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THE BEST OF HANK AND RITA 

Lights of a performance stage are low. There are two microphone stands, two stools -- a 

stage ready to be occupied by a duo. A recording, loud, of Elvis Presley's "Rubber-

neckin" plays in its entirety, like an overture.  When the song ends, We hear Rita’s voice 

overhead: 

 

RITA (V.O): 

Dear Hank. 
 
This is the hardest thing I’ve ever done. But now I’ve started and I’m not going to stop.  
 
I’ve thought about all this for years, Hank, but I’ve never written it down, I guess be-
cause I didn’t want to see. I didn’t want to read that story, the real story of us. Of this. Of 
everything besides our music. And Hank, that doesn’t amount to much.  
 
I always knew that if I sat down to write you a letter, not a song, not a quote for some lit-
tle ragtag magazine, but a real letter from me to you — I knew it would be all over. I 
knew that I’d play our next show, I’d give myself that gift of one last good time with you, 
and then I’d walk away. 
 
I’m getting older, Hank, we both are. And the venues are getting smaller. And the hotels 
we can afford now don’t even have a kitchenette. And Hank, for a while that was ro-
mance, but I can’t do it any more. I want to spend at least some nights in a place with a 
stove. I don’t need somebody else’s arms around me, but I can’t do any more time with 
man who doesn’t smile at me like he smiles out at the small crowd in some small-town 
bar.   
 
For the longest time, I thought the music could hold us together. Even when we fought, 
and drank, and you got caught, and I got so angry ... it was rough off stage, but damn if 
we didn’t have the music, every night, every night a few good hours of trust. And magic. 
I believed that would be enough. I was proud of it and I thought it would take us farther 
than it has, in a lot of ways. 
 
It didn’t take us very far on the charts, for starters. And I’m not proud to say this, but part 
of me resents you for that. I know you thought those tabloid headlines were funny. I 
think it even felt good to you to be that kind of famous, like a quick cheap high. It didn’t 
get me high, it just made me see what we didn’t have. 
I am really writing this now, Hank, and that makes tonight our last show. And I need that 
gift of one last good time. You’ve always been sweet to me onstage and maybe this 
is my cheap high but I need that to be the last thing before I walk away. And I hope in 
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some way, maybe with some other woman’s help, you can understand that I needed to 
do it like this for me. For us. 
 
I know that right after the show you’ll head back to the room to freshen up before you hit 
the town. So I’m leaving this here. The show is over and I’m gone, and you can do what 
you want with the night. I know you, Hank, and you’re good at looking for happiness, 
and I hope you find a kind you can stick with, someday. There’s good in you. And I tried 
to pull it out. But your eyes were only for the crowd. Maybe someday you’ll set your 
sights higher than that. Life’s short, and it’s only music, Hank. It’s only music. 
 
With love, 
Rita 
 
 
(Still in the dark, comedian DANNY VEE walks onto the stage, microphone in hand. He 
is mixed drink in hand, mildly cynical/jaded type…he is slow-paced, and clearly used to 
bombing.)  
 
 
DANNY VEE:  
 
Welcome to the show tonight, everyone. My name is Danny Vee, and it’s my pleasure to 
be here tonight opening the show for Hank and Rita! (He encourages applause). Hank 
and Rita, right here in our little tow. How many of you have been following these two 
since their start? I see a few hands. See, that’s the thing … loyalty. It’s all about loyalty 
with these two. Always has been. Oh, damn, that’s right: I’m not supposed to say ‘has-
been’ around Hank and Rita.  
 
But loyalty’s important, especially in music. Music. So much has happened in music 
over the past ten years. Music is on television now 24 hours if you want. Neil Young, my 
favorite rocker, has gone country. When did that happen? The Grateful Dead just re-
leased a song that’s under 20 minutes. Everything’s on its head, and it’s tough to keep 
up. And why bother? 
 
Me, I’m done caring. I’m retiring from it. After 15 good years of valiant bothering, I’m 
done trying to keep up.  Done with needing to be as up to speed as possible on every-
thing.  
 
You just get burned — sometimes literally. For instance: I had the first microwave oven 
in our neighborhood a few year ago, before everyone had one. Wow! A Microwave 
Oven! I read recently that today, in 1986, one in every ten households has a microwave 
oven. I was there when it was zero in ten, and I paid that early price, hundreds of dollars 
for this thing. Took it home. First things first, it weighed a hundred pounds and I live 
three stories up so (gives thumbs up) real convenient so far. 
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I managed to clear away room on my very small counter, got this gigantic box open and 
hoisted the microwave up there — pushing aside my trusty toaster like a first wife — 
and went about the exciting task of plugging it in. I turned it on to test it and all the lights 
in the apartment went out. Poof. All the power gone. I checked inside the thing expect-
ing to see, maybe, a groggy Boris Karloff. (To younger audience member) I’ll explain 
that one to you later. 
 
Eventually, I got it all set up, ready to roll. First thing I heat up — some oatmeal, I think 
— scalded my tongue. And whether it was the microwave or my traumatized tongue, 
everything that came out of that thing for as long as I had it tasted exactly the same. 
Like scalding, hot, shit. 
 
Then, my bank account broke and my tongue sore, I woke one night up in a cold sweat 
realizing I spent $500 in order to have bacon ready in two minutes instead of 10. Like 
those eight minutes were all that were standing between me and Enlightenment.  
 
I’m smarter now, but not by much. Finally got the Rubick's Cube figured out after mess-
ing around with that for a few years. You spend any time with this thing? It’s a block, 
looks innocent enough, you twist it around to get the colors all together on each side?  
My nephew handed to me about five years ago. The little prick.  
 
It took me hours, days, years to realize that the goal with this thing is to kill whatever 
confidence you had. It offers a variety of ways to confirm you’re an idiot. That you have 
no functioning brain, let alone problem-solving skills. Every move you make with this 
thing it just makes matters worse. I don’t know which East German war criminal got this 
in our hands, but we should give it back soon. AND — talk about why bother! Should 
you by some miracle actually get all the colors lined up where they’re supposed to be on 
all sides of the block — now what? What was the point? It’s not a puzzle. You can at 
least look at a puzzle. The best you can do with this is show off a little IF somebody 
sees you do it. Otherwise, how can you prove you did it? By doing it again? Bullshit. I 
won’t do it. 
 
Actually, I did feel a little smart. Found a way to recover. I put the Rubick’s cube IN the 
microwave. Set the dial on hot and let her go: Melt, Melt, Melt. Very, very satisfying. 
 
And, interesting thing about the melted cube: Tasted like bacon. 
 
So I’m gonna let you go here soon. I can tell by the ol’ clock on the wall and by a frantic 
road manager— that it’s time for me to shut up and get moving. And that’s fine, really. 
Because there’s nothing more rewarding as a professional than to come out and per-
form for a group of people who are actually waiting for somebody else.  
 
(Chuckles) There’s a career for you kids. If I were a company and had my own slogan it 
would be ‘Danny Vee. Don’t Worry, He’ll be Leaving Soon.” 
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Besides, I’ll be here next weekend because, well, I’m here every weekend, but next 
weekend it’s the, uh… (reads verbatim off notecard) ‘1986 Rock ’n’ Roll Heavy Metal 
Shootout. Watch four local bands rock it out for a chance to advance to the national bat-
tle of the bands, a chance to win $5000 and an opening slot for LA’s newest hottest 
stars of the stage: Motley Crue.’ What kind of name is that? And they don’t even deliver 
on the name – they wear make up! That’s not motley. Don’t they have dictionaries in 
schools anymore?   
 
(Grimaces, guilt-like) Ugh. I suppose I’ll get in trouble for that one, too.  OK. I have to re-
member, if you can’t say anything nice …. you’re probably talking about Hank and Rita.  
 
I’m sorry, we should be happy right? An act like Hank and Rita makes it to our town! 
That doesn’t mean they’re hitting rock bottom. It means we’re on the kind of roll that can 
only mean one thing: Someday we might get a Hardees. 
 
Don’t get me wrong, I was a fan. A big fan! Been a fan since that record of theirs— yes, 
THAT RECORD (eye roll) — “The First Time You Said I Love You,” that song you 
couldn’t escape on the radio — all summer long. It was drilled into our heads all through 
that energy crisis, except it didn’t strike oil, it struck our nation’s inner reserves of sugar. 
Oh, god, and even President Ford loved them. Remember what he said, how he praised 
their “uplifting positive music for everyone in the family.” You’ll recall Ford also com-
plained a lot that year about noise pollution. I’d say a president who cannot see the ob-
vious connections did not deserve to be re-elected. 
 
I kid, of course. I mean, Jesus, we all sang along to that song. And we’re here today be-
cause we still love them, right? Because no pop act in their time or ever since had such 
a fast trip from the top of the pop charts to the bottom of the gossip magazine rack. 
They sing about how their ‘home is on the road’ but it seemed a lot more like page 2 
and 3 of the National Enquirer. Wasn’t it wonderful, getting to see who Hank got caught 
with and then a few months later who his celebrity sober buddy was. What a world to 
live in, getting arrested in Tanya Tucker’s basement and then golfing with Alice Cooper. 
Fun to watch over ten years, and that’s ten years of still going out there and playing to 
people. Ten years of singing “The First Time You Said I Love You.” 
 
(Leans forward): How do you still sing that? How does Rita manage to keep that nice 
smile that she does? You know she wants to sing something like “The First time you 
said ‘She’s just in here for an autograph.’ 
 
Why stay with anything these days, and why bother? Right? Well, lucky for us, though, 
they’ve kept it together and the music continues. It continues tonight it gives me a thrill 
— it might be cheap but it’s still a thrill — the two, the only, Hank and Rita. 
 
(Rita enters the stage, followed by Hank. They get mikes adjusted and begin with an up-
beat guitar intro. As they sing, there’s a comfort here. Clearly.) 
 

The First Time You Said I Love You 
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The first time that I saw you I was pushing my car home. 

You were at the parts shop counter, shouldering the phone 
I knew right then the quiet life would end for me somehow 

You looked away but I could see us standing here right now 
 

Her: I may not know the order but you put on quite a show 
Steve McQueen and Superman, points and plugs and chrome 

I wish I held the details of everything we do 
But the fastest things in my life are the ones when I’m with you 

 
 

So much to remember/I can feel myself forget  
Names and dates and places and poetry we read 
You still give me so much that memories fall away 

But the first time you said I love you stays with me every day. 
 

Where was the place we stayed up late  
right through new years day 

And |coffee came with three refills 
The fourth you had to pay 

Funny how you keep some things 
and others fall on by 

It |looks like we don’t get to choose 
What we keep inside 

 
I know that when the fun goes down and loving starts to slow 

We’ll still have our music here to hang on till we go. 
And if I ever say to you this love of ours is wrong 

Don’t be blue because my dear ... It’s just another song. 
 

The first time I said I love you 
I felt so good inside 

I saw rainbows in the Penzoil and heard Elvis in the sky 
But it was at the Shell on Sixth Street 

And gas was one-oh-five 
The first time you said I love you 

Was the last time that I cried. 
 

So much to remember/I can feel myself forget  
The sounds and shapes and places the poetry we read 

You still give me so much that memories fall away 
But the first time you said I love you stays with me every day. 

The first time you said I love you stays with me every day 
The first time you said I love you stays with me every day. 
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Audience responds. 

HANK: Thank you! Alright. Thank you very much, and hey there, Mankato. It is good to 
meet you! So very nice to be here. Tell you what, we’ve been all over the world for 
many years but this is the first time we’ve been here, in (recites the town again, like try-
ing the name on for size) Man-kay-toe Minnesota. What a place. I tell you what, you 
know how to make a guy feel welcome. Last night we pulled in -- we're staying in the 
hotel upstairs -- and I went out to hear some music at the Blazer Lounge. Nice place. 
Group of fellas up there playing called themselves The City Mouse! They were nice 
enough to do a Hank and Rita song, as a matter of fact. Had me come up there and 
sing with 'em, it was a blast. (To Rita) You should have been there. You all should have 
been there, but the great thing is you're here tonight and we appreciate that. (To Rita) 
And I'm glad you're here too. 

You know, I got asked last night -- and I love this question -- 'where are you living these 
days?' And my answer is always the same: "Right here!" That's right. The way we look 
at it, wherever we're playing is our home and tonight, you're our home and it's always 
good to be with friends and family. 

That’s what this song is about. As you probably know, our home is the road and it 
changes scenery all the time, but it’s the home we chose and we love it because, well, 
because we get to have so many people live so near to us. It’s a little love song to the 
road that WILL be bringing us back to Mankato, Minnesota. Here we go. 

 

 
 
 

WITHOUT A HOME 
 

The grass outside our window grows nice and green 
The water in our pool is always warm and clean 
The newspaper in the morning lands at our door 

Neighbors mind their business 
Who could ask for more. 

 
We go to work together, a night shift usually 

By the time we let ourselves unwind it’s somewhere around three 
We kiss goodnight, close our eyes lay our weary heads down 

When we wake we grab our bags 
And hit another town. 

 
CHORUS 

On the road together 
Each stop a different view 

Oh, I can live without a home 
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but not without you. 
The dumps, the dives the opera halls 

Room service blues 
I don’t make much but I got it made 

Makin’ music with you 
 

Her: Hot coffee on the nightstand/breakfast down the hall 
Little things that make me feel/we really have it all 

Him: Some will say we’ve lost our way / some pray for our souls…........... 
But all we’ve done is find the place/they all want to go 

 
The grass outside our window grows nice and green 

The water in our pool is always warm and clean 
The newspaper in the morning lands at our door 

Neighbors mind their business 
Who could ask for more. 

 
Her: As long as we’re together, the road can be a home 
But maybe we could stay and do the rock without the roll 
Him: Buy a place, make our meals and garden every day 
Let’s talk about that next year tonight it’s time to play 

 
 

Pull into Chicago 
Play a day or two 

Wake up in Nashville 
Hello Kalamazoo 

You pay for the pizza 
I’ll get the cab 

Anything we need tonight 
Put it on the tab 

 
Lalalalalalalalalalalal 

The dumps, the dives the opera halls 
Room service blues 

I don’t make much but I got it made 
Makin’ music with you 

 
 
 
 

(Hank walks back and takes some water) 
RITA: Thank you, all. That you very much. Like Hank said, it is real good to be here with 
you all. Everybody has been so good to us, not only in the nighttime but in the day time 
too. I met some good folks here today and, boy, tonight I can tell that we’ve got a crowd 
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with style. You all are just looking fine out there. I like your style, Mankato, I like your 
style indeed. What about you Hank? 
 
HANK: (Returning to the mike) What, sweetheart? 
 
RITA: I was saying I like the style out there, I like what I’m seeing. 
 
HANK. I tell you what I like, I like the fact that you all are still here now that we’ve done 
our two hits. It’s good to know we have friends here in Mankato, friends who had a hand 
in keeping us going after the Top 10. You bought the records and tonight, you’re having 
us in your town. We appreciate it so much. 
 
And hey as long as you’re so nice to stay around we’ll do a few more! I tell you we’ve 
written songs together, and some we’ve done individually. That last song, in fact, we 
wrote that together on the occasion of our fifth wedding anniversary. We wrote that in 
the Stardust Hotel in Las Vegas, Nevada. And I’m glad that song sold well because that 
Vegas trip didn’t work out as planned. I probably shouldn’t bring that up before doing a 
love song. 
 
This next tune, though, it’s all mine, and it’s about this woman here. You all know Rita. 
You know her music, her songwriting, her beautiful voice. And you know she works hard 
outside of music to help make the world a better place. You’ve seen her with Roslyn 
Carter working with UNICEF. You probably saw her just a few months ago on 60 
Minutes for her work with Women Against …. something or other.  
 
But I get to see her all day, every day. And the woman I am lucky enough to know is the 
kindest person I know. She’d take care of the world if she could. I know because I gave 
her a world of trouble and she took care of me. So I can testify she’s a sweet person, a 
forgiving person. She’s good to people, she’s good to animals and she’s the best friend 
you could ever have. 
 
But this song isn’t about any of that stuff. This song is simply about how unbelievably 
pretty she is. How about it folks? Isn’t she lovely tonight? So this is a song I knew I had 
in me since the day I met her but it took a while. I wrote this for her a little after the 1975 
Grammy Awards. We’d been nominated for, let’s see, best art direction on an album 
cover. We were at the ceremony and it was great and all. And we had gotten dressed 
and ready to go in the same room and everything, but it wasn’t until I looked across the 
room at her that I was shocked by just how beautiful she looked. I remember I was hav-
ing a drink and talking with Mac Davis and I looked over and saw Rita standing there in 
this black dress and it was just unbelievable. It was a black dress, but it had these spar-
kles in it. I was floored, and I felt that night, and every night since, like I’m the luckiest 
guy in the world.  
 
So the name of this song is On You. And I would only add that if that album cover of 
ours looked half as nice as you look tonight, let’s just say Olivia Newton-John would 
have one less trophy in her case. 
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ON YOU 
 
 

On you there’s a silk dress tonight 
A little sparkle when the light’s just right 
You take my hand and the dance begins 

The orchestra swells on cue 
   And every eye in this room is on you. 

 
 

On you there’s a nice way of swaying  
Who can help but watch you move in time 

And not get lost in thinking of 
what it’s like to win your love and  

be the man whose hand is on you. 
 

CHORUS 
 

There’s no end of wonder in this world 
Above the skies, inside the slightest pearl 

Heaven’s wonders are everywhere 
But they’re nothing when you’re standing there 
I swear the sun was made just to shine on you 

 
 

On you there’s a question in your eyes 
Cuz an old friend said hello by surprise 

And yes I loved her long ago  
And there were others, God I know 

But none of them had anything on you. 
 

INSTRUMENTAL 
 

CHORUS  
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RITA: (At audience) Thank you Hank. That’s always been the sweetest song. And a 
pretty one at that! Moving along, I’d like to do a song I wrote just recently about the best 
vehicle I drove in a long time. This is called Ford Bronco II. 
 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: No Mistake! 
 
RITA: I’m sorry — what’s no mistake? 
 
AUDIENCE MEMBER:  Could you play No Mistake. Please! 
 
RITA: Oh, my… heh….you folks ARE dedicated. That’s a very old one and we don’t do 
that one any more. We haven’t done that in years.  
 
AUDIENCE MEMBER: No Mistake! 
 
RITA: (Stammers. So far it’s been the “last show” she wanted, now it’s going to be ru-
ined if she has to do THIS song. Rita loses the smile and stammers and fake-cheerfully 
says no to No Mistake.) I’m sorry sweetheart. It’s real flattering you remember that 
song, but I guess it shows our age cuz I don’t remember how it goes and I’m sure Hank 
doesn’t either.  
 
HANK: (Clearly trying to remember the song, he strums the chords to the chorus on his 
guitar). I remember it … (Perks up) Yeah, I remember it. Let’s give it a try. (AUDIENCE 
MEMBER cheers) Heck, I would love to do this song .., this is a song Rita wrote and I 
would listen to it, play it to myself a lot back in those days of … that time I like to call the 
“sad days of bad times.” Everyone here’s too young to remember of course, but we had 
our share of … squabbles. And when I was really at my lowest and everybody was say-
ing Rita should take a hike from ol’ Hank -- the disc jockeys, the music writers in all the 
magazines – Rona Barret, even – they were all lining up against me and it hurt a lot. I 
had two things going for me at the time, I had some cards and letters from some of you 
folks and I love you for it. And I had this song, which (To Rita) you wrote, and I love you 
for it. Yeah, in those troubled times I’d pull this song out a lot, this song she wrote for 
me. It is a beautiful song and it saved me and I will join our friend in the audience and 
request it from you. What do you say? Let’s give it a shot.  
(Hank strums the song. Rita looks pained at first, then resigned to do the song. From 
behind the microphone, Hank says to Rita): 
 
HANK: Then we’ll do a song you wanna do. 
 
(Realizing it’s too awkward to NOT do the song now that Hank is strumming the opening 
chords, Rita relents and begins singing). 
 

 
NO MISTAKE 

I might have let you hurt me 
Too many times before 
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And I know it was only me that 
Forced you out that door 

And I might be the crazy one 
to think we’ll see this through 

But I made no mistake 
I made no mistake 
I made no mistake 

in loving you. 
 

Everybody means well 
I shouldn’t be surprised 

When even some old lovers say 
These days are slipping by 

They remind me of your crimes and nights I cried a flood of blue 
But I made no mistake 

I made no mistake 
I made no mistake in loving you 

 
Bridge: 

For giving me a fight  
And showing me your tears 

For giving us a lifetime 
in just a few short years 

I’m proud to hold your hand when you have a hand to give 
This love life ain’t perfect 
But it’s how I want to live 

 
(Instrumental for first half of verse) 

 
And maybe when it all goes down 

I’ll seem the biggest fool 
But I made no mistake 

I made no mistake 
I made no mistake  

 in loving you 
 
 
(Audience applauds. Rita looks torn and sad. Hank is beaming and leans in to kiss the 

side of her face).  

HANK: Thank you. (Turns to Rita) And thank you. That was beautiful. We should talk 

about playing that one some more. But now, getting back to the songs we’re supposed 

to play. This is a song we were honored to play along with Chet Atkins on our “Just 

Here for the Party” album. This is called “Saigon Dance.” This one came about when --  
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RITA: (Interrupting) You know, Hank, I, uh, I have a request of my own. You did say I 

get a request, right? Well, if you all remember “No Mistake” you’ll remember this song 

from the same album as that very sweet, very hopeful, very trusting song. It’s a song I 

wrote just three months later. Three months. I’m sure Hank remembers that one, too. 

HANK: Ugh. (SMILES BIG TO THE AUDIENCE) Nope!  

RITA: Y’all remember Lie? You want to hear Lie? 

HANK: (Grins sheepishly. His turn to feel awkward) Well, it’s an upbeat song. But al-

right. I got my request. You get yours. A deal is a deal, I guess. And you know, folks, 

sometimes all you need for a good song is a fun rhythm and the words aren’t so im-

portant. Here’s an upbeat one. I’ll give it that. 

RITA: Just play the song, Hank. 

HANK: Well, (struggles for words) a deal’s a deal. 

LIE 
 

Tell me once again how much you love me 
tell me once again how much you cried 

tell me everything cuz it’s so entertaining 
cuz i can never tell when you  

Lie, Lie, Lie 

Tell that your prowlin’ nights are over 
Tell me that your demon days are gone 

Tell me your old slippery ways got nothing on our love today 
Cuz it gets so amusing when you 

Lie, lie, like 

You're gonna swear you didn't mean to make me cry 
I’m goinna think about one more time 

maybe you’ll be with me true 
maybe I’ll be happy too 
maybe I will simply learn 

Lie, lie, lie 

Tell me what’s around your corner baby 
Tell me bout the next thing on your mind 

Tell me bout they way that you don’t need to change 
Cuz it’s gets so amusing when you 

Lie, lie, like 
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Take me to the time when we had long nights 
Take me to the days that followed through 

Take me to months and years that came before the blood and tears 
Then take me to the bed where we would 

Lie, lie, lie. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

HANK: OK. Thank you everyone. My. (To Rita) You feel better now? 

RITA: Yes, I do. 

HANK: Wow. OK. Great..Well now… Getting back to that song with Chet Atkins. We 

were honored…. um,…(stammering, a little distracted).…no, you know,  I uh, I feel like 

the last song, I feel like it deserves a response, an equal time provision. Now, yes, that 

that song is about lies. Let me tell you this about lies. They happen. They … they come 

about when you think there’s no answer in sight. When you muck things up so poorly 

that there’s no right thing to say, no right thing to do. You panic, and you lie. It happens 

and we’ve probably all been there. Maybe you’re in the middle of one right now.  

Let me offer you — at no additional charge, ladies and gentlemen — a simple, easy way 

to get out of those impossible situations next time they come up. Before you let lies 

open the door for a lot of tears and yelling and screaming. Would you like to know how 

to get out of those? Would you? (Pauses — smiles). Apologize.  

At least that’s what I I tried doing in this song that I’d like to play. Rita, sweetheart, sing 

the chorus with me, if you would. 

Words You’ll Never Hear Again. 
 

Now I’ve torn up these hills 
I’ve buried my guns 

The rain has washed me to your door 
And you say you don’t know me 

But you used to love me and 
we both have been here before. 

 
Here where I told you 
I could live without you 

Here where I said you should pray 
But it’s been so long and 

Those words were all wrong 
and I’ve come here to take them away 

 
Put them back 
Make them go 
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Put them back 
I miss you so 

Put them back 
just like pretend 

Words you’ll never hear again 
 

When we were young 
You said all you want 

was to laugh out loud once in a while 
Now it hurts to see 

that memories of me 
Kill even the chance of a smile 

 
 
 

So what can I tell you 
if my words have hurt you 

How can i ever make it clear 
That my pride was down 

I’ll replace those words right now 
Every day from here 

 
Put them back 
Make them go 
Put them back 
I need you so 
Put them back 

just like pretend 
Words you’ll never hear again 

 
 

Open up your door 
Open up your heart 

One last time 
One last start 

 
 

HANK: Thank you. Thank you. That felt like a relief. Thank you folks, for indulging us on 

this little path down … Marriage Encounter Lane. We’re ready to get back to the show 

and back to one of the reasons we’re so happy to be here. (He grabs a CD that’s on the 

stage stool slightly to him) It’s to tell you about a new album of old favorites called The 

Best of Hank and Rita. It’s a collection we picked out of our favorite songs over the 

years. Yes, it has the hits, but it also has the songs that have meant a lot to us and 

songs that we hear from you folks, mean a lot to you, too. We’re very excited about it. 

And the best part is we’re selling it on a new format you may have read about, called 
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compact disc. These compact discs — CD’s, they’re called — are amazing. You can do 

your worst with these things …. 

 

(Rita flinches) 

 

…drop ‘em, toss ‘em, scratch ‘em, step on ‘em, drive over ‘em in a gravel parking lot 

and forget about ‘em until next week and they are going to sound as good as when you 

first picked it up. Thirty years from now — in 2016 — they’re going to sound as good as 

they do today. Crystal clear. They’re like Rita — except she sounds better today than 

ever before. 

And it doesn’t just have our old favorites, it has a couple of new songs including this 

one, which is called — 

RITA: You know what, Hank? Given all that’s going on here, all this re-visiting the old 

hits, for lack of a better term, I’m kind of enjoying this. So I would like to call for another 

older one. I’d like us to do a tune I wrote. “About Me.” Let’s do that. 

HANK: (Confused) What song about you? 

RITA. The song “About Me.” You know it, Hank. Let’s do it. 

HANK: (Slightly thrown, and slightly irritated) Oh! Yes. “About Me.” Well, sure. We can 

do that. If we need to. I’d be happy to do this. This is a nice little ballad Rita wrote and, 

fortunately for us, Carly Simon put it on her Boys in the Trees album. Might have done 

better as a single if James Taylor was on it, but it nonetheless helped pay for a few 

tanks of gas, to be sure. And you know, Carly’s version had a lot of orchestration on it, a 

lot of lush strings and violins and such. But I always like Rita’s original version the best. 

Nice and simple. Like it’s no big deal. So here we go. 

ABOUT ME 

 

Have you ever come home from a bad day 
Hoping for arms open wide? 
Only to find the place empty  

Dinner for one, one more time? 

 
Ever wake up from a bad dream 
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And find you’re laying alone 
Drift off and wonder what keeps love 

So far away from our home? 
 

Well I can tell you that you never have 
And I can tell you’ll never be  

Worried that someday this love will be gone 
I wish I could say the same about me. 

 
Ever get looked at like you don’t  

Understand a single thing 
About what it takes to be a big man 

Burdened by your golden ring 
 

Well I can tell you that it feels wrong 
And I can tell you’ll never be 

Worried that someday our love will be gone 
I wish I could say the same about me. 

 
Ever look twice at somebody 

In a way that takes you by surprise 
Like everything you need to be free 

Is locked in that voice and those eyes. 
 

HANK: (To mostly the audience) Alright. Alright. That’s a cute song, hon. OK. Say, how 

about we get back to the show as planned? You all have been very patient during our 

therapy session up here. Good lord, I’m feeling like we either better shift gears or get 

Leo Buscaglia up here. Wait — is he the guy who wrote “Helter Skelter?” I guess it 

doesn’t matter — we could use both of ‘em pretty soon.  

So here’s an idea: Let’s do one together. One we wrote together. One that we wrote 

when we were in relatively good moods. And one that’s on the new “CD.” 

This next song, let me tell you about it. Last year we had the pleasure of touring with 

Cornelius, Keith and Chet — three of the Doobie Brothers — and we had such a good 

time. We saw that as an opportunity to reach some new people, maybe, and write a 

new tune or two and this is one of them. Ended up being one of our favorites. We wrote 

it together — those are always my favorites — and it gets back to that idea of life as a 

road.  Every single one of us is on one. And if we’re really lucky (looks at Rita) we get a 

traveling companion for some of it. Most of it. Maybe all of it. This is a tune that’s kind of 

a plea to that companion, I guess. Cuz some of those roads are real long, and you can 

get lost pretty easy. This just asks your traveling partner to uh, well, hang on. 

Let’s do it: 
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Long Road to Goodbye 
 

Bobby got called into the office  
Once again, the news was good 

You’re going full-time on the process line 
Welcome to the neighborhood 

 
That night Beth said she’d marry him 

They opened up the Tanqueray 
She walked down the aisle with a tear in her smile  

That never went away 
 

Take this love to the movies. 
Take this love to the beach. 

Take my heart to where the music takes you 
I promise I won’t skip a beat 

 
Take this love to the shelter 
Take this love another mile 

Just promise me darling you won’t take my love 
On another long road to goodbye 

On another long road to good bye. 
 

Betty remembers her outlaw 
Who called her mama when he drove her around 

Her raven black hair in the convertible wind whipped a sharp goodbye to that town 
First were the promises, second the war 

Their third year saw everything fall. 
Betty remembers not feeling a thing 
The first time she looked at that wall 

 
You held my hand and we stood there 

Ten years ago today 
Rocky and cocky and terrified 
and there’s more on the way 

Each night with you is a blessing 
And days with me are a pain 

Thank you for treating me honest 
Now let me do the same 

 
Take this love to the movies. 
Take this love to the beach. 

Take my heart to where the music takes you 
I promise I won’t skip a beat 
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Take this love to the shelter 
Take this love another mile 

Just promise me darling you won’t take my love 
On a long, long road to goodbye 

 On a long  long road to goodbye. 
 
 

Applause 
 
HANK: Thanks everyone, thank so much. That song. That gets me to thinking about a 
question I get asked a lot — in fact, I did an interview with your newspaper this morning. 
Had a real good talk with Tim DeMarce, your music reporter. Gave him a couple of tick-
ets to the show, where are ya, Tim? Where are ya sitting? (Silence). 
 
Well, anyway, Tim — I think his name was Tim — was asking about whether we felt un-
happy playing smaller places. It’s a fair question, but no, we don’t. We’re closer to you 
tonight than we would be at Madison Square Garden. We wouldn’t have even heard 
your request for that beautiful song of Rita’s. 
 
You know, in this business there’s so many people you have to impress in order to stay 
alive. And they have so little to do with why we make music in the first place. I think any 
problems I had along the way have been because I was paying attention to impressing 
the wrong people. But I’ve seen the light, ladies and gentlemen! And I tell you, the only 
people I want to impress are in this room tonight, that means you all and this beautiful 
woman next to me. And I doubt I’ve done it yet, but I’m still trying.  
 
(Dwells on a thought) That kind of reminds me, speaking of impressing the right people. 
Man, this is an old one ... (puts a capo on the guitar) … this is a song about impressing 
Rita. Or wanting to, anyway. I wrote this long, long ago when we were dating and I re-
member being so afraid she was basically getting ready to say goodbye. You know, you 
realize later you read the wrong signals into something. But at the time you’re freaking 
out and frightened. I thought I was losing her: Seemed the only way to maybe get her 
back — the only way to impress her — was write a song. Given that she was a country 
girl, I was hoping a sad, sad song might just win her over. 
 
(To Rita) You recognize this yet? 
 
RITA (Nodding with a nostalgic smile that can’t be helped) Yes. Oh my.  
 
HANK: So here, folks, here we examine the difference between happily trying to im-
press people and desperately trying to impress one girl. And STILL trying. 
 
 
 
 

BETWEEN US 
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Between the lines there was nothing left to wonder 
Without a word I heard it soft and clear 

How time was on our side if we could hold on 
And just behave like the poets that we were 

 
Between the miles  

That pushed out all around us 
And all whiskey bought to beat the fear 

You’d forget the words that were never really said 
I knew those nights of waiting drew us near 
I knew those nights of waiting drew us near 

 
Between the time we looked and saved each other 

To the ease in which you said you had to leave 
The quiet winters , buried deep 
summer rains, alone we’d sleep 

Between the two of us I still believe 
Between the two of us I still believe 

 
Maybe there’s a reason you’d come back here 

A big surprise to spring upon the town 
And if a twinge of sorrow falls upon you 

I hope you look me up instead of looking down 
I hope you look me up instead of looking down 

 
HANK: Thank you. Everyone you’ve been such a great audience for us, thank you so 
much for your support. It’s the kind of thing that keeps us rolling along. Keeps us goin’ 
no matter what, Rita and me. We’ve got a few more for you, but first can I get one more 
round of applause for this lovely woman up here? (Gestures toward Rita, who takes the 
applause gracefully. They love you, sweetheart! And Rita loves you all. So do I! And I 
love Rita, so….we have quite a romance going here. We have the makings of a nice 
threesome here. Ha! It’s too bad we don’t have any songs about threesomes. (laughs) 
But we do have a song I’d like to run by y’all. It’s on the CD and it’s about this great res-
taurant in Sheboygan Falls, Wisconsin. It’s called “Richard’s — 
 
RITA: Um, you know, Hank wasn’t completely honest about this. We actually do have a 
song about a threesome. We do. And it’s not the kind Hank is thinking about, but it is. It 
was a tune I experimented with for a while, a little solo project I tried on my own. 
(Hank’s body language is now stiff and tense) And it never really got off the ground, it 
never really went anywhere, but I remember it got Hank to pay attention, which was nice 
to have happen again. A very nice feeling, and I’d like to do it for you all. 
 
HANK looks at her a little bewildered.  
 
RITA: You know the song, Hank. The Man I Want Tonight. 
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(Hank momentarily looks hurt, insulted. But quickly puts on his game face).  
 
HANK: Ah. That’s right. Yeah. Your “solo project.” You want to do that song?  
 
RITA: Yeah. Let’s just play it. You remember it. 
 
HANK: Oh, I remember your solo project. I remember that just fine. It’s the song, on the 
other hand, that might take a second… (He finger-picks some chords, trying to remem-
ber. ) I didn't play on this, you'll remember. I’m not saying it’s a forgettable song. 
(Seems to remember it) OK. I think I got it. If it’s that important to you, yeah, let’s do it. 
Rita's solo project, folks. Sorry it didn't go too far for you. Is there anything you want to 
say about this one? 
 
RITA: Is there anything YOU want to say about this one? 
 
HANK: (To audience) Nah….Well…..I guess I will say you’re lucky Rona Barrett never 
wrote about your solo project.   

 
 
 

THE MAN I WANT TONIGHT 
 

When I’d get crazy he could calm ‘me down 
                        He’s the man who knew his way around 

When I was less than pretty 
He made me feel alright. 

He’s the man I want to see tonight. 
 
 

He’s the one who’d always take the blame 
If we ever had to cheat to win the game 

The wrong turns we all make 
he’d be the first to right 

He’s the man I want to see tonight. 
 

CHORUS: 
He’s the man I want to see tonight 

Taking my side in every fight 
Not a hero, not a legend,  

just the man who holds me tight 
That’s the man I want to see tonight 

 
[INSTRUMENTAL VERSE] 

 
BRIDGE:  

Cuz I’ve had time to live alone 
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and I’ve had time to breathe 
And I’ve had time to realize 

he’s the man I need 
 

CHORUS: 
He’s the man I want to see tonight 

Taking my side in every fight 
Not a hero, not a legend,  

just the man who holds me tight 
That’s the man I want to see tonight 

 
If he’s sitting somewhere in the dark 

If he wants to make a brand new start 
Tell him that it’s OK 

I know I’ve hurt him too 
Tell him he can find me next to you. 

 
 
RITA: Thank you.  
 
 
HANK: Yes, thank you, all of you. (Pauses, as if to shake off the bad vibe of that last 
one. He succeeds) You’ve been real good to us tonight, Mankato, especially putting up 
with us doing songs we really didn't quite intend on doing. So God bless you and thank 
you again. We do have time for one more and I'd like to indulge your kindness one more 
time with a song so new (laughs) even Rita hasn't heard it yet. 
 
(Rita looks confused - never in their career has he sprung a song on stage) 
 
I cobbled this tune together last night and this morning. I was inspired by that young 
band I saw last night. They were just on fire and the night was theirs. I mean, these 
kids, if they do stay together, they have a hell of a road ahead of them. Wild nights, 
quiet days, flat tires and Howard Johnson's. They're gonna fall in love and have money 
to burn and they're gonna get their heart broken and their checks bounce. But as long 
as they have the music, and each other, they have it all. 
 
(To Rita) I was thinking about us at that age, and everything we've been through -- hell 
and high water, for sure -- and how lucky I've been.to do what I love with the woman I 
love. To go so many places and hit so many highs and lows with not only my best friend 
but the love of my life.  
 
It's choking me up to even talk about it, but of all the songs I've written I think this one 
feels like the most important. It's in C, which I know Rita likes, and it has just one line for 
you, sweetheart. It's sort of a question, too, a proposal..... 
 

RITA: Hank, um, before we do that. I just … I’m a little taken back by what you just said. 
You called me the "love of your life” And that’s, um, that’s not something I’ve heard you 
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say before. And it brings to mind a song I wrote a long time ago about being the love of 
your life. And I think I’d rather do that song than one we’ve never done. (To the audi-
ence) Would you all like to hear a song about being this man’s one and only? 
 
To Hank: It’s a song called Don’t Let Me Stand In the Way. I'm sure you remember that 
one. 
 
HANK (Grins confidently) Ha. Oh, Don't Let Me Stand in the Way. You want to rile up 
that hot little song of yours?   
 
RITA: (Rita, a little thrown by his lack of hesitancy, seems also glad that he'll participate 
willingly) I do. I do want to do it. It's a good time song and we have always done those 
nice together. (To audience) It's how I think we should end it.  
 
HANK: Don't Let Me Stand in the Way?  
 
RITA: That's the one. Play it Hank. 
 
HANK: I'll be happy to turn that one on for you, sweetheart.  But we do my song after 
that. We END with my song. We got a deal? 
 
RITA: Play the song, Hank. Yes. Deal. Let’s play the song. 
 
HANK: OK. Deal. So Here’s a scolding I got a long time ago 
 
RITA: Two years. Two years ago. 
 
 

(DON’T LET ME STAND) IN THE WAY 
 

Does the woman who calls at midnight get to see you smile? 
Does she know which channels are on till dawn? 

Does she know before she knows it she’s out of style? 
Does she know that when the fun is up, she’s gone? 

 
If what you need from her is to feel young again 

And what you want from me is a holiday 
It’s a backward drive from old to new and 
the miles aren’t gonna look good on you 

But don’t let me stand in the way. 
 

Part of loving you was the mystery 
But solving it grew sadder every day 

Now I’m not playing anymore 
Take your clues and shut the door. 
And don’t let me stand in the way. 
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In the way of drying my final tear 

In the way of saying the fucks stop here 
In the way of finally feeling good. 
In the way of falling in real love  

With a man who makes me feel like I’m enough 
In the way you never could. 

 
I hope you’re not the only one she’s thinking of 

I hope she’s got somebody on her mind 
So every night when she shuts her eyes,  

And dreams up beautiful alibis 
You’ll be the fool this time. 

 
Long ago I used to hang around and fight 

And try to make a case for you to stay 
But now I feel just a little old  

To go riding down that dead end road 
But don’t let me stand in the way 

 
In the way of drying my final tear 

In the way of saying the fucks stop here 
In the way of finally feeling good. 
In the way of falling in real love  

With a man who makes me feel like I’m enough 
In the way you never could. 
In the way you never would. 

 
 
 
(As audience applauds, Hank and Rita appear as though they just had make-up sex. 
They’re giddy, fidgety and closer to each other than they have been all night. Hank is 
aglow and apparently eager for the night to end.) 
 
HANK: I’d like to thank everyone for coming out tonight. Did everybody have a good 
time. (applause). Thank you so much for a great evening — we have to get out of here 
(looks at Rita) soon. But I wanna end all this with this song that, like I said, I didn’t think 
I’d have the nerve to do since it’s so new. But tonight’s been a real different night for us, 
I think it’s safe to say, so in the spirit of anything-goes, I’d like to do this one for you. It’s 
a tune I started writing last night when I got back to the room, and my head was on fire 
with this song. Like I said, after seeing those young guys just starting out, and thinking 
about the lifetime we've had thus far, I wrote a tune about maybe, maybe getting out of 
their way. About settling down somewhere instead of on the road.  
 
(Rita looks pleased and a little surprised.) 
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So I finished the song this morning and didn’t think too much about it but it stayed with 
me, and a little bit before the show while the two of us talking with some fans — a little 
before Danny Vee went on, I think  — I decided aw, heck with it, I’m gonna give it a 
whirl and I went up into our room and grabbed the lyrics. While I was up there I saw that 
Rita had been working on something of her own.  
 
(Hank reaches into his vest pocket and pulls out Rita’s letter to him. Rita looks any com-
bination of shocked, worried, humiliated. Hank looks directly to her while addressing the 
audience) 
 
I gave her words a quick read and thought well, that’s some good material there. Real 
good for a first draft. I’m assuming it was a first draft. The thing with those, of course, is 
to just get it all on paper. All your thoughts. Come back a little later and decide what 
you’re going to keep, what you’re going to throw away. It’s how songs work and it’s what 
we’ve been doing for so long. It’s what we do for better or worse. 
 
So this song of mine (Hank removes the lyrics from his vest pocket) it’s about settling 
down. Moving aside and maybe writing songs just for each other, to be performed in the 
living room before supper. Something like that. It’s also a question, a question of 
whether that sounds good to you.  And I wrote out an easy part for you that just says 
you’ll agree, that says “I will.” (He extends his lyric sheet to her) Here. I pretty much 
know my part. 
 
This is for you, sweetheart. For us. All cards on the table. 
 
(As Hank plays the following song, Rita breaks into tears. Close to him, she whispers that he 
should please stop the song. Everything in the song’s lyrics appeals to her, and she responds 
with smiles and tears. She comes close to quietly begging Hank to stop the song and talk about 
this, later. Instead. But Hank plays with gentle, insistent confidence. He plays like his goal is in 
sight, and all he needs — all he needs to win this and her is for her to sing the line.) 
 

Fade With Me 

The two of us had it down tight 

with Johnny Red and blue songs every night 

For so long it’s given us 

something to do 

And allowed me to hang around with you. 

 

So let’s just say the best days are gone 

Let’s pretend that it won’t be long 

Till the places we play and the people who care 

Somehow someday aren’t there 

Will you fade into the background with me? 
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Hand in hand in anonymity 

Would you be OK if we just stopped and  

opened up some record shop 

could you fade into the background with me 

 

Will you take this man to be your lesser half 

Through boring nights and getting older fast 

Who’ll love you up to the end as his best, one and only friend 

Will you fade with this man to the end 

 

OK, here comes the vow part: 

 

Will you walk with me (Oh, I will) 

Will you live with me (Oh, I will) 

if we woke up and our game was gone 

And we were unneeded, unknown, undone. 

Will you stay with me (Oh, I will). 

 

HANK: OK, I know this is new, but you’re missing your cue, sweetheart. Please. 

PLEASE sing the line. 

 

Will you walk with me (………) 

Will you live with me (…….) 

As long as no one’s listening and we remain here still 

Will you fade with me (…….) 

 

HANK: (shouting): C’MON. It’s one FUCKING LINE!! 

(RITA is stunned — and they stand in silence and stillness for five to ten seconds. Rita, 

still broken up but firm, replaces her microphone in the stand. She stands looking 

straight at the audience. She speaks with a broken voice) 

RITA: Thank you. That’s it. That’s…That’s our show for tonight. Thank you. 
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HANK:  

(Rattled but as still. He tries saving face. 

Yeah, the end of the show. but let’s uh … let’s do an encore and get Rita back up here, 

huh? I know. We’ll do one of Rita’s songs. The one requested earlier. That oughta do it. 

It’s that song that means so much to me. (Pauses, begins playing “No Mistake.”) Come 

to think of it. I could have written this song. It’s a good one about us, you and me. Those 

of you still here. Those of you who’ve always been here. (Looks at the side of the stage 

one more time, then back to the audience) It’s your song now. 

 

I might have let you hurt me 
Too many times before 

And I know it was only me that 
Forced you out that door 

And I might be the crazy one 
to think we’ll see this through 

But I made no mistake 
I made no mistake 
I made no mistake 

in loving you. 
 

(Slow guitar) 
 

 

And maybe when it all goes down I’ll seem the biggest fool 
But I made no mistake 

I made no mistake 
I made no mistake in loving you. 

 

(HANK ends the song to whatever applause there is. He takes a nod of thanks, then be-

fore exiting gestures to the fan who requested the song earlier. To her he says: 

HANK: Thank you, Darlin, for the request. I appreciated it. I should give you something.  

(He grabs a CD from the stool behind him, and walks off the stage to her seat)  

HANK: (to Darlin) I’m sorry that didn’t work out like I thought it would. (Begins walking 

away, stops, returns to Darlin, grabs and envelope from his breast pocket — Rita’s Let-

ter) and hands it to her) Here, take this, too. I won’t need it. 

(He walks back on to the stage, faces the audience, tilts his hat and exits). 
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