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LECTURE, WITH CELLO 
 
Production Notes 
 
 
 
The Stage 
The stage is set as for a lecture/demonstration.  In the stage space there is a podium, some 
extra chairs (that may be used to display some posters or to hold props). 
 
A Screen 
A film screen is pre-set on a tripod or there is a plain wall that can take a front projection. 
The Professor will walk in and out of the light/pictures. 
  
The Slides 
The illustrative slides should be designed with great care, as they will form the main 
background for the piece. 
 
Lighting 
The lighting should be well designed and used to great effect.  
 
Sound 
Music – Bach’s Cello Suites, other cello pieces, are important and should be used under 
and over. 
 
Speech and Song 
At first, the Professor speaks.  From time to time he may sing acapella, or sing along with 
the music, or hum… all this can and will be worked out in rehearsal. 
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SCENE:  The stage is set for a concert and a lecture/demonstration.  There are chairs 
and music stands for a chamber orchestra.  There is a podium for The Professor. 
 
PROFESSOR enters with a cello case, which he begins to unpack.  Stops. Turns to 
audience. 
  

PROFESSOR 
Where is…?  There was supposed to be …  Did you…?  Did anyone see anyone else 
here?  Am I late?  This is … I was expecting (panto violins, violas, basses).  But… I 
guess not.   
 
Turns back.  Starts to unpack the cello case.  Stops. 
 
I’m so sorry.  How rude of me.  I’m … Here.  Wait a moment, please. 
 
Exits.  Returns with cardboard box, papers, files.  Some confusion.  But he opens the box, 
takes out a boom box, busies himself setting it up.  As he unpacks … 
 
There was supposed to be, you know, an, um, orchestra.  But since they, um, are not, for 
some reason, here… Let me, just to get you in the, so to speak, mood … 
 
Puts in a disc.  Boombox plays Bach cello.  He stops, registers the beauty of the music.  
Listens. Then proceeds to unpack more. He places files on the podium.  There are some 
news clippings mixed in with the files. Turns off music. 
 
Ladies and gentlemen.  Thank you all for coming.  
 
Holds up a newspaper. 
 
Yesterday’s newspaper.  How strange that it should be here.  That was terrible, that... 
thing that happened... in that car... I can’t imagine how this got mixed in with my notes.   
 
Puts newspaper down, but still holds it. 
 
I am so glad, even without the orchestra, so glad you all could be here.   
 
This is, you know, a culmination.  My theories are well known.  Well enough.  But this is 
the first time ever for their presentation as a whole.   
 
And you are here.  With me.  Witnesses to history. 
 
 Pause. 
 
Actually, if I may.  If you will permit me. If I might, I should prefer, if you don't mind, I 
believe that I will . . . not, for the moment, take out the, um, cello, but would ask you to 
picture the instrument in your minds, just for this moment, as we listen. 
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Turns on music.  Plays “air” cello to the music.  Begins to hum along. Stops.  
 
Pause. 
 
I’m sorry.  I’m a little agitated. Just a bit.  Bear with me, please.  I shall restore myself to 
a fearless state, calm myself. 
 
Deep breathing exercises.  “OM” at several different tones. 
 
Ah, thank you.  Bless you. How much better I feel now. Here now . . . Please pay 
attention.  No quiz (laugh), but, as they say, attention must be paid.   
 
I’ll be... I just... I’ll be...  
 
He starts the music. Exits.  Pause is almost too long. Enters with another cardboard box 
and proceeds to take out large posters and line drawings and illustrations -- notes, clefs, 
musical staffs, bars of music, pictures of cellos and bows -- which he puts up on walls 
and on easels all over and around the stage, until he is literally surrounded by music. 
 
There.  Now we can begin. 
 
Turns off music.  Takes in audience. 
 
Listen with your mind, your heart, your imagination.  Let the music that still sings in the 
ether continue to sing as I explain man’s most sublime creation, what I believe to be... the 
Voice of God.   
 
Do you hear it?  Can you?   
 
You, standing back there in the dark, I know you’re there.  Open that head of yours, crack 
the shell of your skull and let the notes of music pour and pour and pour ...   Where was 
I? 
 
Stops.  Turns on music for a phrase.  Turns it off.  Points to a picture of a cello. 
 
The cello is sublime. It is an instrument of bliss that holds inside itself the promise of 
articulated joy.   
 
But, before we proceed.  Let us deconstruct this... instrument... into its component parts. 
We cannot know the whole until we have examined each and every part.   
 
We need to dismember the sonic stress, remove beyond the doubts of reason any 
lingering remains.  Of doubt. 
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So first the simple elements:  
 
Mere wood.  
 
And gut.  
 
And hair.  
 
Apart, all nothing.  And yet together... singular beauty. And remorse. 
 
From his case he takes out long strands of blonde hair, as from a woman's “fall.” He 
drapes this over the podium.  
 
Then, from the same case, he takes a mess, a handful, of what could be bloody animal 
gut.  These he also places on the podium.  
 
Finally, he reaches down and brings up a block of wood, which he holds up in one hand. 
 
I use this piece of wood to show the roughness of the elements.  The way that nature—
foul and difficult nature, bizarre and petulant nature, such a goddess, such a... woman—
provides an element for art. 
 
Looks at the wood. 
 
Pay no attention to this slight discoloration. Even upright, sturdy trees will inherit stains.  
If you look at them, sometimes they are beautiful, the stains.   
 
Often, then are ugly and deformed, blotching what could be perfection.  When they 
blotch, when they mar, the stains, that is, when they are careless and unloving, why then, 
they are thrown away. 
 
As I said, pay no attention to this slight discoloration.  Even sturdy trees will bleed when 
their limbs are ripped untimely from their trunk, their body.  Bleed when they are torn.   
 
Even as you and I might bleed, perhaps only inside, perhaps only with our heart, might 
bleed were something we thought to be a part of us was removed, ripped off, and set 
aside. 
 
But I digress... Let us now have different music.   
 
Finds a new disc.  Puts it on.  Plays. 
 
I want you to come on a journey with me, now, to a far off land in a timeless country, a 
place where everything is sweet, where the word “forlorn” is unknown, where trust and 
beauty join in a stately dance, where no one is ever, ever anything but loved. 
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Music. 
 
Imagine wood from noble forests, ancient trees whose roots reach down into the earth, 
into the rocks, drawing nourishment from metal, lacy fingers of roots, tiny tendrils 
reaching into veins of gold, transmuting shiny flecks of ore into a tree that sucks up the 
gold, manifests the brightness even unto its innermost being.   
 
Cut the tree, create a board, love it, plane it, caress this wood, liberating the gold so that it 
will reverberate and echo, be ready for vibrating tones, be ready to take the sound from 
strings that vibrate, providing mellow answers to the questions of remorse. 
 
He puts the block of wood out of sight on the podium and picks up the messy strands of 
“guts.” 
 
From wrenching pain the heavenly potential of the sweetest tone . . .   
 
Please please please do not, I beg you, be repulsed by this. Just a little demonstration.  
It’s merely, um, string, that’s right, string, the kind you would use to tie up a package 
were you to want to send something in the post, wrapped in brown paper and tied up with 
string, it could contain something that was, perhaps, once a favorite thing.   
 
Something that you were now sending... elsewhere.   
 
Packages.  Wrapped.  Concealing whatever it is that’s inside.  Secrets.  Could be 
something wonderful.  Could be ...  
 
A cat.  Now dead, but dedicated now to production of the most sublime tone.  
 
The triumph of life over death, over the death of a confused and frightened animal, 
someone, some thing that looked, beseeching, until its life was torn away. 
 
Of course, strings are no longer made of guts.  Of any kind.  No guts.  Just glory.   
 
Do not, I beg you, be repulsed by this, my little demonstration. String with, um, ketchup, 
mere reminder of the wailing innards of the cat, now dead, now dedicated to sublimest 
tone...  
 
The triumph here of life over death,  of one confused and frightened animal whose truth 
had been revealed. 
 
I do apologize sincerely for my little demonstration.   
 
I’m sorry.  Truly sorry.  
 
I see someone in the back, in the shadows, shaking his head at my string with ketchup, 
merely props, a fake reminder of a cat, somewhere, whose innards await being turned 
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into glorious sound, though, of course, no cats are ever used, nor were ever used. 
 
The term “cat gut” is a misappelation, mistranslation from the Italian chai gitano or 
“string tension,” strings pulled taut to obtain the tone si bellisimo.  
 
Tight. Taut.  Strong.  
 
He puts the mess of guts out of sight on the podium. Presses play.   
 
Music is plucked,  atonal and disturbing. 
 
So, wood and string. The fundaments. Necessary constructs to an instrument. But of and 
by themselves not even capable of anything remotely musical. 
 
Atonal plucking music continues, louder, as he says . . . 
 
Fragments.  Dots.  Notes.  Particles. Pieces. Portions. Remnants. Splinters. Flecks. 
Periods. Points. Specks. Dabs. Spots. Bits. Crumbs.  Marks.  Blots.  ... Stains. 
 
To integrate disparities of sound requires the movement of a medium across the strings. 
 
He picks up the “fall” of blond hair. 
 
But drawing loosely dangling hair along stringy guts that likewise dangle...does... 
nothing. 
 
He demonstrates by lovingly pulling the blond hair across his forearm. 
 
See?  No sound.  Even if my arm were a wire.  Even if I held a wire in my two hands and 
you, say, pulled this hair across the wire... nothing.   
 
Tension is the answer. 
 
He takes out a board with two nails some 24” apart. He takes out a hammer, loudly 
pounds the nails further into the board in time to the words.. 
 
Security. Is. Important. For Tension.   
 
I’m sure you understand.  If there is no security, there can be no...  
 
Like right now. You all are here, sitting, feeling... somewhat secure.  But were I to, say, 
raise this hammer over my head, thus.  And look at you, thus.  And make a motion as if I 
were about to fling the hammer, thus.   
 
Draws back his arm. 
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You see?  Security.  Tension.  Please, dear friends.  A motion only.   
 
Nothing near the absolute of action.  Pre-action. 
 
Looks to back of auditorium. 
 
And would you, speaking of action, would you, that person standing there, in that trench 
coat, would... you... please... sit... down?!   
 
You know, dear sir, and I know that there is, at the moment, nothing you can do, nothing 
to be done.  Except to wait.  And watch.   
 
Now, where was I?  Oh yes, tension, resulting from security...   
 
You understand, don’t you?  
 
Looks directly at an audience member in the first row.  
 
You, you have a nice face.  You understand I’m sure about security.  How one is wafted 
on the wings of routine, lulled into thinking that whatever it is that is the present is, 
therefore, the future.   
 
Looks directly at another audience member. 
 
Or you.  Haven’t you, when you’ve had, say, a soft boiled egg for breakfast? When you 
encounter that egg, over and over again? It sits, does it not, in an egg cup?  A small 
porcelain stand that holds it upright?  And you, every morning, over and over again, take 
your knife and, after a tap or two against the shell, take off the top of that egg, decapitate 
the egg, as it were, exposing the inside, slippery slime and runny yellow yolk.   
 
Except that one day it seems the person sitting across from you, the person responsible 
every day, every single day, responsible for boiling you your egg to perfection, 
responsible for putting it in the cup, bringing you the melted butter, making sure the salt 
and pepper were aligned just so, that your coffee was the correct temperature, that your 
napkin sparkled white...  
 
The person responsible for ordering your life, for being your brightest star, your most 
glorious sun and moon, the person whose smile is the light of your life has, somehow, 
created an egg that is, on the inside, hard.   
 
Pause. 
 
Overcooked.  Overdone. 
 
What is the meaning of this?  
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What could possibly have brought about this lack of attention to the minute number of 
minutes required to create the correct egg, the routine egg, the perfect egg, the required 
egg that has, you see, been perfectly created every morning?  Day after day, month after 
month, year after year of egg perfection brought, now, to a grinding halt. One has to 
wonder Why? 
 
You see?  Security. Tension.  It is everywhere. 
 
It is especially important for the cello. 
 
He takes a piece of wire and winds first one end, and then the other around the nails on 
the board, then demonstrates by pulling the hair “fall” tightly between his hands and 
drawing this tightened “bow” across the strings. 
 
The tighter this is drawn, the better is the tone.  
 
Tighter.  Tighter. Better.  Better.  
 
Tightest twisted pulling tighter trying tightly with the tension to unleash the sweetest 
screams of sound. 
 
He pulls the hair so tightly that it rips. 
 
Hmmm.  Not so strong.   
 
To pull it most tightly would require that it be strung between a bow, like the string of an 
archer.  A wooden bow.  How interesting.   
 
We have now come full circle, and are back... to... wood. 
 
He finds a new CD, inserts it, and we hear a cello playing very emotional “Enrico 
Morricone” music.  To this accompaniment, he gently drapes the “fall” over the podium.   
 
Then he picks up the wooden block with the stain in one hand and the mess of “guts” 
with the other, holds them aloft, and chants ... . 
 
The cello is sublime.  
An instrument of bliss.  
Within, it holds the promise  
Of articulated joy. 
 
He puts away the “guts” and focuses back on the block of wood and on several pictures 
of celli, showing their outsides and insides. 
 
So, several different woods, some here, upon the body, and some here, inside, where 
special needs for tone and timbre dictate placement of a special wood, so special that I 
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may not even show it, may not even mention its name.   
 
If I told you about this wood, it would be the end of me, the end of a glorious career.  
 
Did you think that all of music was open?  Did you think that music was transparent?   
 
No, no, no.  Quite the contrary.  Music is composed of secrets. 
 
Did you ever ask a composer how he writes his music?  Go ahead.  Find one.  Ask him.  
And he or she will tell you, “Why, the music just comes.  The music—the notes, the 
phrases, the instrumentation, the tone—they are all there, waiting.  Don’t you hear 
them?”   
 
They lie.  The have a secret source, a place, a place as secret as the cello’s inner wood.    
 
Others, too, they have their secrets.  A beautiful singer, say, will produce incredible 
melodies ...  
 
Out of the ether we hear a portion of “The Four Last Songs” 
 
 And she will say, “Why, it’s nothing.  Everyone has the potential for this sound.”  
 
He croak/sings along with the music. 
 
Not everyone, I assure you.   
 
And when you ask, and she says, “Practice, darling.”  Or “Rehearsal, darling.”  
 
You think “Yes, of course.”  You don’t think “Secret.”   
 
But, of course, secrets are everywhere.   
 
Music fades.   
 
He finds a picture of the interior of a cello. 
 

[END OF SAMPLE] 


