
Love is a Postcard from a Faraway Place 

By Gwendolyn Rice 

 

Act 1, Scene 1. Bacon 

Mark is in his late 20s/early 30s, casually dressed. He’s not a hipster, but he’s not a slob either. 

At rise, he is a bit agitated because he’s recently had a fight with his girlfriend about bacon.  

 

Mark 

I only eat things with bacon. It’s really not that hard. There’s bacon in soup, bacon in salad. 

Maple donuts with bacon, chocolate covered bacon, filet mignon wrapped in bacon, dates 

wrapped in bacon, oysters wrapped in bacon. Oooh! Ooh! Next time you’re in a restaurant order 

desert with a side of bacon! They’ll do it, they don’t care.  

 

Where was I? Oh yeah, bacon cheeseburgers, BLTs... there’s a restaurant in New York where 

you can get bacon infused brandy. Seriously... liquid bacon — with booze. 

 

My girlfriend doesn’t appreciate meat flavored liquor. She’s a health nut. She cleanses, she takes 

spin classes, she zumbas... whatever that is. She does not eat bacon. I didn’t even realize it when 

we first got together. Brenda was a friend of a friend, it was a matchmaker thing. My friend Dan 

made sure we kept running into each other at parties, coffee shops, pretty much anywhere Dan 

was. Well Brenda and I were already pretty into each other the first time we had dinner. When 

she heard me order it was like a saber toothed insectoid head had just popped out of my chest 

and ordered the charcuterie plate. Men are from Mars and women are from some terrible bacon 

hating planet. 

 

The thing is she’s really pretty great. She sings along with the radio, not just in private but 

anywhere, anything, Brittany Spears or AC/DC, it doesn’t matter. She’ll just belt it out right in 

the middle of the greeting card aisle at Target. You can’t break up with someone like that over 

bacon can you? I mean, your priorities would have to be way out of whack. So instead of 

breaking up we decided to change each other. 

 

I told her life was too short to not enjoy the best the world has to offer. She said the reason my 

life was going to be too short was because of the way I eat. She asked me if I could imagine what 

it was doing to my cholesterol level. I told her I don’t need to imagine, I can feel it going up. It 

feels like satisfaction. 

 

Eventually we agreed to disagree because. . . well besides this thing, we’ve got a lot in common. 

We both like wine. We like pretending we know how to order it. She always asks for a 

recommendation from the waiter. When they ask what kind she prefers she raises on eyebrow 

and says (sultry) “bold.” 
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It’s just this one issue that keeps her from being an amazing, happy, well rounded person. So we 

called a truce. She wouldn’t throw my bacon away when she came over, and I wouldn’t add 

bacon grease to the vinaigrette. (pause) You should try that by the way.  

 

She says she doesn’t eat bacon because her dad died from a heart attack, which is crap because it 

happened while he was jogging. She should have given up wearing shorts and sweating, jumping 

up and down. Don’t take it out on smoked pork. 

 

I know that bacon is not the secret to a long life. It’s the secret to a good one. When you bite into 

a BLT, the bread pressing up against the roof of your mouth, the mayonnaise spilling across your 

tongue, the bright flavor of the tomato, then that incredible crunch, (becoming very intense as the 

description goes on) the smoky flavor, the salt, the grease, the, the... bacon. (composes himself) 

There’s nothing that can match the rush that brings.  

 

Brenda takes offense at this. She takes offense at the whole thing. I can see it in her eyes. It’s 

really hard to enjoy bacon ice cream when the woman across the table is drinking tea and 

grimacing at you. She says she can smell it on my skin. Nice... Like she never smells bad. I just 

have the courtesy to keep it to myself. I never tell her that she comes back from a bike ride 

smelling like a wet dog’s old sock, or that her yoga mat smells like an aerobics instructor 

crawled inside it and died. (driving the point home) Dead skinny girl stink. 

 

Well we had it out last night. (Brenda impression) “I can’t stand to watch you kill yourself with 

that stuff.” 

 

I answered... (pause, reluctantly admitting fault) rashly: Bacon has brought me more joy than 

you can possibly imagine. Do you seriously think that years from now you’re going to be lying 

in some hospital room, hooked up to monitors, tubes coming out of your nose thinking to 

yourself (Brenda impression again) “Thank god my colon is as clean as a polished chrome 

bumper? I don’t think so. We’re both going to die, at least I’m really living.” 

 

That’s not really a conversation you come back from, but it needed to be said. I’m not wrong 

about this. When you’re looking out that airplane window at the clouds rushing by and ocean 

rushing up to meet you, you’re not going to be thinking “I should’ve had more quinoa in my 

diet.” You’re going to be thinking “I should’ve listened to that bacon guy.”  

 

We’ll I’ve got reservations for two tonight at a cute little bistro by the lake. They’ve got maple 

bacon donuts and chocolate covered bacon on the dessert menu. If any of you ladies like singing 

rock n roll in big box stores and love fried pork fat come talk to me after the show. 
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Act 1, Scene 2. A Secret Message 

Evening. The sounds of a cocktail party going on downstairs. Mallory (30s/40s) appears to be 

hiding out in an upstairs bedroom where all the guests have put their coats on the bed. She is a 

bit bookish and dressed conservatively. She casually snoops around the bedroom. She sits on the 

bed. Looks around to make sure she’s alone, then starts looking through the pockets of each 

coat, examining what she finds. She keeps one eye on the door, making sure she won’t get 

caught. 

 

Henry 

(the voice of her husband, downstairs, calling up to her) – Honey? Are you up there?  

 

Mallory 

(she quickly rearranges the coats to hide what she’s been doing.) (a little panicky) I’ll be down 

in just a second!  

 

She goes towards the door nervously, then reconsiders going down. Sits back down on the bed. 

When she thinks the coast is clear again, she resumes looking through pockets. She finds a pen, 

spare change, a gum wrapper, car keys, receipts, lipstick. She examines each item carefully 

before putting them back. Picks up another coat, finds some hard candy in a pocket. Looks 

around to make sure no one is approaching, then quickly pops the candy in her mouth. She does 

not hear Ben come in. Ben is also mid 30s/40s, nerdy but attractive. He is dressed in khakis and 

tweed jacket over an Oxford shirt. 

 

Ben 

Oh hello. I didn’t realize --  

 

Mallory 

(coughs. She was so surprised she accidentally inhaled and swallowed her hard candy.) 

 

Ben 

Are you okay? 

 

Mallory 

Yeah, I just. . .(coughs again) got something stuck in my throat.  

 

Ben 

Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. 

 

Mallory 

No, it’s okay. I was just looking for. . .some Tylenol. I thought I had some in my purse, but I 

couldn’t find any– (she coughs again, trying to get the candy to go down.) 

 

Ben 

Do you need some water?  
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Mallory 

No, it’s just a headache. I’m sure it’ll go away.  

 

Ben 

We could ask Abbie if she has anything you can take.  

 

Mallory 

She doesn’t. I already went through the medicine cab- 

 

Ben 

What? 

 

Mallory 

(realizing what she has just admitted) I said, you don’t have to do that. I’m just sensitive to 

noise. And with everybody down there, you know talking all at once, and the music and 

everything. 

 

Ben 

Yeah, it’s quite a party. 

 

Mallory 

Yeah. Tenure. It’s a big deal.  

 

Ben 

Are you with the college? 

 

Mallory 

Mm hmm. I’m in social sci. Cultural anthropology.  

 

Ben 

Really? 

 

Mallory 

Yeah, I . . .you’d think I’d be used to these faculty things by now, but – 

 

Ben 

I know what you mean.  

 

Mallory 

How are you connected with this group? 

 

Ben 

I’m on the library staff. 

 

Mallory 

Oh. So we’re both cataloguers of things. 
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Ben 

Yeah. (pause, they look at each other)  

 

Mallory 

And we’re not really great in formal social situations.  

 

Ben 

Actually, I came up here looking for some matches. 

 

Mallory 

Matches? 

 

Ben 

Or a lighter? They wanted to put some candles on the cake.  

 

Mallory 

One for every year he got passed over? Oh my god, I can’t believe I said that. Nevermind. Um. . 

. I think one of these coats had a matchbook from that new tapas restaurant downtown. (She 

rummages around in the coats until she finds the matches and hands them to Ben triumphantly.) 

There.  

 

Ben 

Wow. 

 

Mallory 

(suddenly embarrassed) Oh god. 

 

Ben 

You know it’s funny, your husband told me you’d be able to find whatever I needed. I didn’t 

realize. . . 

 

Mallory 

This isn’t what it looks like. Well, not completely.  

 

Ben 

Have you been up here going through the pockets and purses of everyone at this party?  

 

Mallory 

Yes. But I’m a cultural anthropologist.  

 

Ben 

Uh huh. So that gives you license to. . . 

 

Mallory 
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I’m writing a book right now on personal talismans, how we imbue everyday objects with 

meaning, and the significance of the objects we carry with us. I need subjects who are unaware 

that I’m collecting information or they might change their behavior.  

 

Ben 

So you snoop around at parties.  

 

Mallory 

I did actually come up here looking for Tylenol. But then I saw everything on the bed and it 

seemed like a treasure trove of research opportunities.  

 

Ben 

Uh huh.  

 

Mallory 

In the pink Coach purse, I found a whole wad of little slips of paper at the bottom – they were the 

fortunes from, like, every fortune cookie she had ever gotten. I’m dying to ask her why she kept 

them. Maybe it’s a superstition thing, like, if she keeps them, the fortunes might come true. 

Maybe she doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. Maybe she collects them off other people’s tables 

looking for a fortune she likes.  

 

The vintage satin clutch has a dozen spare buttons in the coin purse. White, black, gray, one 

that’s all sparkly with rhinestones. I’ve seen this before. I’m betting that’s a learned compunction 

passed down from earlier generation. Her grandparents probably did that during the Depression, 

kept ordinary things in case they might be reused. In case of an emergency. And the gray wool 

Brooks Brothers coat – he has a laminated copy of his father’s obituary stashed in his front 

pocket. A friend probably gave it to him as a condolence, and he can’t bring himself to take it 

out.  

 

Ben 

This is all for your research? 

 

Mallory 

Yeah. More or less.  

 

Ben 

So you’ve found some interesting things tonight? 

 

Mallory 

Found your matches.  

 

Ben 

Yes. Thanks. (he holds them up) You know, our library patrons leave all kinds of things in the 

books they return. 

 

Mallory 
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Really? 

 

Ben 

Oh sure. Letters. Grocery lists. Photos. Things that were used as bookmarks, or papers that were 

accidently jammed in between the pages. Sometimes they leave notes to the next reader. Around 

Valentine’s Day we get a lot of love letters to the characters in books like Pride and Prejudice, 

and Romeo and Juliet.  

 

Mallory 

Fascinating.  

 

Ben 

I guess I should be collecting them for you to examine. 

 

Mallory 

You should. (pause) So what’s in your pockets?  

 

Ben 

How do you know you haven’t already gone through my stuff?  

 

Mallory 

You didn’t wear a coat.  

 

Ben 

No I didn’t. 

 

Mallory 

I only noticed because it’s cold out and you were the only one who didn’t have an overcoat.  

 

Ben 

I left it in the car. 

 

Mallory 

So. . what’s in your pockets?  

 

Ben 

Nothing interesting.  

 

Mallory 

Let me see.  

 

Ben 

Um, okay. . . I’ve got (takes out some coins and counts them) 87 cents. A toothpick from one of 

the fruit kebab things on the buffet downstairs. . .I didn’t know where to throw it away. A ticket 

from the parking ramp. That’s about it.  
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Mallory 

(disappointed) Oh. (She goes back to rummaging through pockets, as if still looking for 

something. Ben is still standing, watching her.) Did you need something else?  

 

Ben 

No. (pause) In all your research, have you seen a red wool coat with a black fur collar, under 

there? 

 

Mallory 

(nervous) Why?  

 

Ben 

Forget it.  

 

Mallory 

Okay. (pause)  

 

Ben 

(stands impatiently, as if waiting for her to leave.) 

 

Mallory 

(She pretends to look for it. Knows just where it is) This one? 

 

Ben 

Yes.  

 

Mallory 

That’s my coat. 

 

Ben 

Huh. 

 

Mallory 

I have to tell you something. Two things. That is my coat, and I’m not actually a cultural 

anthropologist.  

 

Ben 

No?  

 

Mallory 

I’m an adjunct in the English department. I teach- 

 

Ben & Mallory 

Poetry. 

 

Mallory 
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Yes. 

 

Ben 

You spend a lot of time in the library. 

 

Mallory 

Yes. 

 

Ben 

Your coat reminds me of the one Jackie Kennedy wore on the- 

 

Mallory 

-cover of Life Magazine? That’s what you said in the note. The first one that you put in my 

pocket. 

 

Ben 

Yes.  

 

Mallory 

And then I wrote you back. 

 

Ben 

Poetry. And I wrote you back. 

 

Mallory 

And I’d put the notes in my pocket. And then I’d find a response. A beautiful. . .breathtaking. . 

poetic . .But I couldn’t tell who— 

 

Ben 

(He takes a handwritten note out of his pocket and holds it up.) Were you up here looking for 

this? 

 

Mallory 

(she takes the note.) Yes.  

 

They realize who they’ve been corresponding with anonymously all this time. They kiss, 

tentatively and slowly at first, then more passionately.  

 

Henry 

(off stage, yelling up the stairs) Mallory? Are you still up there? Honey, come downstairs. We 

don’t need a lighter. We finally found a match. 

 

 

fin 
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Act 1, Scene 3. The Beatles 

Cynthia is a teenager, dressed in modern clothes. As she speaks, she changes into an outfit that 

would belong at a ‘50s sock hop and puts her hair in a ponytail. She may have a stack of old 

Beatles records to look through also.  

 

Cynthia 

I fell in love for the first time this summer. It all started when my sister Anna got a job as a 

carhop at the Tasty Freeze on the edge of town. It’s this retro themed drive-in where all the 

waitresses wear roller skates and they bring you root beer floats on these special trays that clip 

right on to your car window.  

 

As part of her uniform she wore tiny little skirts with the Tasty Freeze logo on the side, and pom 

poms in Tasty Freeze colors on her skates. I’m not sure which part of the outfit he was attracted 

to, but that summer Anna also got a boyfriend, a guy named Kurt. He worked at Tasty Freeze 

too, and when he wasn’t mopping up spilled root beer floats or washing mugs in the kitchen, he 

filled in on lead guitar with the ‘50s and ‘60s band that played a sock hop at the restaurant every 

Friday and Saturday night.  

 

With Anna gone all the time, and nothing for me to do, I spent the first few weeks that summer 

just sulking in the basement. Then my parents decided that Anna had to take me to work with 

her, at least a few times a week so I didn’t waste away, moping around the house all by myself.  

 

So that’s how we met. At the sock hop one Friday night at Tasty Freeze. Anna introduced us. 

She basically left me alone with Kurt and the guys in the band for an entire summer while she 

skated figure eights in the parking lot with a tray full of chilidogs up over her head. That first 

Friday night, when Kurt’s band played “I Feel Fine,” and “I Saw Her Standing There,” and “Do 

you Want to Know a Secret,” well I’d never heard music like that before and I . . . I loved it. I 

couldn’t get enough. I listened to the songs over and over -- the covers that the band sang that 

made everyone get up and dance, and the early recordings on vinyl from the Cavern and some 

seedy club in Hamburg -- thinking these guys really get it. And the way they played and their 

voices blended. . . Kurt didn’t say much when he was wiping off the tables and gathering up 

half-eaten plates of French fries, but when he was on stage, bobbing his head back and forth with 

the beat, fingers flying on the neck of the guitar, leaning into the mike to do the harmonies I just. 

. .  

 

I’m not sure which was worse – believing I had fallen in love with my sister’s boyfriend, or 

realizing that I had actually fallen in love with the Beatles. 

 

I started going to flea markets to find vintage fan magazines and replicas of concert posters. I 

read about the Quarrymen, and John Lennon going to art school, and Pete Best being kicked out 

of the band because even though all the girls at concerts screamed for him, he couldn’t really 

play the drums. I searched eBay for albums that had never been released in the US after Kurt told 

me that MP3s sucked all the soul out of the music. I haunted the storage room at the Tasty 

Freeze, looking through the piles of records that one of the owners had bought at an estate sale. 

 



 11 

On Wednesday nights when the band wasn’t playing I jimmied the jukebox. And once I learned 

how to pop open the back and drop the needle just so, it was all over. After ten o’clock when the 

customers cleared out, I’d wipe the dust off the records so they wouldn’t skip, and listen to 

“Hard Days Night” and “Please Please Me,” “It Won’t Be Long” and “All My Loving”. I sat 

there night after night, drinking cherry Cokes out of real soda glasses, reading the liner notes and 

studying the faces printed in black and white on the album covers.  

 

When Kurt brought me my drinks, he’d always ask what I was reading, or what new record I’d 

found, and if I had any requests for the next show. Then he started making ice cream sundaes for 

me on his break, and telling me about the arrangements he was working on with the band. He 

said he didn’t even need the sheet music for “Baby You Can Drive My Car” since it was such an 

obvious chord progression, but they were still working out the vocals for “Paperback Writer.” 

And how it was too bad that “Penny Lane” wasn’t really a song people would dance to because it 

was so beautiful, but they couldn’t do it justice without a fuller orchestration, and where would 

they find a Bach trumpet around here, anyway?  

 

Then one day he leaned close to me across the booth and said John Lennon’s first wife was 

named Cynthia, just like me. And he kissed me. Kissed me so fast that no one knew but me. 

Which was good, because just then Anna came skating in, pompoms bobbing, with an order for 

three triple cheeseburgers and two banana splits.  

 

Right before Kurt headed back into the kitchen, he said the manager wanted a couple of girls to 

dress up as fans for the next sock hop, you know like those crazed teenagers with ponytails who 

screamed and fainted at concerts? Them. And Kurt said he thought I would look really cute in 

one of the skirts like Anna wore.  

 

So the next Friday night show, I put on a pair of cat glasses, a blue silk dress I found at St. 

Vinny’s and a little white sweater from mom’s closet. I didn’t look like Anna or the other 

carhops with their ridiculous skates and pompoms, I looked like the girls in the crowd as the 

Beatles’ plane landed in New York for the first time, in 1964 just two months after Kennedy was 

shot. Like the girls who jammed Studio 50 when they played “I Want To Hold Your Hand” on 

the Ed Sullivan Show. Like the girls who swooned when they caught a glimpse of the Fab Four 

dashing from their car to their hotel room, screaming as the policemen held them back.  

 

And watching Kurt on stage that night, feeling the crinolines under my skirt swish around me as 

I danced, mouthing the words to “Twist and Shout,” it all seemed so real. I could feel the buzz of 

the bass line and the steady pounding of the drums, the electricity in every key change, the palms 

of my hands hot from clapping after every song. It was hard to catch my breath in the cinched up 

waist of my dress, but it didn’t stop me from shouting “I LOVE YOU” a little too loud, at the 

end of the band’s first set. At that moment I began to understand the difference between a shiny 

façade, the nostalgia that you use to sell cheeseburgers and rootbeer floats, and authenticity, the 

power of something true.  

 

When Kurt asked me to meet him the back room after the show, I knew I was going to kiss him 

for a long time and pretend that he was John Lennon. But when he gave me a copy of “Sergeant 

Pepper" on vinyl, I knew I’d never love him as much as I love the Beatles.  


