
ALTHEA THE GARDEN CANTATA! 
By Alexandra Bassiakou Shaw 
 

Prelude. The audience congregates at the barbecue deck? where “older” 
ALTHEA is or shows up to start shucking corn, pretty slow, absent-mindedly. As 
though she’s another audience member? Maybe she’s talking, telling stories 
hubbub hubbub (some suggestions below): 

 
(Ok. What’s your name? Hi NAME, dear. NAME’s got two daughters. You don’t? 
Take your pocketbook and put it on the table.  You want to help me with this? 
Just do one. You can take off your jacket and lay it on the chair. My knees are 
sore.  I’m going to rub my legs.  Could you unwrap a mint from my pocketbook? 
Just in there. Thanks. Mm. It tastes like a licorice.  I left the pads, the Bengay 
pads for my knees.  Let me pour some water from the plastic pitcher into the cup.  
Let’s drink a cup of water.  I’ll sit a while.  Is it already getting dark outside? I am 
a little hungry.  Check my watch.  Oh. I can’t see the hands.  My eye’s aching 
again.  Good thing I don’t need my eyes to shuck corn! My knees are only ok so 
it’s nice to sit.) 

 
We Begin: the rev of a motorcycle/a bicycle bell rings! 

 
NARRATOR 
Althea the Garden Cantata! 
 

MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
can hold up translation placards for anything necessary.  

 
NARRATOR 
This is Althea. 
 

We see YOUNG ALTHEA. 
 
NARRATOR 
She is young. She is 16. She is wearing spike heeled strappy snake-skin sandal shoes on 
her feet.  Her toenails, they sparkle.  She lathered her legs in olive oil before she went 
out. The men like it when her legs shine in the moonlight.   
 

Most likely ALTHEA is wearing sneakers and shorts. But she of course displays 
her feet, toes, and legs accordingly. Everything is instead some garden-variety 
facsimile.  

 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
But the club was indoors.  It was behind the bus depot.  
 
NARRATOR 



No matter, va bene, andiamo—this is how it goes.  She and Laura, her best girl-friend 
with hair down to there, they are wearing gold in a sea of silver.  Fashion changes but the 
fashionable are always to be draped in precious metals.  We should be allergic to 
anything else!  Only gold and leather! Anything inorganic irritates the skin. 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
Yes of course.  And so they dance. 
 
NARRATOR 
They dance. For each other.  
 

Music and dancing.   
Their dance is very ornate, complementary, and specific. 

 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
There is no DJ, but the juke box plays the hits.   
 
NARRATOR 
The music: it is boring.  
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
The music is boring. 
 
NARRATOR 
The club is like a basement 
 
LAURA 
This club is like a basement. 
 
NARRATOR 
But then: 
There is Dimitri. 
 
 The world on pause. 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA & LAURA 
Dimitri! 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
Dimitri. 
 
NARRATOR 
Dimitri Mastropianti: blue-eyed sky-god with the Bolero-Red Piaggio. 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
It’s a motorcycle. 



 
 It’s a bicycle. 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
O che vita! 
 
LAURA 
Wow, guarda! 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
O che rosso!! 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
Guarda, guarda. 
 
DIMITRI 
Si, molto pericoloso. 
 
 Perhaps Dimitri is “smoking” a string bean. 
 
NARRATOR 
Very Precarious.  
 
DIMITRI 
Molto pericoloso. 
 
NARRATOR 
Si, it is dangerous!  
Young Althea wants to straddle the machine.  She wants to drive the engine that dips and 
weaves and bends with the wind in her hair.   
 
 Bicycle bell ring! 
 
Now Laura. She wants to marry Dimitri. 
 
DIMITRI 
O, pericoloso! 
 
NARRATOR 
Decisione Difficile: Who will seduct Dimitri? 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
I will I will I would like to seduct him too.  Said the other girls. No. No woman but her.  
She is the one.  Felt Dimitri. 
 
DIMITRI 



Nessuna donna  
Soltanto lei. 
 
 Then aside to the audience: 
 
DIMITRI 
I cannot reveal my true affections! 
 
NARRATOR 
He could scare them off! 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
Do you like Me?  (pronounced “may”) 
 
LAURA 
O Me? 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
Me? 
 
DIMITRI 
Non posso dire 
 
NARRATOR 
He doesn’t say! Decisione Difficile. 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
O che vita! 
 
LAURA 
O, Dio! 
 
MEEK MARY NARRATOR’S INTERN WITH THE QUIET AMERICAN VOICE 
Oh, Dio; oh, Dio. 
 
DIMITRI 
Si, molto pericoloso. 
 
NARRATOR 
This is so dangerous!  
Dimitri Mastropianti: he is very unclear.  He is brooding. He is full of questions. They 
rise inside him like a bird in an atmosphere that is small.   
 
 Perhaps we watch Dimitri’s inner struggle for some time. 
 
NARRATOR 



Really he is not much to call home about. He is more like a pretty picture on two wheels 
than like a man with musk and magnetism.  
But a crush is a crush and to crush is to crush so the girls: they have a fight over the 
telephones that night. 
 
 Now it is nighttime in pajamas. Landline telephones. Twirling the chords.  
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
I am obsessed with it I will not change my thoughts you don’t understand my desires I 
love freedom and sensual pleasures and the wind in my dress it is better than all sweet 
dessert I am electrified by independence on two wheels I must have the machine I will 
squash you with my toes in the pursuit of my ecstasy! 
 
LAURA 
I am made for him he is made for me our five children will be an army that defeats all of 
your wishes because I will die for him because my astrology is aligned to his astrology 
and our star animals are the same star animals so I will put my face near his face and 
blow kisses so close to his cheek that I will see him blush by the heat of my breath! 
 
YOUNG ALTHEA 
My need is insatiable so I will conquer and 
ride and I will have the machine and it will 
be my only mode of transportation that I 
am forever connected to forever and 
forever! 

LAURA 
My love is him and he will be mine and 
what is his shall be mine and what is mine 
shall be his for we will be one for that is 
how weddings work for I am his bride to be 
and he and he will marry me! 

 
 THEY HANG UP. 

Everyone is now the chorus: 
 
CHORUS 
Oh youth and vigor and youth! 
To big curiosity and ardent love 
From sunrise to sunrise 
And oh the heaven of good digestion 
And nimble knees and apricot elbows 
The ability to walk uphill and also downhill and also at many speeds and in many kinds 
of shoes! 
Oh youth elusive youth! 
To feelings and feelings and feelings! 
For a mind with the speed of a ravenous cheetah 
And the memory of a gargantuan computah 
So quickly gone 
So quickly gradated to muck and funk and goobaly wonk and early morning coffee I need 
it I must have it I cannot think I cannot think yet snip snip snippy drive the car where did 
I leave my KeysPhoneWalletCardHairclip!? 
WHY ARE THESE ALL THE WAY DOWN HERE NOW!??! 


