1
7

The Proper Degree of Assurance

Margaret Smith called her husband Robert in the mid-afternoon of February 12th.  

"Bob, Harvey Jones just died of a heart attack.  I am with Peggy, and she is beside herself.  Harvey had not provided Peggy with enough insurance to do more than cover the barest of funerals, and now Peggy is going to have to go back to work as an interior decorator.  Are we adequately covered?"

Robert Smith quickly assured his wife that he would double-check their insurance coverage with their best friend, Covington, Kentucky's All-State agent, George McBride.  Margaret hung up the telephone to return to her efforts to calm and comfort Peggy Jones.  They headed for the social security office to talk about funeral arrangements, and get Peggy's mind off the horrors of the interior design business.

Robert Smith telephoned George McBride as soon as he disconnected from his conversation with Margaret.  George was probably the most popular person in Covington, attending every baptism, confirmation, marriage, and funeral, along with over half of its bar mitzvahs.  George had no life other than greeting and either congratulating or solacing the public of the greater Covington area.  However, he was by far the most successful insurance agent in Kentucky.  George not only knew the people of the area, he also knew the actuarial business inside and out, along with the many innovative ways the industry had to offer new and enticing products for the value of the general public.

"George, Bob Smith here.  I just heard the bad news about Harvey Jones."

George talked a little slowly, which he found safest in his business.  "Hi, Bob!  Yes, life is ever so fragile.  We never know what is going to happen next.  That's why is it so important to prepare for our loved ones."

"That's why I'm calling, George.  Margaret is worried about our insurance situation.  Can I come over and discuss it with you?"

George McBride had a busy day scheduled, but he could smell commissions, so he cleared an hour to allow him to talk to Robert Smith about insurance coverage.  "I'm always free to talk to close friends, Bob.  Come over at 4, to give me a chance to clean up some minor things."

"Fine, George.  Be right over.  Thanks ever so much!"

The Smiths were prosperous and cautious people, the backbone of the American tax system, as well as the core of the successful American insurance system.  They had policies on Robert and Margaret's life, health, houses, cars, boats, and even on their pets.  They were covered for liability.  They were covered for job severance.  They were covered for hail, storm, flood, lightning, and other acts of God.  They were covered against theft, arson, assault, embezzlement, and other acts of their fellow men and women.  They were what people like George McBride called a gold mine.  If George had ever taken a vacation or in a weak moment had purchased some luxurious bauble, he would have thought of the McBride's.  But they only had $100,000 life coverage on Robert, and $50,000 on Margaret.  Furthermore, they had no cancer insurance, and only $3,000 funeral insurance each.  While this would cover the average funeral, the finer funeraria in Covington, Kentucky could easily produce a funeral much more expensive than that.

At 4, Robert and Margaret Smith arrived at George McBride's modest and appropriate insurance office.  George came out of his office to the reception area to personally greet Bob and Maggie.  After mutual solicitations about poor Harvey Jones, (and Margaret's relation of the grief of Peggy Jones over Harvey's lack of insurance), the three went into George's office, and quickly got down to brass tacks.

"Well, Maggie and Bob, while you two are as always among the most responsible citizens of greater Covington, I have found some gaps in your coverage.  For instance, do you have the recommended 36 months of income coverage in life insurance?"

"Gee, I don't know, George.  I make roughly $80,000 now.  And Maggie makes about $40,000 from her Tupperware operation."

"Gosh, I'm afraid you both are a little low, then.  You wouldn't need to add much.  Just a rider for an additional $140,000 for you, Bob, and we recommend another $70,000 for Maggie.  It so happens that we have a very good package available right now that offers double indemnity."

"Double indemnity?  What's that, George?" queried Maggie.

"Well, Maggie, should Bob meet with an unfortunate accident, the amount the insurance company would pay you would double its face value" responded George.

"Gee, I suppose that would be acceptable, don't you Bob?" 

"How much would it cost us?" the ever-thrifty Robert Smith enquired.

We can provide all of this extra coverage for only $4,400 per year, Bob."

"That's a little more than I was budgeting for insurance!" parried Robert Smith.

"Now Bob!  You always want the cheap way out!  Give some thought to me!  You can't imagine how poor Peggy Jones took the bad news today!"

"You mean about Harvey?"

"Well, she had kind of been expecting that ever since Harvey's last physical.  No, I was talking about her discussion with the Stevens' Mortuary.  Now she has to rely on social security, and is thinking of a cremation."

George broke in, sensing the moment of truth: "That wouldn't be a problem for you, Maggie, if you got the additional life insurance we have talked about, as well as this innovative new funeral package offered in conjunction with Mortara's Mortuary."

Maggie interjected quickly, "Mortara's!  We don't mix with the likes of them!"

Robert recovered his family's political acceptability with "Now, Maggie!  This is business.  We don't discriminate if it is sound business."

George added: "And the beautiful thing about this package is that for only $7,500 now, you are guaranteed one of the finest funeral packages on the market.  You will be assured the concrete protection to seal a solid platinum coated coffin for a guaranteed 350 years, and the finest satin lining available."

Robert returned to practicality with: "$7,500 seems a bit much for a funeral, doesn't it George?"

Maggie responded: "Bob, you're being cheap again!  I'll not have you embarrass me socially after you've gone!"

George wisely held his counsel.

Robert reddened, but capitulated.  "OK, George, you've made another sale."

George quickly entered the forms on his invaluable personal computer system, which printed off the forms for the additional life insurance and funeral insurance within five minutes.  This enabled him to get the valuable autographs of both Robert and Margaret Smith, who left his office to return home to discuss the travails of Peggy Jones.  Only after they left did George hit himself on the head, remembering that he had forgotten all about his cancer insurance proposal.

Robert and Margaret Smith performed their social duties, and attended the cremation of poor Harvey Jones.  Margaret Smith spent additional time consoling poor Peggy, asking her if she needed any Tupperware for her interior decorating operation.  Peggy did not take the business proposal gracefully.  This put Margaret Smith in a somewhat cranky mood.

Robert Smith returned to work, and came home for supper as normal like a good little husband.  While happy to see his loving wife, he was still smarting from the cost of the new insurance arrangements, which had slowly sunk into his fiduciary mind.  Margaret Smith banged a plate of breaded fish in front of Robert, next to the bowl of asparagus spears and the salad he loved so much.  While Robert loved salad, he didn't much like fish, especially breaded fish.  He let this information slip out in a sudden burst.  "Maggie, you know I hate this breaded fish crap!  Are you trying to irritate me on purpose?"

Margaret was a bit touchy after her harrowing afternoon, with the lost Tupperware sale and all.  "Damn it Bob!  I work sixty hours a week, and you expect me to cater to your every whim!  If you want haute cuisine, eat at Formsby's!"

One thing led to another, and Robert Smith obtained a hotel room by the month.

In the annals of marriage, couples often independently arrive at the same thought as one.  But when there is such coordination, it usually involves something a bit more loving than obtaining the services of a hit-man to arrange an eternally permanent accident for one's spouse.  But this was in fact the case in the saga of the Smiths, Robert and Margaret.  They had both carefully perused the policies they received from George, especially relating to the conditions of the double indemnity clause.  They found that it required clear evidence of an accidental death to pay off.  Therefore they both sought the best professional help, as they always did.  Thus it was probably not entirely accidental that they both hired the same experienced and successful goon to stage the immutably provable accident.  This goon was not only discreet, he was efficient.  When he had worked out the full ramifications of the two business requests he had received, he was able to save quite a bit by consolidating the two jobs.  Maggie and Bob made the mistake of telling our goon (who insists on remaining nameless) of their annual pilgrimage to Bob’s rich aunt for Thanksgiving.  It was a simple matter to arrange for the automobile to explode on the beautiful road system just outside of Covington, Kentucky, blowing both Robert and Margaret Smith to their eternal hereafter.  The entire business was blamed on the General Motors Company, who had negligently designed an automobile with a faulty gas delivery system.  

The affair was widely acceptable.  Not only the goon made a nice profit.  The Mortara Mortuary saved because there was no need for the concrete liners or the platinum coated caskets or the satin linings.  George McBride and the insurance agency came out ahead, because General Motors can afford some really good lawyers and investigators.  While these expensive experts were unable to identify the goon in question, they were clearly able to establish that their gas system was not at fault, and only the nefarious hand of man (or woman) unknown could have instigated the fatal ride of Robert and Margaret Smith.

The moral to this story, of course, is that double indemnity is too tempting to the beneficiaries.  Never buy it.  Further, since you're apt to be cremated unexpectedly anyway, save money on funeral arrangements and select the cremation option.

