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The Broken Guitar Project
Introduction
It all started a few months ago. I was calmly ambling my way home some time near mid-day, or just past that time. I remember because it was before afternoon Neighbours but with enough time to spare without rushing. As I crossed a main road I noticed one of the large houses was being cleared out, and a skip lay outside, completely unguarded. I didn’t break my stride as I past the object; I merely tilted my head to have a small peak into what had once been inside the house. To my surprise there lay a semi-shattered guitar among the broken tables and random pieces of wood. I passed the skip and continued along the pavement for roughly thirteen paces. It then rang in my head that I probably should take the guitar. A deft one-eighty turn on my heels and I was quickly picking the guitar out of the dust and hurrying back home.

What a great item I happily thought to myself. There were a few questions over what I was going to do with it. These ceased as Neighbours began. However after my daily fix of Australian life, I turned my attention back to my new toy. I decided that its slightly broken form deserved a name. All guitars in my opinion need names. My pride and joy Les Paul is known as Dave and my first bass goes by Chaz. The broken guitar became known as Howard.

The first question that played through my head was who owned this guitar, and why was it broken, back missing and thrown away. Was it some angry kid who was driven insane by his parents forcing him to learn the guitar, finally finding a solution, to smash the accursed object against his purple wardrobe? Was it a young twenty-something, on the dole, Kurt Cobain posters adorning his walls venting his anger at a failed relationship? Did some clumsy maid trip and fall on it? Whatever the case I could not have the guitar’s life ending in a skip. It didn’t seem right. Every time I see a guitar smashed by some trumped up rock star venting their ‘pain’ and their ‘frustration’ at this apparent hell of playing to thousands of adoring fans, I wince. A guitar is a lovely piece of work. Dare I say beautiful? There are so many ways to play one; so much you can do with the sound. A guitar is not only an instrument but an icon of sorts.

I thought about maybe painting it, using it as a decoration. This didn’t seem right, though the thought still tempts me until this day. Whatever I did to the guitar would be defacing it. My second thought was to fix the thing. This option appealed to me much more, most of the wiring was intact from what I could tell, and it would be awesome to have a free guitar. This however proved to be a little ambitious as I don’t know anything about building a guitar and a few days after its relocation into my house, poor Howard was broken even more at the hands of a clumsy friend. The tale of Howard then takes a break, we will hear from him later I assure you.

In late 2005 I made a very short and rough video for an old song of mine named “When My Headlights Meet Yours”. The track itself dates back to late 2003 and was released in 2004 on the Several Quiet Moments EP. This was the time before I had become so jaded with music that I still believed people really needed to hear my own noises. However I do still have a soft spot for that track. Music videos have always been one of my favourite art forms, though it is quite the love hate relationship as many videos make me cringe. I always thought however I would like to give making a video a go. So picking up a camera, some lovely cheap DV tapes and gathering a rag-tag bunch of extras, I shot a very rough video. The results in my opinion were contrived and arty, with a few nice shots. I pat myself on the back for not making anything too deep and too meaningful. The aesthetic of the whole piece was its main drawing point. Not wanting to over complicate thing I had decided upon using black and white. Experimenting with this effect I came across a highly stylised high contrast image. This style has slowly developed over time into the grainy haze seen in “Broken Guitar” and “It’s Just a Ride”. I wrote off the video as a messy success. I learnt a lot in the process of making the video, from lighting to editing and continued to apply these skills in my other work. 

After my first tepid steps into the realm of video I took a break, focusing on the audio aspect of my practice until early in 2006. It was then, unhappy with my rather bland and unfulfilling audio works, I picked up the trusty DV camera again. This time there was no on the fly instructions. My first film was “It’s Just a Ride”; it was also the first script I had ever written. My writing skills had always been stuck somewhere in the bad anime fan fiction area, I was scared to really tell a story, so instead I took the idea of a simple conversation. I quickly had a scene in my head of one man trying to convince the other to go on a fairground ride that really did not look safe. Playing on my fear of unsafe fairground rides mostly, the script was short, full of sly in-jokes and digs at my own lifestyle and far too many swearwords was finally complete. A whole six pages worth of action. Unable to find a near funfair I made the decision to film in studio again. This time with a twist. I would only show the characters in the black space, in black and white again, as if there was nothing but the characters and nothing else around them. They acknowledge the ride off screen, the viewer never sees it. Not only was this a lot easier for me too film, but it added this quirky edge to the whole preceding. It’s clear from the way the two characters interact that they are unaware of their on screen surroundings; they act as if they were standing in a crowded fair. The final piece of the puzzle was the soundtrack. After numerous microphone problems I was forced to use the cameras onboard sound. This was a serious issue as much of the dialogue became lost in the background noise. I rectified this problem, not with an array of expensive audio cleaning tools, but by covering the dialogue even more so with an ambient soundtrack of various strange guitar noises. The final result was a dreamlike sequence where the viewer is unsure of whether what they are seeing is a dream or hallucination or just a strange occurrence. The two actors, Tom Johnson and Alex Boden both did what they could with my script and, coupled with the strange selection of clothing, bonded well on screen as I had hoped.
After being pleased with the outcomes of “It’s Just a Ride” I had bigger things on my mind. Where could I take my two characters and their strange dreamscape? Huge ideas of a grand installation with a five-part mini epic film played though my head. I found my ideas somewhat uninspired and without focus. Then I noticed my Broken Guitar.
It felt only right to make a film almost as a tribute to Howard’s shattered form. I focused on the guitar. How it would be displayed in the video, how the characters would react to it, how they would interact. Realising that the conversation would have to be longer and more in-depth I carried out a number of improvisations with other artists. These not only provided a ripe source of conversation ideas but allowed me to play with the ‘ground rules’. These were: The characters would never touch the guitar, the characters do not address each other by name ad the characters do not leave the light whilst in conversation. These rules were followed until the very end of the final video. Eventually the script came together. Divided into three acts, the characters explore the guitar, question its existence, debate its meaning and argue over its ownership. I picked up on the ownership thread for a number of reasons. I guess its relation to the current ‘crisis’ in the music industry over illegal downloads and piracy sparked the focus on this part of the script, but I also hoped it would raise more issues in the viewers mind. Who owns sound? Who really owns and image? It’s nice to think that these messages carry through to people but I don’t expect, or even want people to think of them when watching the film. These questions are simply things I think of when I watch my own work. I would love to hear strange view points I couldn’t possible have thought of.
The aesthetics of the piece are the final evolution of the black and white style. The characters move through the sparsely lit space, often only highlighting their heads and shoulders. The black space bringing the pair into clear focus throughout the piece. The pair again wear distinctive clothing that is slightly timeless. Avoiding a clear style was important to me, ever watch on of those old episodes of Friends and laughed at the nineties fashion? I know I have.
The final and most important thing considered for the film was the soundtrack. Composed by myself over a number of days with only my guitar, my Nintendo DS and a few simple drum samples I knew the music had to be somewhat unique. It also had to tie in the with the images presented and form an integral part of the final work. Taking lead from “It’s Just a Ride” and its minimalist approach, I first began by creating the space with washes of pads and lots of thick reverb. When the guitar finally “speaks” everything else kicks in, playing with the dialogue and binding the sound and image together. My aim was to bring the soundtrack into the reality the characters exist. They can hear the guitar play, we can hear the soundtrack, what is unclear however is what part of the track the characters are responding to. Is it the heavily delayed guitar? The fairly random reversed solo? Can they hear the drums? These are not questions to be answered, more to just be considered in relation to the piece as a whole.
During the process of filming and editing I began manipulating the screenshots. At first I began focusing on the interlacing of the video tracks. The effect I found to be visually appealing. The notion of movement conveyed in a still image. Playing with this idea I came upon a slight digital distortion effect gain from the enlargement of the images. My aim quickly came to try and capture the notion of the soundtrack in a still image rather than the movement. The exposed pixels giving a strange depth to the images and the multilayered blurred technique acting as the ‘echo’ of the images sound. It’s a fairly straight forward approach to the idea that is visually appealing and also allowed me to explore other, more basic concepts in the actual act of filmmaking. 

The “Broken Guitar” film represents the sum of my practice. Embedded in it are aspects of myself I’m unaware of. The sheer learning experience of coming from roughly put together music videos to the final film has been enormous, allowing me to practice doing the things I love in entirely new ways. Video is a medium in which we can visualise a new reality and present it to others clearly. I can only hope that my work succeeds on this level as I work. 
- James Reichelt, April 2006
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ACT ONE

Ext. the two unnamed men (ONE and TWO) walk across the scene from left to right. Again they are highlighted in black and white against a pitch black background. They appear slightly uneasy with the situation. About halfway across TWO stops and looks about. ONE carries on for a few paces before turning back to TWO and gestures him to follow. There is some muted conversation for a few moments.  TWO then obliges and the pair carries on until they walk out of the scene.
EXT: BLACK SPACE

There are no characters on screen. The scene is black.

TWO (V.O.)



You see that? Just over there…

ONE (V.O.)



Uh.. where?
TWO (V.O.)



Just there.. 

The scene fades up as the two characters enter from the left. In the centre of the screen a broken guitar is suspended, unmoving as if frozen in mid air. Light comes down from the right to illuminate the guitar and there is a slight haze around the object. The pair comes to stand opposite each other ONE on the left of the guitar, TWO on the right. Both stand roughly a meter apart and take in what stands before them.
TWO



This is strange, what’s it doing here?

ONE



How should I know? 

There is a pause. ONE and TWO stare awkwardly through the hanging object. ONE turns towards camera and takes a step forward before turning back to TWO.
ONE



I don’t get this. I don’t understand…



What exactly is this doing here?

(Continued)

TWO



Hmm? I guess…
ONE (cutting off TWO)


You think it’s another sign?
TWO



A sign? It’s his guitar, you know him.



It’s not a sign…

ONE



Him?

TWO



We met him here, wasn’t it yesterday, 
the day before? He said it was his!

ONE



If it’s his why did he leave it here?

TWO



It’s always questions with you isn’t it?

ONE


At least I don’t try to answer everything!



If its still here it can’t be his, he was



Lying. Simple as that.

TWO



So, if its not his, and he was lying, then


We are more than welcome to take it for



Ourselves.

ONE



But what if it is a sign, a warning, an omen?



What then?

TWO



What could it possibly be a sign of?

ONE remains silent for a few moments. TWO stares directly at ONE. The pair being to circle the guitar. Edits at this point are slightly random, creating a disjointed yet flowing conversation.
TWO



If the end of all things is being announced


by this then a lot of people are going to be



Of the loop. He didn’t say anyone else knew.

(continued)

ONE



Well, he never had to tell us did he? We’ve



Only been here for short time, what if more 



People come?

TWO



No-one else is coming, it’s too late, or 


Too early now. No-one is around.

ONE



What of tomorrow? And the next day, and the



Day after?

TWO



Who is saying it will be here then? It will



Be ours if we take it now.

ONE



Why should we have the right to take it?

TWO



Well, nobody will see us, we could take it



Back with us…

ONE



That’s not the point of it. Its here to



Remind us of something.

A sound emits from the guitar. ONE and TWO take a surprised step back and cease walking around the guitar. The sounds continue, forming the soundtrack to the piece, chords fading in and out of focus. The scene shifts to a close up of the guitar as it floats. TWO finally breaks the silence
TWO



What did you do?

ONE



Nothing!

TWO (angrily) 



Seriously, what did you do?

ONE



And I told you, as you saw, I did nothing!



We were just talking, neither of us touched



The damn thing!

(continued)

TWO (still angry)



Then how did it start?! Answer that!

ONE



I know as much as you. Maybe He knows?

TWO



He’s not here, and he won’t come tonight.

ONE



Maybe he will hear?

TWO



He won’t.

ONE steps towards the guitar, craning his neck and holding his ear close to the object.

ONE



Its, almost coming from in here, but not



Quite…

TWO

(Sighing) Well, where could it be coming 

From?

ONE



The same place the guitar came from?

TWO



Now you’re just guessing.

ONE



And everything you say is fact? Listen.

TWO steps towards the guitar and listens. ONE steps back simultaneously. As TWO steps towards the object the sound stops. TWO looks confused, ONE shakes his head and turns away. 

ONE


I guess it doesn’t like you.

TWO



That’s not funny. I don’t trust you or 


That thing.

(Continued)

ONE



You think it’s done for now?

TWO



I guess so, I think we should come 

back later.

ONE



At least there we agree. Think he’ll



Come when we are gone?

TWO



No.

ONE



Well, there’s no point in staying here.

The pair exit in separate directions. The guitar is left alone. The scene shifts to a close up of the guitar. The sound/music fades up. The image of the guitar fades into black.
This ends ACT ONE.
ACT TWO
EXT. BLACK SPACE
Fade in from Black. TWO enters the scene from the LEFT. His movements are hurried and he clutches his hat too his head as if there is a strong wind. After walking for sometime, a distant sound, similar to that of the guitar stops him in his tracks. It continues for a few moments before fading away. TWO turns back at where he had come from, looking more than a little put out. He slowly turns and starts back the way he came, exiting from the LEFT.
EXT. BLACK SPACE

The guitar again hangs silently in the centre. It is at least a metre higher that it was previously. ONE is already standing staring at the raised guitar. TWO enters from the RIGHT. ONE does not take his eyes from the guitar.

ONE



You heard it too?

TWO



Was it you?

ONE



Nope.

TWO



Was it higher when you got here?

ONE



Yep.

TWO



Hmm. was it still making the sound?

ONE moves his gaze down to TWO.

ONE



No.

TWO


Was it calling us back?

(Continued)

ONE



Maybe? Maybe it was lonely?

TWO



Or sad?

ONE



Maybe.

TWO



It wants to come with one of us, we should



Have taken it when we could reach it.
ONE



I don’t think so, it called us back for



something else.

TWO



And what would that be?

ONE



Well I came back to find out. How about



You, what are you doing back here?

TWO



I knew you would be here.
ONE



Will he come too?

TWO



Doubtful.

The pair pause their banter and stare up at the guitar. ONE begins to speak to the guitar.

ONE



Won’t you sing for us again?

TWO looks back at ONE.

TWO



Sing? I wouldn’t call it singing…

ONE holds looking up for a moment before moving his gaze to TWO.

(continued)

ONE



What would you call it?

TWO



I’d say play. Play for us again.

ONE looks back up at the guitar.

ONE



Won’t you play for us again?

There is a pause. ONE and TWO stare quietly for a few pregnant moments. A sound slowly emerges, quietly at first, getting loud. TWO seems more surprised at this than ONE who remains calm. The sound ebbs and flows become more detailed.
ONE



It’s like a voice!

The sound/music continues.

TWO



People need to hear this.

The music begins to fade. ONE is still staring at the guitar.

ONE



No, don’t go!

TWO



We have to take it!

ONE angrily snaps his head towards TWO.

ONE



No! This is special, this is for us!



I bet even he didn’t hear this!

TWO


It could have been why he told us about



It! He wanted us to take it to everyone



Else.

ONE becomes more angered at TWO’s apparent lack of respect for the guitar.

(continued)

ONE



Why must we tell others? It only plays



When we are both here! 

TWO



You don’t know that for sure.

ONE


Well, it did call us back.

TWO



It’s just attention seeking, like he was.

ONE


You think they are linked?

TWO



Do we know otherwise?

ONE



I think he just didn’t understand. This



Must have a purpose, a meaning, something.

TWO



Then what? You know as much about this 


As I do. How can you be so sure of these



things?

ONE



Caution is needed here, not rash actions

The guitar begins to make sounds again. 

ONE



Listen.

The guitar continues to play, ever more complex loops.
TWO



There is no point to any of this if we



Can’t share it. What do we gain keeping



This to ourselves? A guilty secret? This..



This thing… Is, to be exploited! We found


It! He had no idea how important it is! It’s



Ours!

(Continued)

All sounds stop as TWO finishes speaking. A slight echo of TWO’s words enhances the silence. 

ONE



Just because we found it and we listen



To it does not mean it’s ours.

TWO remains quiet.

ONE



If anything we should consider this a


A privilege.

There is another pause, TWO looks around in slight dismay before sitting down, facing towards us. TWO looks up into the distance before reaching into his inside pocket and pulls out a ragged cigarette packet. He retrieves the last remaining cigarette and pads himself, looking for a lighter. ONE approaches from behind and reaches down, lighter in hand. TWO acknowledges ONE with a nod and blows out smoke. 

ONE takes up a position just behind TWO and sits down. The guitar emits a sad sound whilst the pair sit in silence staring off into the distance.
The Scene fades thus ending ACT TWO
ACT THREE

EXT. BLACK SPACE
The scene fades up. The guitar is still in the centre. Now slightly lower. ONE and TWO are not present. The guitar seems to be humming slightly to itself. The scene cuts to ONE and TWO walking. The pair are talking.

ONE



I’m sure it will be here again. It



Has to be.

TWO looks ahead and moves his head back down looking at the floor.

ONE



There! You see? It’s still here, no



One has touched it.

TWO looks up and sees the guitar. As the pair get closer the guitars volume increases.

TWO



It’s lower again.

The pair approaches the guitar. The camera follows until the guitar is central. The pair assumes a symmetrical position. ONE on the left, TWO on the right. 
ONE



I don’t think anyone else has been



Here.

TWO



It still sounds sad.

ONE



Do you think it knows us?

TWO



What do you mean?

ONE



Well, it doesn’t like you shouting at

It does it? Maybe, I don’t know, maybe

It understands us?

TWO



It’s a guitar. A broken one at that.

(continued)

ONE



I wouldn’t say it’s broken.

TWO



Half of it is missing.

ONE



Yes but it still makes sound!

TWO



The wrong sound.

ONE



Well it is rather different. What


Exactly did he have to say about it?

TWO



I couldn’t find him.

ONE



Why not? You said…

TWO



He wasn’t there! Just leave it.

ONE shakes his head and steps towards the guitar. It continues to make sound.

ONE (addressing guitar)



And what of you?
TWO looks away in disgust. ONE looks up at TWO.

ONE



Frankly I find talking to this



Far more enlightening than talking



To you.

TWO turns back to ONE.

TWO



And what is that supposed to mean?

ONE



Nothing.

The guitar emits louder and more complex sounds.

(Continued)

TWO stands and listens to the sounds for a moment whilst ONE mutters in the background. TWO closes his eyes before turning back to the guitar.

TWO



We’re taking it.

ONE looks up surprised and moves between the guitar and TWO.

ONE



What?

TWO



Taking it.

ONE



But we said…

TWO steps towards ONE.
TWO



We have to, if we wait any longer the



Others will come and then it won’t be



Ours!

ONE steps backwards from TWO’s advances.

ONE



Others? You said you couldn’t find



Him!

TWO



He’s not the only one around.

ONE looks away in dismay.

ONE



So others are coming to see this?

TWO



They are coming to take it!

TWO advances again. 

ONE



Wait! You just want it for yourself!

(continued)

TWO



No, I want to keep it from them!

ONE



That’s the same thing.

TWO



No. No. It’s different.

TWO stops advancing.

ONE



No. You’re wrong. It’s one thing



To not tell others and keep it to



Ourselves. But once other people



Know. Once they want to see, we


Can’t stop them.

TWO becomes angry

TWO



This is bullshit! If they see it they



Will take it away from us, we lose!



If they take it we have nothing!

ONE



We can still listen!

TWO



But for how long, don’t you want to hear it



again?

ONE



Yes, but… This is its time and place!

TWO



Get out of the way.

ONE



No! Just leave it be, it’s your fault



They are coming for it.

TWO



And it’ll be your fault that they take it!

(continued)

TWO makes a large step forward as his finishes his sentence. ONE is pushed aside and to the back by TWO’s right arm.

ONE



Don’t!

TWO reaches out for the guitar. As his hand comes closer the sounds it emits become more and more violent. Just before TWO’s hand reaches the guitar the sound cuts out and the guitar drops to the ground. The scene cuts to BLACK.

There is a brief pause.

The scene fades back up. The guitar is lying on the ground before TWO and ONE. ONE is crouched and looking at the broken form whilst TWO stand a few paces back. TWO does not look at the guitar. There is silence for a few moments.

ONE


Doesn’t seem so interesting now.

TWO (quietly)



It’s not my fault.

ONE turns back to look up at TWO.

ONE



You didn’t have to.

TWO turns to look down at ONE.

TWO



We could have…

ONE



No. No we couldn’t. It wasn’t ours.

TWO



It looks sad lying there.

ONE looks back at the guitar.

ONE



Yeah.

(continued)

ONE gazes for a moment at the guitar before pushing himself up off the floor. ONE turns back to TWO.

ONE



When will the others get here?

TWO



They won’t.

ONE



Won’t?

TWO



No.

ONE



Why not?

TWO



Just leave it.

ONE looks as he has more to say, pauses then looks down at the guitar. After taking in its broken form one last time he turns back to TWO, who is staring off into the distance.

ONE



We should go.

TWO



Indeed.

ONE steps away an exits via the left. TWO looks down at the guitar again before following.
Scene fades to black.

THE END

Broken Guitar Improvisation Session 1

Rufus and Sam Transcript
Rufus: I didn’t see you come here

Sam: Yeah I’m here...

R: I’ve not been waiting long but you can see why

S: how did you come here?
R: I just followed the path around

S: where did it come from?
R: umm Well I could have sworn I saw something over the horizon but... my eyesight isn’t too good in this light.

S: its amazing..

R: Well I wouldn’t go that far, half of it’s not there...

S: still, it’s amazing, beautiful

R: I don’t know, I think it’s a really really bad omen

S: how is it floating?

R: You see I’m really not sure it is…  Because I’m not sure I’m even awake...

(sam grabs rufus)

R: Now. See that doesn’t prove anything...

S: What’s the writing?

R: It does remind me of something I’ve seen before...

(Sam tries to read some of the text)

R: Oh right you convinced me it’s not a dream, you keep interrupting me…

S: Sorry, sorry.

R: Oh don’t be sorry…

S: (reading guitar) Middlefield...

R: MA?

S: Masters?

R: I don’t think you’ve got to worry about masters right now...

S: Kumbara?

R: See that I don’t know maybe

S: African?

R: African or something

S: Maybe it’s an African instrument of some kind?

S: Maybe they put it here? Maybe some African god came and put it here?

R: What with a guitar?

S: Yeah, you don’t know do you...

R: True

S: It’s the modern day

(Pause)
S: Four string… no, how many strings?

R: We can’t have been the first people to find this

S: I know, we must be

R: Think we should tell anyone else?

S: What do you think?

R: Well I... I was thinking perhaps... perhaps we could take it?

S: No.

R: Why not?

S: I like it standing there

R: But you know, someone else will take it! So, why don’t we take it?

S: Well, what happens if we do take it? Can we even take it?

R: I reckon we can, you know it’s…

S: I don’t think we should

R: Why not?

S: Don’t know what would happen do you?

R: Well if you… We do know someone else will take it if we leave it...

S: Nah, they won’t…

R: Well this would be… you know… I’ll admit it.. I’m a bit afraid to touch it... but this could be worth loads.

S: If you want to take it you take it

(Long pause)

R: I..I don’t actually want to touch it.. You can actually…

S: I don’t want to touch it! I don’t trust it..

R: Maybe some sort of gloves are in order?

S: I don’t have any gloves…

R: You don’t have any gloves? You came with that stupid hat and you haven’t got any gloves?

S: I didn’t think I needed to touch a guitar! So… I didn’t bring any gloves! I brought a hat because it might be sunny.

R: Well, wrong on both counts.

S: Yeah, sorry…

(Pause)

S: So why don’t you take it?

(Pause)

R: I think I’ll come back for it later actually...

S: Up to you... I’m not going to, you can

R: Why are you so frightened of it?

S: Because it’s floating!

R: True…

S: How can you trust something that’s floating in the air? Really? It’s not the most trustful thing.

(Pause)

S: Maybe it will move on its own?

R: it is moving a bit... but that might just be the air.

S: Maybe it will float away

R: Maybe we should wait and follow it... see if it does move?

S: Think so?

R: Yeah

S: How long will it take though? It might take years, it might not. It might not even move…

R: I don’t know, maybe when other people get here we can say we found it. That’s like owning it.

S: Yeah! We can say it’s ours!

R: Right

S: And we just wait for it to move. That’d be a good idea...

(Pause)

S: What if no-one does come here?

R: They’ll come, they’ll come…

S: How’d you know?

R: Well this isn’t the most obscure place in the world you know

S: I suppose it isn’t no…

R: Soon as it gets light there will be lots and lots of people, you know, going to work…

S: yeah... What day is it though?

R: Thursday… everyone will be up at six

S: Not long now…

(Pause)

S: Why is it broken? Or is it broken?

R: I think it definitely broken. I’m no instruments though...

S: It might be made to... be like that.

R: Why would it be made like that?

S: I don’t know… you never know do you?

(Pause)

S: what does that mean?

S: Azure-greeg? Quelbum? Custek?

R: no I think that’s just blue green…

S: there’s an address on it

R: and a website!

S: could phone them!

R: Have you got your mobile?

S: No, have you?

R: No

S: Well, can’t do that...

R: Well that was good planning

S: Well I didn’t know I was going to come across a floating guitar did I? I’m sorry.

R: Well what are you doing up at this time?

S: Don’t know, just needed a walk… what were you doing?

R: I was trying to make a quiet exit from a very bad party.

S: really? And then you came across it?

R: Yeah

S: I think that’s a bit suspicious.

R: Why would I put half a guitar here?

S: Well I don’t know… You might? Kinda thing some people do…

(Pause…)

S: It’s dusty though

R: Yeah I know, I think it’s been here quite a while.

S: Surely someone would have noticed it around here?

R: That is odd...

Fade out.

Broken Guitar Improvisation Session 2
Jacob and Jeffery Transcript
Jacob: What have we got here then?

Jeffery: It’s his guitar.

JR: Who’s?

JB: You know, him.

JR: Him as in.. him?

JB: Yeh, Him.. Did you know him?

JR: No I didn’t, I’d heard about him

JB: You didn’t know him?

JR: No, I just heard he had things…

JB: Oh. Yeh…

JR: You know what I heard this was. I heard that all of the guitars that get smashed in like rock shows. Joe Strummer, Smash, Johnny Rotten, Smash. And all of the like the guitars spirits sort of floated away as it was broken and it just became, it goes into this one guitar. I heard that he had it and I’d never seen it before. Maybe this is it.

JB: Yeh, it’s the one. Hard to believe isn’t it? 

JR: Yeah I know..

JB: It just looks so…

JR: Floaty

JB: mmm, floaty… broken

JR: I wonder why it hung itself, maybe it was depressed?

JB: It looks kind of sad

JR: Maybe that’s why it’s hanging?

JB: Can you think of anything that might uh, make it seem happier?

JR: Maybe if we told it a few jokes?

JB: You know any jokes?

JR: Well I’m not actually that good with jokes.

JB: Nah, me neither. I wish I knew a lot of jokes, but I don’t.

(JB blows on the guitar)

JB: What d’you think of that?

JR: That would have cheered me up. If you’d done that to me.

(JB blows on the guitar again)

JR: Is it safe to do that? Would he be angry?

JB: I dunno

JR: You think he’d mind if we borrowed it? We could make a fortune out of this!

JB: You think so?

JR: Come see our floating guitar! I would pay thousands.

JB: Really?

JR: Well, if you repaired it.

JB: Have you got thousands to pay?

JR: Well not at the moment but I’m sure we can find some investors?

JB: Oh..

JR: Come see the floating guitar! Sell out Broadway. It’d be fantastic.

JB: Well it does look happier if it’s spinning

JR: It does.

(JB Blows on the guitar)

JB: That’s a lot happier.

JR: It does… I thought of a joke. Why did the chicken cross the road? (pause) To score drugs. (pause) See it looks happy now.

JB: It does!

JR: It does.

JB: The jokes, the spinning. We’re really doing a lot to cheer up this guitar.

JR: What do we usually do when we are sad? I’m just trying to think.

JB: Yeh.

JR: Maybe if we just chilled out with it for a while?

JB: Yeah, maybe watch a movie?

JR: Perhaps sing cum-bye-ya? I dunno…

JB: Do you know that song?

JR: Cum-bye-ya m’ lord cum-bye-ya?

JB: Did you write that?!

JR: Well… I had a hand in there.

JB: Well that’s a great song! I bet you really do have thousands.

JR: Ah, try and keep in secret. Ging-Gang-Goolly. That another one of mine.

JB: I don’t know that one.

JR: Oh, you weren’t in the scouts then?

JB: No I’m gay, they wouldn’t let me in.

(JB blows on the guitar)

JB: How’s that go that song?

JR: Ging gang goollyoollollly whats-it. And that’s about all I know… I’ve forgotten it… long time ago you know.

JB: Oh. It makes me sad when you can’t remember songs.

JR: Happens a lot now. I don’t know why..

JB: Did you hit your head?

JR: Most probably, I think I was dropped as a baby and later on in life… many times.

(JB blows on guitar. JR joins in)

JR: Looks much happier!

JB: Yeah, I’m happier too

JR Laughs

JB: Even if you don’t remember that song.

JR: Can you think of any songs?

JB: Rudolph the red-nosed reindeer… had a very shiny nose…

JR: Like a light bulb!

JB: Like a what?

JR: Like a light bulb. His nose was shiney, light bulbs are shiney.

JB: A light bulb?

JR: Yeah

JB: No…

JR: Well they are bright…

JB: You’re pulling my leg!

JR: They’ve got bells on

JB: Light bulbs have bells?!

JR: Sometimes… if it’s festive

JB: You’re crazy

JR: What else do you do at Christmas but put bells on lights.

(JB blows guitar)

JR: What does he do now then?

JB: He’s dead.

JR: Is he?!

JB: Yeah!

JR: I was wondering why I hadn’t seen him for ages.

JB: It’s true

JR: How long has he been gone?

JB: Ages.

JR: God. I sent him a Christmas card last year as well…

JB: It have light bulbs on it?

JR: Maybe, a few, perhaps one.

JB: With these crazy bells you speak of!?

JR: Look. Okay, I’m strange, I enjoy bulbs and lights and dangley things. And tassels, I’ll stop there.

JB: Tassels… 

(JB blows guitar)

JR: Why are the strings missing?

(Pause)

JR: Someone should fix it

JB: I don’t think you could play it anyway.

JR: Have you tried? I think you should try, you were always the better singer n player than me anyway. 

(JB reaches towards the guitar)

JB: No…

JR: You scared?

JB: There’s no campfire!

JR: So? Practise for the campfire

(JB reaches towards guitar again)

JR: Bet you can’t do it.

JB: Ayyye, you’re right.

(JB reaches for the guitar)

JR laughs

JB: No. I suck, you know, I don’t wanna do it.

JR: but he’s dead you said he was dead.

JB: Eee you know it’s kinda creepy though.

JR: It’s a bit weird, I wonder why he left it here.

JB: (Reaching for guitar) I really want to…

JR: You’re scared…

JB: I know! (laughs)

JR: I’m not going to try, I don’t need to so I think you should. Did you say he was going to come back?

JB: No, but I always have this secret suspicion he’s like just hanging out, you know like ghosts do, oozing round the room watching me.

JR: Really?

JB: Really.

JR: You spoken to anyone about that?

JB: No, its kinda embarrassing you like when you’ve got a rash (scratching side) and you don’t want to tell anybody.

JR: Is that like limbo?

(JB begins dancing under guitar)

JR: It’s like you die and go to a Hawaiian party that’s hilarious with cocktails and those bars you know…

JB: yeh

JR: I’d be happy to die if that happened… Not yet though

JB: You know that limbo song?

JR: No… Everyone limbo?

JB: (laughs) See you do know it!

JR: That was just made up on the spot you know?

JB: Did you write that too?

JR: Well, I’m going too. Sounds like I’ve got a hit on my hands.

JB: You just like, you and your songs and the music its like…

JR: I don’t know where it comes from seriously. I don’t even know I’ve written them sometimes.

JB: I’m in awe!

JR: But you sung them!

(JB blows on guitar)

JB: well who do you want to be, Paul Simon or Art Garfunkle?

JR: Both

JB: You like the hair don’t you?

JR: Yeah you know I’ve kinda gone for that but I just never quite manage

(JB blows on guitar)

JR: Yep, defiantly see-through… I wonder what this does… It seems like when I get near it, it pushes me away.

JB: I know

JR: It’s so shiny…

JB: I wanna touch it so bad…

(Both dance around the guitar then exit)
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Script stage 1

Ext. two unnamed men walk into scene. Background is black; characters are highlighted by a single light from above and to the right. They appear engaged in conversation walking towards camera. In the background there are sounds of a quiet funfair.

ONE




..It’s not like we were trying




that hard anyway, they just kept




on until we left, wasn’t a big loss.

The angle shifts as the pair come to a halt.

TWO




Well man, you’ve got nothing to




Lose walking away I guess. Not that




I would have, but that’s me…

ONE




Yeah well. Anyway, what’s the deal 




With this place? We’ve been here




Hours.

TWO




Hey, what’s wrong with spending time




Together? 

ONE




There’s nothing wrong, I’m just




Wondering why we are here. I don’t




Think we’ve done anything…

ONE moves off slowly with TWO following after a slight hesitation. 

ONE




In fact I’m fucking bored.

TWO




(Cutting ONE off.)




Then if your bored go home. You




Do nothing all day, then complain




When you actually do something.

ONE




I’m not that bad! Anyway, wasn’t it




My idea to go out in the first place?

(continued)

ONE




You said we should come here.

Angle shifts to focus on TWO.

TWO




That’s because its different, its




A change, you know? If we did what




You wanna do all the time I’m pretty




Sure it means staying in watching




Endless fucking cartoons day in day out

ONE




I never force you to watch them!

TWO




(laughs)




Yeh, I know, I know… Shall we get 




Out of here then?

Angle shifts again to look at ONE

ONE




Well we haven’t done anything yet

TWO




(puzzled)




Didn’t you just want to leave?

ONE




No… I’m just pissed we’ve been 




Walking about talking shit for 




Ages and we haven’t seen the sights




Gone on rides n stuff.

TWO looks to the left and right

ONE




Well?

TWO




There isn’t much here really is 




There?

ONE




(looking around)




No not really. Hey how about that.

(continued)

Both men turn to face same direction.

TWO




That?

ONE




Yeah, looks fun…

TWO




(slightly shocked)




It looks like its falling apart!

ONE




Oh its just the light man.

TWO




Just the light? In the day time




It would look even worse!

ONE




Cmon man! It doesn’t look that bad!




If it wasn’t safe it wouldn’t be here.

TWO




Then why is no-one on it?

ONE looks to TWO then back in the direction of the ride.

ONE




They are just scared, it’ll be fun!

TWO




No. Just no. How about something else?

ONE




Something else? What like? Teacups?




Cmon! What’s gotten into you?

TWO




I’m not getting on that thing! Its not




That I’m scared of it! I just don’t want




To.

ONE




You sound pretty damn scared to me.

(Continued)

TWO




I’m not fucking scared ok?

ONE walks around TWO with his arms in a shrugged position

ONE




Look, its no big deal, it’s just




A ride. You hold on and enjoy it!




It’s not like a horde of clowns

molesting you in a dark room. Its

a bloody ride!

TWO




Hey, hey… leave the clowns out of 




This, and I’m not going on it dude.

ONE raises his hands to calm the distressed TWO.

TWO




I’m just not ok?

ONE




Alright, easy there, just tell me




Why ok?

TWO




(firmly)




Just leave it!

ONE lets out a sigh and looks towards the floor. There is a few moments silence between the two.

TWO




It’s no big deal. You know?

ONE pauses before replying. Joking tone slightly flattened.

ONE




Well you sure are making




A big deal out of it. Out with




It... What’s up?

TWO sighs and walks a few paces away.

TWO




Nothing, I’m just not going on




That thing.

(continued)

There is another pause. ONE and TWO avoid eye contact.

ONE




Tell me what’s wrong. This better




Not be a fucking joke man.

TWO stays quiet. Rubbing his hand over his mouth he turns back to ONE.

TWO




Your not getting me up there. No way.




You want me to be honest? That thing




Scares the shit outta me.

Focus back on ONE

ONE




But why man, it’s just a ride. It’s




Safe. It’s just a bit of fun you know.




What’s wrong with that?

TWO




(sheepishly)




I don’t like being in those little




Carts. The smell.. of all those people




Who have sat there. You stopped to think




About all the kids that have crapped 




Themselves on that thing? The vomit?



It fucking sickens me! What if you vom?




Christ, what if I do?! I just ate that




Apple thing. What do you think?

ONE is taken aback by TWO.

ONE




I think you’re fucking nuts man. Its




A bloody rollercoaster. Oh man fuck this




Lets get out of here

The Pair walk off away from the camera. TWO looks back over his shoulder twice in the direction of the ride. The pair continue to talk as they fade away. Sounds fade out. 
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