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SCENE  AUTONUM    HOTEL RECEPTION DESK

GRAMS:
“What’d I say?” fade to

F/X:
phone rings

Receptionist:
(chirpy) Thank you for calling the Ramsay Hotel Manchester, how can I help? 

                                           Certainly sir, can I take your name please?                                                                                                                        

Uh huh,

Ok Charles...  and what’s the surname please?

No, the surname sir, … Charles what?

… no, I’m sorry sir, perhaps you aren’t quite understanding me, are you calling from America by any chance? … Yes I thought so by your accent, well when we say sir name here in England, it’s not like ‘Sir Geoffrey or ‘Sir Kenneth’- we’re not ALL knights of the round table (laughs) No, what it means is-

hmm huh…

Oh, I SEEEE! I’m terribly sorry Mr. Charles, my mistake, in that case can I take your first name please?

(laughs), yes ‘touche’ Mr. Charles… and this is Sherlock  Holmes speaking, ha ha, no, seriously your first name is…?

Really?

Actually you sound quite like him too I have to say, you must be constantly having to explain that you’re not the real-

(laughs, a little wearily), yes of course you are sir. Anyway how can I help?

No, no, if you say so Mr. Charles- or should I call you ‘Brother Ray’? (sniggers) No, but seriously though, would you like to book a-

mmmmm…


F/X:
(D) angry voice on line

riiiight…

Ok, firstly sir, I have to say that I don’t appreciate being spoken to in that manner, I realise you’re American but allowances for social shortcomings can only stretch so far and secondly-  if I could just be allowed to finish mister Charles, if that is your real name, secondly you happen to be speaking to a  fan of the real Ray Charles so if you intend to keep up this charade for the rest of this conversation then I’m afraid you’re about-

F/X:
(D) angry voice again

Right, I have to warn you that I will end this conversation if you continue to use that kind of-

hu huh..

There’s really no need to try, I mean it’s not something you can prove on the phone is it?

No, please don‘t do that…

(haughty)Well it’s bad enough that you have the audacity to claim to be one of my personal heroes but, to be perfectly honest, I don’t think I could bear listening to you murder one of his songs down a transatlantic teleph…

(LOW) oh for crying out loud!

F/X:
(D) singing

(over singing) Well yes but that’s obviously-

if I could just-

F/X:
(D) singing stops

Sorry?

(matter of fact) No, of course not, I’ve got loads of Ray Charles tapes, there’s one in my car right now. If you don’t mind holding I could go and get it and then I can pretend to be him too. 


(chatty) Well yes, of course it sounded live but this is the eighties now sir, you’ve probably got one of those compact disc players and, anyway, he has that quality of voice. You could listen to him through two tin cans and a bit of string and he’d still make you weep…

You’re welcome- err no, you’re not welcome because you’re not him, and I’d appreciate you dropping the impression now if you don’t mind, it’s good enough to fool the untrained ear but to a fan it’s-


No, you’re not! (pause) oh, hang on, (laughing as the penny drops) I think I know what this is. It’s one of those radio wind-ups isn’t it? Come on, admit it, you’ve tried your best but you’ve met your match. Which station is it? Ooh, can I say hello to my mum?

F/X:
(D) very angry voice

Woah! Hang on there a minute matey! They’re never going to broadcast that are they?

F/X:
(D) angry voice again

Ok, calm down please! Fair point- no they wouldn’t. So this obviously isn’t a radio wind-up but that doesn’t alter the fact that you’re still obviously not Ray Charles.



Well, first of all he wouldn’t need to be calling a hotel to make a reservation would he? I mean he’d have his agent or somebody do that for him. Secondly, I doubt he’s ever even heard of Manchester, why on earth would he want to come here?

No, this isn’t the tourist information office, it’s the Ramsay hot- oh, yes very funny sir. No, it’s a great place to come and we do get our fair share of ‘celebs’ but I can’t see it being the destination of choice for a living legend.

Err, you’re still not welcome…. well because you’re still not him that’s why.

(sarcastic) Oh really?

(sarcastic) Is that so?

An album of duets? You’ll have to do better than that I’m afraid. Should I prepare myself for calls from the great and good of the music industry Mr. Charles? My uncle Billy plays the spoons, maybe we can get him on percussion while you and Whitney Houston do ‘Hit the Road Jack’ in room three seventeen.


Sorry? (pause) err… no it’s taken, booked this morning- by a real person.


And you can’t record it in America I suppose?

Well I’m sorry but I‘m afraid it is my ‘goddamn business’ if you insist on lying to me on the phone!

Alright, alright! I’m sorry!

Oh hang on, I’ve got an idea.

Well you claim to be Ray Charles right?

And, as I’ve already stated, I happen to be one of his biggest fans.

Well you can take my word for it, I am. I’ve seen him live five times in the states. I’ve got all his recordings, I’ve read pretty much everything ever written about the man and, more importantly I just happen to know that he’s on tour in the states right now and that all this week he’s staying at a hotel that I, myself, have stayed in on more than one occasion-

Yes, well done, but you could have found that out in advance. You obviously do this sort of thing on a regular basis, but you’ve met your match this time, sir. 

If you’re really Ray Charles then all you need to do is look out of your window and tell me what you see.

F/X:
(D) incredibly angry voice

Ok, I’m sorry, it was a cheap trick but I thought it might just save us both a lot of –

I don’t know what you’re getting so wound up about you can probably see just fine, at least I am what I claim to be…

No, fine… fire away

Robinson

Albany, Georgia

Bailey and Aretha

Baby let me hold your hand, 1951

The Genius

(sadly) Heroin

err, that was Frank Sinatra

Look, these are all things that can be looked up in any library. Did you know, for instance, that his brother George drowned in a water tub outside his house? Did you know that even though he was blind from the age of seven, he rode a motorbike around the streets of Gainesville by sound alone? Did you-


Well, you’re bound to say that, I’ve just told you haven’t I? I suppose you’re claiming to be his biggest fan now are you? Well I’m sorry but that post has already been taken by me, and you’re no more me than you are ‘the genius’ himself.

F/X:

(D) angry voice 


(angry) And I know you’re not!

I’ll tell you how I know shall I? I know you’re not Ray Charles because if I were lucky enough to have my personal hero just call me up out of the blue… if I were that lucky Mister Charles then I wouldn’t be working for peanuts behind the reception desk of some crummy hotel listening to deluded bloody Americans would I? You should be ashamed of yourself, pretending to be someone else. This conversation  is over. DO NOT call this number again!…


My name? Of course you can have it, it’s J. R. Hartley, alright?

F/X:
phone is slammed down


(To self) They must think I was born yesterd-

F/X:
phone rings


(Deep Breath) (Chirpy again) Thank you for calling the Ramsay Hotel, Manchester. How can I help?… Double room? Certainly and what are the names?


John and Michael? (Groans) (angry again)No, I’m sorry sir, I must insist on the surnames!


Oh, I SEEE! My Mistake!

GRAMS:
fade to “Ladies and gentlemen, mister Elton John and crowd cheering” from ‘Don’t let the sun go down on me’ by George Michael. 

END:
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