The Battle Of All Guitar Battles

It’s 2:00 in the afternoon, the “Guitar-orama” has just begun at the local guitar shop on the cross streets of twenty-third street and Pardon avenue.  The sun is floating in the summer sky, and its bright graceful radiance shines through the windowed storefront.  Time passes by as the crowed of guitar playing fanatics fill up the store ground, and the shadows of instruments and equipment sway from side to side.  Its warm outside with the city noises filling up the air, warm inside as silence fills the store while the guitar players set up their equipment so start off the biggest guitar battle of the year.  

Dan Gerous is his name, a small five-foot Chinese boy, yet very skilled in his own craft of the guitar trade.  He has battled it off in these types of competitions before, however he is getting this feeling that he might not have what it takes to be a real key player in this day’s event.  He has read on the roster, that one of his childhood friends is also listed to compete. His name is none other than the infamous John Brandon, who had left the city a few years back, and continued his guitar playing as an “emo-punk”, of the suburbs.  They both play big roles in the local guitar shop scene, but play their differences out, because after all, John left to the suburbs, and Dan stayed in the city to become and urban guitar legend.  These two boys, very alike in skill and craftiness, know very well that if it were to be them in the final battle of the competition, things could get pretty nasty. 

Time has elapsed a few hours into the competition; Dan and John have both dug their ways to the top respectively, and the crowed is once again silenced by the lack of guitar presence on stage, because the announcer is on the verge of making a small announcement.  Then the crowed jumps in excitement as they see what may seem to be the headstock of a guitar as Dan enters on stage.  He plugs his guitar into the stage amplifier, and proceeds to set his pre-amp settings.   Soon John enters as the crowds’ level of excitement doubles, not because John had stepped on, but because they two have now stepped on to the stage, thus beginning the final battle of the competition.  It is growing dark outside, but it is still warm inside, the crowd quiets down, in light that Dan or John may begin the dual.  The background track plays, a track that both Dan and John are familiar with, and then a few measures in, Dan lets out a screaming descending arpeggio reaching picking speeds at a thirty-second count.  In reply John matches the speed in an ascending arpeggio of fifths and thirds. The crowd goes wild, as the two boys get it started, and Dan then achieves higher applause after counter attacking John’s arpeggios of fifths and thirds by unleashing his pentatonic solo of fury.  John is too quick to act and jumps in, cutting Dan off of his last few notes, the crowd senses that chemistry between the two guitars is mixing rather nicely, and finally the crowd is jumping, screaming at the top of their lungs, and the background track is embracing the madness.  Dan sees that John won’t give him any let, finally echoes with an abrupt face melter with “hammer-ons” and pull-offs”, truly a treat for the guitar-loving crowd.  Dan continues his epic solo while John lets himself in, and the dual becomes a power duet, with complimenting guitar counter-solos, the feedback due to such high voltage guitar playing, causes the two boys to release their madness in a wild and crazy manner.  Dan grows weak and weary as John is still standing tall and mighty with his guitar in his hand and his fingers picking ever so fast.  Dan knows that unless he can do something extreme, he will lose this competition, thus ending his well-known title as an urban guitar legend.  Dan then searches his inner most ability to produce a feat, which he knows has never been attempted and successfully achieved in guitar-history.  “The high-note of gut-bust’n death!” Dan quickly turns up his guitar settings, the crowd is still waiting for an answer to John’s continuous solo, and Dan prepares to end the show with a big bang.  He reaches the highest note on the fret board, and picks a screaming, squealing, and mind blowing note at such a high pitch, John’s guitar strings snap one by one, in the order from highest to lowest, and his guitar explodes into oblivion, and gives John a massive bloody nose.  

It was the “guitar-orama’s” end and the crowd got smaller and smaller, and John had been taken away by the house medics, and the staff had already been putting the equipment away.  And as the crowd seemed to disappear, however their was one man still standing in the midst of a room growing empty.  It was an agent, looking for young talent to feature in an article of “Guitar Player Magazine”; he had caught Dan’s smashing performance, and was willing to hand Dan his own right to his very own record label, and to become an established musician above any other young guitarists of his time.  

