COLD CALLING

“Hi, my name’s Helen, I’m from Will Writing Services.”

Well, that makes a change.  Normally it’s Tracey selling double glazing, or a new kitchen (actually I had one of those the same evening as I had Helen ringing up).  Often the conversation goes like this: “Is that Mr Monstersoon?”  Well that’s easily answered – “NO!!!” Or possibly: “Sir, can I offer you a bank loan?” What, don’t you know there’s a credit crunch on, I don’t want to be crunched!!!  I’ve nothing against call centres in Bangalore or Taiwan or wherever, but they always seem to ring up just when I'm trying to take a pot of soup out of the bottom oven, or am in the bathroom, or something inconvenient like that.

But to get back to Helen –
“Hi, I’m Helen, I’m from Wheel Wrighting Services.”

“Well that’s a coincidence.  How did you know I had some wheels that needed wrighting.  I mean, you must be clairvoyant.  Do you believe in the occult too?”  

Would I really dare reply to Helen like that?  What would she say?

“Well, yes as a matter of fact, I AM clairvoyant, it’s one of the requirements of this job.  It’s really no fun, cold calling people to sell them things they don’t want.  It’s so much easier if you can empathise with them, and telepathically know they really do want what you have to sell.  So that’s why I rang you specially, because I just know how much you’ld love having your wheels put right” (or wright???).

No probably not.  I have heard that one possible retaliation to the cold caller is to say, “I’m so interested in your offer of an enormous overdraft, but before we talk about that, let me tell you about Jesus.  Have you let the Lord Jesus into your life?”  There is a danger to this one.  The answer might just be, “Why yes, I’m so glad to be able to talk to a fellow believer.  Isn’t Jesus marvellous?  Perhaps we could meet and really get to know each other in the love of Jesus?”  Not too easy to counter, unless you just put the phone down.  Which is very rude, and not at all in line with the model of Jesus’ love
Sometimes I let the cold caller ramble on a while, describing the delights of their scheme for totally redesigning my house.  Then, rather cruelly I say, “That’s most interesting.  However I live in a listed building in a conservation area in the green belt and there’s absolutely no way the Council would give planning permission for replacing the windows with clear plastic ones.  So sorry.  Thank you.” Clunk.

Another trap for the unwary householder is the charity caller.  I’ve been asked to sell raffle tickets for the blind, for children with muscular dystrophy, the PDSA, several cancer charities, and probably the Government, trying to find a new way to pay off the National Debt.  I do give to charities, but I don’t really want to be bullied or shamed into this or that or the other one, however worthy, and I most particularly don’t want to discuss all this when the kettle is boiling and the spaghetti is frothing over and burning on the hob.

More sinister is the cold caller who doesn’t actually say anything.  The Phone Book calls these nuisance calls, though the term applies equally to all the callers I’ve been talking about so far.  In a play I once saw there was a bit where the phone rang, and when it was answered there was no voice: “Oh, it’s only our regular burglar checking in” quipped the person who by Act Two was being murdered.  I suppose some such silent calls are simply wrong numbers, but they are rather unsettling.
So, to get back to Helen, and her will writing (or possibly wheel wrighting), I rather wish I’d let the conversation carry on, and the spaghetti boil over.  Maybe she was some representative of a curious religious sect.  Maybe what she was offering was to get my “will”, i.e. my intentions or purposes, set right with the Almighty.  “Thy will be done”?  Perhaps she was offering to talk to me about Jesus.  I was once the victim of an attempt by some Mormons to convince me that the Book of Mormon contained almighty truth (this was when I was a reference librarian, and they asked me to provide an atlas so they could show me where the Book was found: I was totally taken in, I should have recognised them by their serious suits…).  Of course, Helen, being on the phone, couldn’t be seen, so I’d no idea whether she was a Mormon or indeed if she was wearing a suit.  Still, I guess if she had been wearing much less than a suit, she would indeed have been a cold caller…
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