The Claim by Pete Barrett

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
VOICE: Thank you for waiting. Your call is in a queue. Your call is valuable to us and we will be with you as soon as possible.

CLAIMANT:  Come on.

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
VOICE: Thank you for waiting. Your call is in a queue. Your call is valuable to us and we will be with you as soon as possible.

CLAIMANT: Come on. Come on. Come on. 

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
VOICE: Thank you for waiting. Your call is in a queue. Your call is valuable to us and we will be with you as soon as possible.

CLAIMANT: Will someone please answer this (fucking) phone. 

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)

INSURER: National Direct Insurance. Sorry to keep you waiting. How can I help? 

CLAIMANT: Finally. Thank God for that. I’ve been listening to Greensleeves for forty minutes. I hate bloody Greensleeves.

INSURER: Thank you for informing us of your dislike of Greensleeves. Is there another matter related to National Direct Insurance I can help you with?

CLAIMANT: Yes I want to make a claim. We’ve had a bit of an accident. A tin of paint got tipped over the living room carpet. It’s quite a mess!

INSURER: What is your customer number?

CLAIMANT: Ah, the thing is, I can’t actually find my insurance documents at the moment. 

INSURER: What is your telephone password?

CLAIMANT: My what?

INSURER: Your telephone password.

CLAIMANT: I don’t know. 

INSURER: We are unable to process your claim on the telephone without your telephone password. Please see our website for details. Thank you calling National Direct Insurance. Your call is valuable to us. Would you like to do our survey?

CLAIMANT: No I wouldn’t like to do your survey.

INSURER: Thank you. Goodbye.

CLAIMANT. No, no. Please don’t go. I’ve been waiting for forty minutes. Hello. Hello. (Fucking hell)

(DIAL TONE. CLAIMANT DIALS AGAIN. GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
VOICE: Thank you for waiting. Your call is in a queue. Your call is valuable to us and we will be with you as soon as possible. 

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
INSURER: National Direct Insurance. How can I help?

CLAIMANT: Yes. Right. Okay. We’ve had a bit of an accident with a tin of paint. Now I don’t have a customer number and I don’t have a telephone password. But I am definitely insured with you. I renewed less than a month ago.

INSURER: Postcode?

CLAIMANT: CO4 4JG

INSURER: Mr Wilson? 

CLAIMANT: Yes.

INSURER: How can I help you today,  Mr Wilson.

CLAIMANT: Well you won’t believe it. But our cat, the silly thing, tried to squeeze past a tin of paint on the table in the living room. Knocked it over, the lid came off and the paint went everywhere. Carpet’s completely ruined, I’m afraid.

INSURER: I’m afraid your policy doesn’t cover that, Mr Wilson

CLAIMANT:  It doesn’t?

INSURER: I’m afraid not. On page 27, paragraph four, in your policy document it states that feline-related accidents are not covered.

CLAIMANT: Feline

INSURER: Not covered. Sorry

CLAIMANT:  No, actually, now I come to think of it. It wasn’t the cat, it was the dog. Yes that’s it. I remember now - the cat dislodged the paint but it was in fact the dog that knocked it off

INSURER: The dog

CLAIMANT:  Yes, it was the dog, definitely 

INSURER: I’m afraid you’re not covered for that.

CLAIMANT:  I thought it was just feline things I couldn’t claim for.

INSURER: It’s on page 33 of your policy document, Mr Wilson.

CLAIMANT:  Go on. Remind me.

 INSURER:  Multiple family pet accidents are excluded.

CLAIMANT:  Right. OK. Supposing I was to say that it wasn’t the dog. He dislodged the paint and left it perilously close to the edge, but it only fell over when I came in to see what all the fuss was all about. It must have a been a blast of air from the door that knocked the thing off. We’re covered for blasts of air aren’t we?

INSURER: Yes, you are.

CLAIMANT:  I am?

INSURER: Yes

CLAIMANT:  You’re sure

INSURER: Yes.

CLAIMANT:  So I can I put in a claim please.

INSURER: What is the value of the carpet?

CLAIMANT:  It’s around £500. It’s quite old, I have to admit.

INSURER: If you give me your email address, I’ll send you the claim form.

CLAIMANT:  So I’m actually going to get some money

INSURER: Yes. 

CLAIMANT:  How much?

INSURER: One pound

CLAIMANT:  What?!

INSURER: One pound. You have an excess of four hundred and ninety nine pounds on household accidents.

CLAIMANT:  Just tell me something please. Is there any circumstances, at all, ever, in which I can claim and get some money from this policy?

INSURER: Oh yes. It’s all stated quite clearly in your policy document. Is there anything else I can help you with

CLAIMANT:  You haven’t got a gun have you?

INSURER: Thank you for calling National Direct Insurance.

(GREENSLEEVES AS BLAND TELEPHONE MUSIC)
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