.
I just had the carpet cleaned for the party. Don't take offense, the
carpet is for the guests tonight. You will be long gone by then. Oh
yes, long gone and back to El Segundo or wherever you hail from,
by way of too many freeways 'm sure. Poor lambs, 'm weeping for
you already. It’s a big night at Chez Sue. Jack and Angelica are coming

* See Special Note on Songs and Recording on copyright page.
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by, and Warren, and Elton John of course. Elton’s the easiest dinner
guest ever: He'll eat anything but pussy.

So forgive me for not getting up. Think of me as that caterpillar
from Alice in Wonderland; the one with the hash pipe. He didn*
need to get up. He could sit there and look out over his domain and
torment that little brat. He was a smartass for sure, but he had some
brio. Lemme tell you, all that worm needed was a three-line phone
and he could have been the best agent in Wonderland ... Yes, you
notice the phone.

There’s a phone on the table next to her.

Now it’s not my normal practice to have a phone in the living
room. I think it’s rude to be in the middle of some fascinating
conversation with a starlet about which plum role she’s trying to
land — meaning, which director she’s trying to screw to land said
plum — and all of a sudden the phone rings, and before you know
it you're embroiled with the travails of a client. Movie stars never
have problems; they only have travails ... So the phone is usually
banished to other parts of the house. But tonight I'm expecting an
important call ... Yes, you all know, The Call.

We might as well talk about the elephant in the room.

A glance to the audience: I dare you.

I'm on the edge of my seat, metaphorically speaking, for the
call that will bring the dulcet tones of Ms. Streisand to my ears. It
will come when it will come, Barbra-time being elastic and elliptical.
I’ll let it ring twice or even three times if I'm feeling cheeky, and
then we'll dish. 1 love a dish with Barbra. She who came up with
me. She who is my good right arm. She who is me if I'd had any
talent. She of the nails and the voice and now the perm, which we will
not discuss. She who fired me today.

No, to be accurate, her lawyers fired me. Her microstate of
serious Jews who joined arms and bottle-danced their way to the
speaker-phone and pressed my button ... Speaker-phone, what a
villainous invention. All the intimacy of a proper phone call gone.
All the purring seduction of setting the phone on the pillow next to
you replaced by “What? Who said that? Which kike am I talking

to?” ... I had one of those new car phones installed once. Size of
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For more than 20 years, Sue Mengers’ clients were the biggest names in show
business: Barbra Streisand, Faye Dunaway, Burt Reynolds, Ali MacGraw,
Gene Hackman, Cher, Candice Bergen, Ryan O’Neal, Nick Nolte, Mike
Nichols, Gore Vidal, Bob Fosse ... If her clients were the talk of the town,
she was the town, and her dinner parties were the envy of Hollywood. Now,
you're invited into her glamorous Beverly Hills home for an evening of dish,
dirty secrets, and all the inside showbiz details only Sue can tell you.

A delectable soufflé of a solo show ... The tightly closed doors of the Beverly Hills
aerie in which Mengers held court are being thrown open, and for the price of a
ticket we all get to feel a little twinkly for a night. Its a heady sensation, thanks
to the buoyant, witty writing of Mr. Logan ... 7 —The New York Times

As famously abrasive as she could be, its impossible to believe the late Mengers
wouldn’t have puckered up for John Logan’s big wet kiss, 'LL EAT YOU LAST ...
The single-character piece is exactly what it advertises — 80 irresistible minutes
of primo tinseltown dish from a certified master chef.”

—The Hollywood Reporter
“Wickedly entertaining ... [filled] with killer quips and hysterical set pieces.”
—New York Post
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