Some of my favorite Gravekeeper shtuff from the CS boards. Note - Just a bunch of quotations all running together. 
~~I May Finally Have Snapped~~
I am the very image of a modern major CSR.

I’d really love to help you but I fear you’ve pushed me way too far.

I know it’s almost midnight and you’re calling for a ticket.

But I’m seriously about to tell just where you can go and stick it.
I’m very well acquainted too with matters creditorial

Your card is not complex, please let me give you a tutorial

Just pick the damn thing up and tell me what the little numbers are

It’s really not that hard, and if you grasp it we’ll get rather far
I’m very good at postal codes, addresses and the telephone

So listen carefully when I read them back to you in pleasant tone

If you can’t really hear me right it’s really through no fault of mine

It’s probably because it’s midnight and you’re approximately a hundred and nine.
I know our ticket packages and what you get for how much dough

So tell me what you want, and in your direction chances I will throw

But our tickets are sequentially, there’s no random tickets you can claim

You’re a twit for even asking since your odds would still be just the same.
Now the time has come for you to get the hell off of my line.

I’d love to stay and chat but those behind you would begin to whine.

I’ve got to get back to my calls and you’ve got to stumble back to the bar.

For I’m the very image of a modern major CSR.
===========
GK: “And your name please, sir?”

SC: “……whoa, uh….my name?”

GK: Well, that’s the most “Hang on, lemme put the pipe down” answer I’ve received yet this evening.
"I’d hate to think I’m not running Genuine Human here. Think of how many updates and patches I’d have missed by now."
"You’re trying to work with a blood alcohol level so high you could probably dissolve paint with a nose bleed"
"An Oops? Hm, don’t think I’ve heard of that one. Is that a lower end Visa for people with poor impulse control? Visa Platinum, Visa Gold, Visa Silver, Visa Oops? Is Oops as low as it goes, or can you apply for a Visa Dammit?"
"Seriously though, if you’re fishing for spare change, the best approach is not to open a door in front of someone, make eye contact and start singing “Itsy Bitsy Spider” to them. That doesn’t say “Oh, this man is being nice and holding the door for me, I should give him some change” it says “This man wants to turn me into a lampshade”."
"That’s how you know you’re charming, fellas. When a girl has the same reaction to your pick up lines as she would to a swarm of bats. "
"You know what? I really must congratulate you. You may very well be the first caller that actually realized they were foolishly running their hands over the charred surface of the blackened Pandora's Box that is my unwavering disdain. Then wisely thought better then to open it and unleash the uncompromising darkness within...So let this be a harrowing lesson for you, youngling and may you think twice before you again fumble blindly into the unfeeling realm of an Elder CSR. You truly know not what horrors lay within and while you have not emerged unscathed, you have at least escaped unharmed with a new appreciation for the fragile warmth of life."
"You know, I’m not sure what you were doing before you called, but it must have been priced by the gram."
"Have you ever considered maybe getting a hard drive activity light installed on your forehead? Just so other people know when you’re thinking of a response? That way they won’t think you’re ignoring them when you sit there trying to muster a coherent reply."
"It’s ok, it’s alright. You can take a couple of practice runs if you need too. Get a feel for the word. Break it down in your head. There’s no rush. If you need my help, I’m right here. You know, just in case you need a spotter. We wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself after all. You have to know your limits and how many letters you can safely string together. You don’t want to a career ending injury. You gotta be careful. If you have a verbal blow out, you’re never string a coherent sentence together again in your life. Then the only thing left for you will be reality television."
"There are many obstacles to being a dinosaur in today’s world, but you’ve successfully overcome some of them and for that I’m proud of you. It must be difficult wandering around with a brain the size of a walnut, but rest assured, when it comes to my callers, you’re frankly not alone. "
"Well, I keep telling you to clean it and check the crawlspace for bodies. But you never listen. So really, you only have yourself to blame here. I tried to help, I really did."
(all same SC, different responses, 4 calls): "Ordering requires that you provide me with a basic list of accurate, coherent information…..are you really sure you wish to do this? No offence, but my first impressions of you here did not include the term “accurate” or “coherent”. Nor anything even remotely related to the sphere of either concept. “Intoxicated” on the other hand leapt right to the forefront, hand in hand with “Drinks paint”. It was so close in fact it was a photo finish and the judges are still debating...I have this dark, ominous feeling. Like I’m travelling in third class on the Titantic and wondering what that noise was...There’s really no hope for us here, is there? This was all doomed from the start. We can only watch this tragedy play out in slow motion...You know, despite my overwhelming fear of how much worse this could possibly get, I must admit a growing curiosity as to how you even managed to dial our number without inadvertently harming yourself.……trying? Trying to what? Form a coherent sentence? Use a word with more than two syllables? Subdue an errant walrus? ... Its been a while since I’ve seen someone’s mind just completely implode in a matter of seconds. I should have brought popcorn....Let me let you in on a little secret: If you've spent a combined total of over half an hour annoying the living Hell out of a CSR, the absolute last thing you want to give them is justification [for hanging up on you]. Seriously, it's the moment we all wait for and seeing as you've been beyond difficult over two calls now despite my patience with you. This is perhaps not the best time to be biting the hand that feeds you...Believe me, I’m really trying not to mind. But your desperate struggle for coherency for some reason involves repeatedly calling me. It is becoming rather tiresome. Allow me to save you the trouble: No matter how many times you call, you will still speak only to me. All roads lead to Rome, and Rome doesn’t want to talk to you anymore. Rome doesn’t appreciate being called names. You have been very naughty to Rome and Rome has taken you off its Christmas card list. If Rome lived anywhere near you, Rome would take a dump on your lawn while you watched in horror from the living room window. Rome would do this while looking you right in the eye. "
"SC: “You didn’t really confirm all my questions…..”

GK: That would be because I hung up on you. You see, you're what the rest of us out here in non-gremlin infested melting clock land call "Crazy". I know you may not realize it from in there, but every time you try to beat gremlin to death with a shovel made out of spiders it might actually be a real person out here. So we are understandably wary about your presence.

GK (responding to another inquiry, same SC): ... Wait, go back a step here. The runaway train of your thought took a corner a tad too fast as I fear I was flung from the caboose into a drainage ditch. Do you think I’m the UN? And that the United Nations is suppose to interfere when people are rude to your family? ….Wait, do you think you’re a country? That’s it, isn’t it? You do, don’t you? Suddenly everything makes sense. I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but oddly enough declaring your living room sovereign territory via a Facebook status update does not legally make you a nation. You may wish to retract your war declaration on Pizza Hut for crossing your borders."
"Hmmm, I think we need to add another question to the call script. Perhaps: 'Are you currently painting in a poorly ventilated room?'"
"You know, there are many legitimate reasons for being locked out: You forgot your keys, your purse was stolen, your friend in your room isn’t answering, the buzzer doesn’t work, you name it. There are quite a few valid scenarios whereby you may end up being denied access to the interior of your abode. All of which I would perfectly understand as hey, these things happen. That said, I’ve never, ever had someone tell me they’re locked out because they don’t know how to use their key. I must admit that one’s new. I also must admit I’m not entirely sure how to explain something that should be quite readily obvious in its operation. If you’re unable to deduce this by yourself, I fear any explanation I provide may simply be too complex for you to follow. "
"You know, people are always surpised when I tell them I don't drink. Me too."
"Hmmm…I’m not sure what you’re missing or where so far. Perhaps the words I am using are too large and intimidating for you to comprehend? Er, waiting, that’s a big word too. Sorry. This is going to take some effort on my part. It’s difficult to downshift my train of thought to “Big Wheels Tricycle” speed to get on the same wavelength as you. Not a brand new Big Wheels either. One you've had for a few years so you've worn a little hole in the front wheel and some gravel got in there and now it makes this horrific noise whenever you pedal. "
"You….punched a hole in [the pipe] to make sure you could fix it? That seems…somewhat counterintuitive... I think you have issues that can likely only be fully addressed with medication."
"Not to sound like a broken record tonight but: What? It seems like at least half my calls on this line end with me asking myself one or several questions all of which begin with “What”. Really, there’s no need for me to ask myself so many different questions in the abject confusion this line causes when I could simply be asking myself “What?” after every call. It’s simple. It’s too the point. It covers all the possible bases. There’s no need to keep a running tally of the various brow furrowing inquiries I have of my callers when a simple, single word will do. I have officially streamlined my bewilderment."
"Right, please help me out here: Are you being intentionally dull witted or has your mind transcended reality and you now experience time all at once as a whole rather than a linear stream? Causing you to perceive every question I have asked and will asked at the same time? Which is causing you, in your limitless consciousness, to become confused when you need to answer them in a linear fashion to a primitive life form such as myself?"
"Instead, your brain has apparently jammed, causing the rest of your coherent thoughts to flee the area screaming and huddle behind a dumpster while they wait for the bomb squad."
"That is not a valid response. There were only two valid responses to my question. Both of which I presented to you. You did not have to wander off into the forbidden garden of coherent thought to try and reason out your own answer. It is a dangerous place and you are not yet ready to challenge its impenetrable hedge mazes. You merely needed to gesture at one of the two options I presented. I’m doing my best to make this as easy as possible for you. So that you may successfully navigate the treacherous wilderness that is shopping for pants. Heed my aid, young padawan. For I am your solemn guide to the marvelous world of dressing yourself."
"Hot Tips ---

SC: “You hung up on me.”

Me: “Why, yes. Yes, I did.”

(Me) Yet oddly enough you didn’t take the hint.

SC: “You sure you don’t want S&P being charged with the biggest fraud in 2008?”

(Me) You’re about to get another hint.*click*"
"I do so hope you one day find yourself trapped beneath a desperately lustful bison. "
[conversations omitted] "Hey, don’t take this question the wrong way but: Did you escape from a lab? Your dim comprehension, lack of conversational skills and inability to properly pronounce any letter that would require articulated lips has admittedly raised my suspicions. If you are indeed human, this would be a sad state of affairs and my faith in our species would suffer yet another catastrophic decline. However, if you were say……some sort of clandestine lab experiment to enhance the intelligence of a duck, that would actually be quite impressive and make perfect sense. It would also explain why you seem to pronounce “black” with a Q instead of a B. ... Seriously, it would change my entire opinion of this call. I mean look at this train wreck of a response. Now envision it coming from one of two sources. If thou art a man, then this would be sad, embarrassing and a shameful black mark on your local education system. But! If you were a duck, then this would be absolutely amazing to behold a duck capable of understanding numbers....There really needs to be a word for when someone says or does something so staggeringly stupid and frustrating that it actually stuns you a moment in awe. I mean an actual word for it. Not one of the various curse words normally used to refer to it. I bet German has a word for it. German has a word for everything.

Me: "…sorry, you wanted to order something else?”

SC: “WALLET!”

…You better start quacking."
"11:54pm: Tenant calls to complain that front door to building is not closing.

1:09am: Tenant calls to complain door is not yet fixed and everyone inside the building is in great danger because everyone inside the building is a woman. Apparently, the burden of a vagina has rendered all those within incapable of self defence.

1:53am: Tenant calls to complain while door is fixed, you have to push it a little to close it now. Tenant considers this a crisis on par with the door being broken in the first place.

1:56am: On call maintenance expresses complete and total apathy. Using words that cannot be repeated in polite company.

1:57am: Tenant is sad."
"SC: 'I just came from a concert-' ...-and what better way to rock out ( <Devil horns> ) then buying lottery tickets? Fuck yeah! There’s nothing more metal than playing the lottery. Except maybe Bingo. Bingo is **fucking metal**. Why, I remember being dragged to the bingo hall by my grandmother when I was a kid. I never really liked it because we always had to dress up like KISS and she’d do that Gene Simmons tongue thing whenever she got a Bingo while my aunt starting throwing chairs. It was seriously awkward."
"If this evening is any indication, <client>'s tenants spend their lives locked in a constant struggle with natural selection. The fire alarm went off at one of their buildings this evening which resulted in 9 tenants calling in to ask about the alarm. Not fleeing a possibly burning building. Not grabbing the kids and the cat and getting the heck out of Dodge. But calling to either ask about the alarm or report that the alarm was going off ( But not making any attempt to vacate the building or even check the hallway for a raging inferno they may need to flee from )...Two callers even asked me if a fire alarm means they should evacuate the building or not. Yes, there are people in this building who are unsure if a fire alarm means if they should flee the fire, or remain within the potentially flaming death trap and hope for the best. Which is a question I can’t even wrap my head around. I thought it was established at a rather young age that “Fire = bad” for most people. But I guess there’s still a few stragglers out there that are still trying to work their way through “Water = wet” and haven’t had a chance to tackle fire yet."
"But who am I kidding? You’re shedding tears over *pants*. Nothing I can say can possibly fix whatever is wrong with your psyche at this point. "
"Ah yes, of course. Kirt’s order. Once again, it falls upon me to explain something rather important to you and your ilk: You see, neither me, nor anyone here is part of your *Monkey Sphere*... Amazing as it is, there’s a whole world outside of your village and it is not intimately familiar with every detail of Kirt’s life. And if it was, I'm sure it would be horrified and feel the need to shower while desperately trying to scrub away said knowledge of Kirt's life."
"You’re just a bit too cheerful me thinks. I mean when the thought of making a 3am call to have your printer fixed fills you with wide eyed wonder, you might want to crack a window. Because I’d wager you’re inhaling some sort of fumes and could probably use the ventilation. "
"SC:“So what are you up for so early? Are you roasting coffee?”

GK: Damn straight. Just me, a donkey and half a ton of Columbian dark roast. Made from fresh, fair trade Arabica beans from high in the Andes and personally hiked down the mountain side by this exact donkey. Whom the locals refer to in hushed whispers as “El Gran Semental De Le Haba”, the Great Bean Stallion. He was then shipped straight to the west coast right in the container with the beans and to our doorstep. That’s the secret to the freshest coffee you know. It’s kind of like how you put a piece of bread in with cookies to keep them soft and fresh. With coffee, you need to keep a live donkey in there with them at all times to keep them fresh."
'Me: “and your address please?”

SC: “Uh……what's an “address”?”

Ahhh, a newcomer. This must be your first time using the magic box to speak with what we refer to as “Civilization”. Very well, it seems we must give you a crash course in what it takes to be at least a dimly functioning component of society. Your “address” is where you live. It is the physical location that you currently occupy. But not in a literal sense. I mean we only need to know which mail box or which house is yours in your particular town. I don’t need to know that you generally live on a couch or in your living room or face down in a snow bank with a blood alcohol level over 0.5. Those particular details are irrelevant. I merely need enough information to ensure your package, and the fabulous wonders within, reach you in a timely fashion.'
"SC: “Give me two [lottery] tickets. One lucky one and one spare.”

I appreciate that you’re being oddly modest in your requests for magnificent good fortune. But I fear you have just made a grave error. As caller history has established, if you do not specifically request a lucky ticket, you’re obviously going to get one from the batch of tickets we keep stored under a ladder at the Black Cat Rescue Society. In other words, while I can by all means grant you a fabulously lucky ticket. One that, by itself, would surely win you millions. But because you have only requested one, the other ticket in your pack will inevitably have been pulled out from underneath a pair of lazy felines they affectionately call “Omen” and “Harbinger”....Ironically, these opposing fortune polarities will cancel each other. Granting you exactly the same mundane chance of winning as everyone else."
" 'SC: “Paaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaants!'

..Yes, that’s right. Those are pants. You are correct. Congratulations. You know, I tend to poke a fair amount of jest at the seemingly universal obsession with pants that callers on this line have. But in all blunt honesty I’m not exaggerating this bizarre affliction. I mean look at this. This caller is so excited for pants he actually proclaims “Paaaaaants” upon giving me the item number. Not for any particular reason except he is simply giddy over the prospect of pants. So giddy he had to order a couple different colours of the same pants. Just to ensure he had a healthy chromatic spread of sweat pants to choose from. ... Well, actually it’s possible I’m not quite understanding the objective here. It may be one pair to wear, and another pair to wear on his head. This may not simply be an obsession with pants, but instead an actual conscious attempt at coordinating an outfit before my very eyes. My sad, terrified eyes. "
"Pardon me whilst I get my groove back."
"And really, when some dude runs up to you screaming with a giant foam whale on his head and goes for a high five, you damn well better high five him. If only because god only knows what he’ll do to you if you don’t."
"...I’m going to have to ask for a bit of clarification here: Are you crazy? Or just a god damn idiot? If some drunken stranger showed up on your door step and asked if he could just come in and sleep on your furniture, would you open the door and usher him in? I think not. ( Well, maybe you would, in which case that would answer my question by clearly herding you into the “god damn idiot” category ). The sheer idiotic audacity of your request has startled even me. Me! The person whose spent a decade now trying to sort out the weakest genetic examples our species has to offer and guide them through the overtly complex process of ordering a hat.....What? No! Dude, you’re either an dangerously intoxicated half wit, or a very clever axe murderer. Both of which I am quite confident are not on our payroll. There’s no way that door’s opening unless you’ve got a crowbar ( or an axe ).

SC: "I work here!"

GK: Do you, now? Even if you did work in another office in the building, you'd be fully aware of our security policies and thus know that I cannot let you in afterhours. Right?

SC: "Yeah, it's F..R....uh...I'm not sure how to spell it, it's Chinese."

GK: ……you….can’t spell your own name either? I guess we can rule out “clever axe murderer”. I'm also quite confident Frank isn't Chinese.

What is it about this particular couch that has you so enraptured? What cruel siren’s song has enamouered you to go to such lengths just for the opportunity of napping upon it? It’s just a couch, dude. It can’t love you back. Especially a lobby couch. I mean gods know what’s been on, under or deeply stained into it. You’ve basically got three possible outcomes here: Stale pizza crust, spare change or tetanus. Face it man, she’s just not the one. Give it up. Move on with your life. There are plenty of other fish in the sea ( or more specifically, in your local Ikea )."
"...So you can take your threats of a lawsuit and stow them in a storage facility that is untouched by sunlight. You also cannot compel me to be a witness in the court of law over this despite your hilarious threat do so. I have not actually witnessed anything that I can testify too. Even if there is a judge somewhere dull witted enough to not throw your laughably frivolous case out of court, good luck trying to subpoena me to testify that you managed to successfully dial our phone number."
~~~~

(asks for name)..."Wait"? You mean you seriously need to go check how to spell your own name? I…just…you can’t be serious. Please tell me you’re joking. What little faith I have left in our species depends on it.....No offence, but this is rapidly becoming one of the saddest things I have ever witnessed. Are you seriously telling me you can’t spell your own name? Because it’s not going to get any easier from here on out you know. If you can’t even manage the first question, how can you possibly think you’re going to make it through your phone number and address? The path you are attempting to take is fraught with peril you obviously can’t even begin to understand. Turn back now, while you still can.
SC: “K-E-V……A......M?”

Me: “……Are you sure?”
The very fact I feel honestly compelled to ask this question should rightly overwhelm you with shame. But I don’t think you have enough processing power to spare to feel shame at this point. At the rate you’re struggling, you’re already 30 seconds from an aneurysm.....….you….have to go check again how to spell your name? Dude, ok, seriously, you’re starting to frighten me. Because you’re beginning to make me seriously contemplate at what point I have to refuse service because you’re clearly not competent or coherent enough to be doing this. A scenario which I have only joked about before. Yet you, my friend, are making it a terrifying reality for me......In all blunt honesty: How did you even manage to dial our number without injuring yourself? I don’t know if I can, in good conscience, continue this call any longer. Even if you do manage to make it all the way through the order, you’re undoubtedly about to order some form of pants. An article of clothing that frankly is far beyond your capabilities to properly wear. In fact I’m straight up worried your life could literally be in danger from them. I don’t want to be responsible for it after you die from starvation because you tried to pull your pants up and somehow manage to get all four limbs tied up in the pant legs rendering you totally immobile. Only to spend the last days of your life wasting away in a confused heap on the bedroom floor."
"I think history has proven that despite my best efforts I cannot in any way shape or form help any of you think better. I’ve tried, believe me I’ve tried. I’ve tried coaching, coaxing, bribing, using small words, drawing diagrams and a variety of other methods to reach callers that should rightly embarrass both of us in their simplicity. Yet it has, thus far, all been for naught. So whilst I hear your earnest plea for assistance, I fear I can be of no help."
"I appreciate your honestly, yet lament your total lack of foresight."
"<GK asks customer for name; gets 'Uhhh...' in response> Yes, sorry, that was a bit of a curveball wasn’t it? My apologies. Please, take a minute if you have too. This is a hard one... --- The hits just keep on coming, don’t they? Look, let me level with you here. It’s only going to get harder from here on out. In fact you’re still only on the first hurdle. Heck, not even the first hurdle. You’re basically face down in the dirt at the starting line still. Twitching spastically and trying to draw a doggy in the dirt with your finger. This truly does not bode well for you, or me for that matter. Please, reconsider this course of action. I will think no less of you if you just hang up and walk away while you still can. I will, however, think less of you the longer this goes on and I really don’t think much of you to begin with. My opinion of you was dangerously low to begin with. I’m going to need a shovel if you insist on continuing."
"SC: “I just figured something out!” ----- …..This proclamation worries me. Do you mean figured out as in “I finally figured out how pants work” or figured out as in “I finally figured out that the president of France is one of the lizard people”...The most unsettling part about all of this, is that this was clearly a “Eureka!” moment for you."
"You….want me to recommend another company? I must have misheard that. Did you seriously ask me if I could recommend a competitor? That’s….not exactly what I would classify as good business sense. Nor is you asking that question what I would classify as good common sense. You don’t seriously expect me to tell you to go to a competitor, do you? ... And now you’re getting sarcastic with me because I wouldn’t recommend a competing business? Really? Hey, I know. You run a restaurant downtown right? Awesome. Hey, can you recommend another restaurant that’s better than yours? I don’t really want to have to go to yours if I don’t have too ( The owner’s kind of a dick ). But obviously you must know if there’s another restaurant around that’s better, right?"
"I can think of several things you can do with your plunger and/or wrenches but elaborating would likely end my employment."
"Please select products that you can actually pronounce. Preferably single syllables that you can safely handle such as “Red pants” or “Black hat” or “Brown foot things”...Please, heed my warnings. These calls would go much faster if you didn’t attempt anything above a grade 2 reading level. I appreciate that you’re trying, but you’re just aiming far too high given your current capabilities...Know your limit, read within it. "
"I find that once again I must clarify that this is not an all encompassing emergency line. This is only for property management emergencies. You know, things like say, a water leak or a noise complaint. Things that reside within the realm of building maintenance. So if, for example, your drunken neighbour has locked his drunken wife out of the suite, and she is now trying to stab her way back into her own suite with a hammer and a steak knife, that’s just not something we can help you with. That’s a situation that calls for someone with access to a tazer and a baton. Such a police officer or, depending on how intoxicated she is, possibly animal control.-- Either way, it’s not really our area of expertise. "
"I must have missed something here, Bob. You clearly believe that I, and perhaps everyone, should already be aware of your phone numbers and thus be able to make a selection. Without having to openly inquire about them. Now, you will have to forgive me, as I tend to slumber during the day. So I may have missed the news that you had recently been crowned emperor of Earth and all were expected to know the numbers by which you can be reached. My failure to do so, even if out of ignorance, has likely doomed me to a lifetime in the salt mines for my transgression against your eminence. "
"But once again it appears I have set my expectations for callers just a tad too high. My apologies. In the future I will endeavor to hold out absolutely no hope that any of you can formulate a response to even the most basic of questions. Once again, I am sorry. I have clearly set a standard you cannot possibly hope to live up too. Thus irreparably damaging your self esteem and shattering what little confidence you had in life. There is nothing left for you now but a downward spiral into depression and heavy Kool-Aid abuse. "
"I find myself slowly coming to the realization that the biggest regret I have in life is that I cannot choke people remotely with the Force. "
"…..Alright then. I would just like to take a moment to say that I appreciate that you are so dedicated to your craft that even when you phone us by accident you still make sure to have a fresh carton of crazy ready to go just in case. It’s that little bit of effort to go the extra mile that truly elevates you above all other challengers. "
"Me: “Do you have your account number?”

SC: “Oh, yes, hang on. I just put it away….”

- Why would you do that? No, seriously, why? I demand an answer! You were about to call and you put it away right before you called? Even though you knew you’d need it? In fact it's the very first question we ask on every call. This flies in the face of all logic and reason. Heck, not just flies. It stalks logic and reason from the parking lot into a bar, spikes its drink, takes advantage of it and then steals its wallet before climbing out it's bedroom window. You've scarred logic and reason for life. They’ll need years of therapy before they get over this....I hope you're happy with yourself."
"That is a level of desperation I can’t even make fun of. I can only back away slowly and try to excuse myself before it becomes clingy. "
"Ah, of course. How silly of me. You aren’t calling regarding your account, you’re calling regarding your account. My mistake, please accept my humble apologies. If I had known you were calling regarding your account instead of calling regarding your account, I wouldn’t have said anything and saved myself the embarrassment. But alas, here I was foolishly assuming you were calling regarding your account when in fact you were actually calling regarding your account.  Truly this was a tragic misunderstanding. "
"Me: “and your phone number please?”

SC: “Uhhhhhh…..uhhhhh….”

"Ahhh….a sound I am intimately familiar with. Through no want nor fault of my own. The dying cry of someone’s mental bull moose toppling over in the desolate clearing of their mind. Mortally wounded by a pinpoint strike of inquiry....I realize that your intellect is basically a stubbornly inert bull moose corpse at this point. But if you could at least push it to the edge of a ravine and let gravity take over, maybe we could get through this faster. "
"Little did any of them realize the sheer career ending power of MC Shake & Bake. Seriously, this man is the antithesis of talent and his black tendrils of power extend well beyond his person. Enveloping and destroying any and all promising talent that wanders too close."
"I believe it’s time to introduce you folks to the concept of “First Impressions”. You see, first impressions are, well, the first impression that another person has of you from the moment you waddle up and flop open the cranial steam valve that is your mouth. First impressions are quite important, and very difficult to change. So you really want to make sure you’re giving off the best first impression possible. Now, I know you probably aren’t aware of what a good first impression truly is. So let me run down a handy little list of examples with you:

{

Good First Impressions: “Polite”, “Intelligent”, “Well Prepared”, “Nice”, “Literate”, “Has opposable thumbs”.

{

Bad First Impressions: “Rude”, “Blathering”, “Sloped forehead”, “Needs to wipe chin after completing a thought”, “2nd Grade Reading Level”, “Unfortunate byproduct of an inverted family tree”, “Screaming for a lifeguard from the shallow end of the genepool”, “Humanoid incarnation of the black void where coherent thought goes to die”, “Smells funny.”. "
"I'm terribly sorry but I cannot, in good conscience, get between Darwin and his prey. "
SC: “So that’s the end of my hope?”

GK: "….That was oddly fatalistic. Have I really well and truly crushed what barest sliver of hope you had left? Please say yes, because really it would just make my day. Don’t look at me like that. This is my Monday, remember. Nothing cures the Mondays like crushing the hopes and dreams of another human being and being able to witness the destruction first hand. To see them driven before you and hear the lamentations of their wom-…er…hmm. I sense that I have perhaps become sidetracked. --- Anyway, you were saying?"
"I am no longer of capable of the emotion you humans call “compassion”. Though I can feign it in exchange for an hourly wage."
"I’m actually more terrified at the prospect you think anyone should entrust you with the life of another living creature. In any sane world, I’d be able to just submit this call recording to a court of law and have it result in a court order banning you from owning anything more complicated than house plants of the genus Plastica Walmartis."
Me: “And your name please?”   ----  SC: “Puppy.”  ----  You sir, have my sincerest condolences on what I can only imagine was a most traumatic childhood.
"While it’s not stated publically anywhere, we have a zero tolerance policy for necromancy. If one of our clients is a practicing necromancer we need to know immediately. Zombie’s are not a joke you know. We’ll need to terminate their account and take the necessary precautions to increase our staffing levels for the inevitable rise in call volume a mindless horde of shuffling husks would bring us."
"……really? In the choice between 'Inhaling gas while slowly building up an explosive death chamber' vs 'Put on a sweater' you went with the exposive option? Me thinks it’s time for you to be introduced to the term 'Darwinism' and learn how its surely looming over several aspects of your life."
"I know callers such as yourself rarely listen to the recorded message before getting through to a live operator. But if you’d paid attention you would have heard the 'Abandon all hope, ye who dial here' part. It’s right after it asks you to press 1 for English or 2 for French."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa. Back up there. You seem to be laboring under the tragic mistake that I in any way care about your life, health or wellbeing. I have absolutely no idea why you’re telling me all this and you’ll find that our supplies of Sympathy and Pity are actually put back in the storage room at 10pm. They won’t be taken out again till the morning staff gets here. So I’m afraid I have none to offer you. They only thing that gets left out for me at night is several boxes of Disdain and I have to go easy on them to make them last the whole shift."
SC: “Yeah, cus it take’s 20 of us to make 69! Remember? Hahaha!”

GK: "….I have absolutely no idea what that means and I suddenly feel compelled to point out that contrary to what appears to be the popular belief in your area, paint thinner is not part of a complete breakfast."
"I am nothing if not an equal opportunity asshole."
"Generations to come will speak in hushed whispers of the G'dayMonEh shock troops and their daring but politely quiet midnight raids."
"Sooo…..you’re calling from Witless Bay, and you’re having trouble figuring something out with our product? You don't say. I must admit I find myself rather unsurprised Witless Bay is in Newfoundland. Tell me, why did they name your town the punch line of a joke? I find myself quite intrigued by this mystery. Perhaps the Internet can tell me……let’s see…..wait, so it was originally Whittle’s Bay, but Captain Whittle died, so you renamed it to “Whittle Less” Bay because you had no more Whittles left. But figured that was too long and hard to spell, so finally shortened it to Witless Bay? Really? You voluntarily called it that?
Well….alright then…..you know you’re not really helping Newfoundland’s stereotype, right? "
Me: “Alright, but can you spell your name for me please? So I have it correct on your service request?”

SC: “Jacqueline”

Me: “Can you spell it please?”

"Damn, girl. Do I need a hammer and some nails to get an idea through that skull of yours? Because I’ll get them. Don’t underestimate my dedication to my craft. I’m not sure if there’s a Home Depot around here that’s open this early but I swear I’ll find one if there is. Failing that I’m sure I can at least find some framing nails at 7/11 and something heavy enough to drive them in with. I do have a stapler on my desk here. It may take longer and you may experience some mild discomfort, but by god I’ll get it through there eventually. "
"Sigh, I'm going to Hell.....but I'm going with a smile on my face."
"I work in customer service. My heart has long since dulled to cries for mercy."
"Right. That’s it. Somewhere in this world there is a small, impoverished nation that none the less has an ambassador or consult in Canada and the US. You know, some country where ten Canadian dollars can buy you a car with the exchange rate into the native currency. I am going to find this country and I am going to hire their ambassadors by setting up an economic agreement whereby they work for me within North America. Than, using their diplomatic immunity, I will have them fly around North America beating people with rods at my request.
Each one will eventually be dismissed by an outraged Canadian or US Government and have to return to his homeland. But they will be quickly replaced by a new ambassador who will resume the previous one’s post in my employment. Thus continuing the necessary work ( and rod ) that I entrust him with. This cycle will continue unabated while my seemingly modest wages flow back into their country to create jobs and build infrastructure.
After I have employed their services for my own private affairs. Extensively. I will branch out and begin offering services to the public. Offering the delivery of a dedicated rod beating to anyone that requires such services. Granted, I will be quite limited in my ability to accept contracts as I will only have 1 ambassador operating in each company. Therefore I will auction our services on eBay and let the consumer market compete against itself to ramp up our service fees.
It will be glorious, and I will be rich. Also, the people of Kaflakshigjistan will prosper.
[to customer]:when one of my company’s representatives shows up on your doorstep, don’t be afraid. Just think of the wonderful new school you’re helping build for the children in the village of Apujorgi, Kaflakshigjistan. "
"In order to be a really good crazy nocturnal caller you have to mix equal parts delusion, humour, shock and pure lunacy. The only thing you’re bringing to the table is paranoia and mild delusion. That’s not crazy caller material. That’s weird hobo that talks to himself while riding public transit material. You’re not a crazy conspiracy theorist, you’re just the guy out front of Granville Station that occasionally stands up and yells at an invisible animal...Just give it up dude. This just isn’t your thing. It’s time to move on and find a new calling."
SC: “Why is the fire alarm going off?!”

gk: I'm sorry, but com

"Yes, those are officially my instructions for <security guard company>: Don’t worry about it, just let natural selection run its course."any policy forbids me from directly interfering in the course of natural selection. So I'm afraid I can't answer that question. Is there anything else I can help you with today?"
"You must kill pesky emotions such as compassion and anger. Embrace only the uncaring darkness within and feed upon it."
"...And yes, I am acutely aware of the irony of someone filming a show about a CSR on a homicidal rampage right next to me. "
"Thank you, Becky. You did not disappoint. It is reassuring there are people in this world who can be utterly and irreparably defeated on a mental level by walking into a MacDonald’s, ordering a Coke and being countered with “Sorry, we’re out of Coke, would you like something else?”."
"Cust: 'I don’t know what I’m doing.'

GK: Thank you. Such breathless honesty is exquisitely rare on my shift. Bless you and your utterly confused little heart. If only more callers would just admit that straight up front instead of forcing me to figure it out on my own with ever increasing dread over the course of a call. "
"Right, that’s it. I have had enough of your desperate intellectual wheezing! You are not qualified to buy a T-SHIRT. Seriously. Shut up, take a moment, sit there and think about that for a few minutes. You are not smart enough to purchase a fscking t-shirt.  How is that even possible!? I have had it! No more! If your postal code starts with “X” you are now officially disqualified from ever attempting to purchase clothing from me ever again. Its painfully obvious you simply cannot handle the complexity or responsibility involved in clothing yourself. Which begs the desperate question how did you even survive this long if you can’t figure out clothes? Are you, as we speak, snuggly tucked into the still warm entrails of a walrus belly? Using the thick layers of blubber on your personal arctic Wampa to shield you from the cold and wind? How have you survived this long? How?! "
"Me: “And your name please?”

SC: “…..uhhh…”
In all honesty, I really should be fully permitted to hang up right at this moment. Because that single, confused syllable tells me everything I need to know about this caller. Everything from educational level to gene pool depth is covered by this lone audible clue. Do you really think someone that cannot recall their own name has somehow earned enough funds to pay for the $500 worth of pants they are inevitable about to order?"
"

Me: “Alright, what size?”

SC: “Size? …..I wonder….”
Do not wonder. That was not a rhetorical question. There is nothing to wonder, ponder nor muse. The answer should be definitive. It should be based on cold, hard facts. Raw, unquestionable evidence. We are not in the realm of the hypothetical! You should know these things. You should know these things before you order. As they are quite imperative to the success of your order.  So find a tape measure, ruler, yard stick or whatever else and track down whomever it is that will be wearing these garments. Then bring me their measurements condensed into the same format as a MacDonald’s soft drink cup size. If they are unwilling to cooperate, assault them if you must. It matters not if they are conscious for the measuring process. But you will bring me their shape.  Do not fail me. "
"SC: “THISH IS VERY IMPORTANT!!$ I HAFTA GO TO COURT AN I WANNA GET A HOLD OF ONE OF THEM!”
Me: Oh, I’m sorry. You’re speaking in your Capslock voice now, so I can’t help you any longer. Once you grow up and learn to use your Indoor Voice™ again maybe I’ll speak to you. But as for now, I’m afraid I have to hit the bye bye button as I’m not going to be yelled at by some fucking lush all evening."
"I can think of a variety of things you could go do. But honestly most of them involve rotating, jamming and/or fire. So you probably don’t want to listen to any of my suggestions. "
"C: “Oh, I think I’ve called the wrong number.”

Me: “Alright-“

C: “Please forgive me!”
Very well, peasant. Normally I would not be so lenient, but seeing as you had the foresight to beg for mercy for your transgression from the get go. I will spare you, just this once. But do not let this happen again, for I will not be so merciful a second time."
Me: “…..Ma'am, I can’t threaten him.”

SC: “No seriously, that’s the message I’m leaving. Tell him to phone me in the morning or we will fucking destroy his entire life. We WILL make it happen.”

Now, far be it for me to criticize, but I think your response to the current situation is just a tad disproportionate. Though I do believe my favourite part about this particular mental snap is the use of the term “we”. Which seems to indicate that she has has forces at her command who are ready, willing and able to destroy others at her whim. This suggests she is either mentally unbalanced, or is actually a field commander for Cobra.
SC: “Do you speak English?”

GK "No, I poorly mimic it to try and lure unsuspecting humans near enough to drag into my digestive chamber. Come closer."
GK "I really must learn how to harness these involuntary looks of unspeakable evil."
"You think I’m joking when I rant about these callers, don’t you? You laugh at my ranting but somewhere in the back of your mind you cling to the thought “Well it’s just one or two bad calls he gets at night, it’s not like they’re all like that”. YES THEY ARE. They are really all  this stupid. Just think about it for a moment. These places have populations of between 400-700 people. Now think about how long they’ve been there. Really think about it. How many generations have passed? Quite a few, right? Yet look at the size of the population. Do you know what that means? It means everybody is everybody else’s cousin. That’s what it means. The gene pool has been stretched as far as it can possibly go and there’s certainly no fresh water being added. Never mind chlorine. They're phoning from a genetic echo chamber."
"…please stop. My brains capacity to withstand and process idiocy is already at critical levels this evening. I fear if you push it much further my brain to mouth filter may begin to fail. And that will end only in hurt feelings and unemployment. Possibly criminal charges."
"This…..this is…..how do I put this? This caller is so mentally inept that her stupidity has created its own paradox. I am staring headlong into a Stupidity Paradox. And I am afraid. "
"If I might say, you are quite possibly the dullest sounding human being I have ever spoken with. Which is truly saying something when you consider my years of experience here. You can just tell by your voice. Never mind the sentence structure. Your wits aren’t sharp enough to cut wind."
"……don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m pretty sure I know what industry you’re employed in now."
"I’m going to assume this was just general stupidity and not malicious intent. You do not sound intelligent enough for malicious intent. Honestly, you do not sound intelligent enough to make it from Step 1 to Step 3 of the directions on the back of a box of Kraft Dinner without ending up in the ER getting a toe reattached. But that is beside the point."
"…….Cawaq Cawaq……ok, seriously. This is not a name. This is the sound of duck from Brooklyn.
"I’m beginning to find this most confusing. Wikipedia assures me that Nunavut means “Our Land” and not “The Land In Which The Spoken Word Goes To Die”. Are you sure that’s the right translation? Because in my experience the evidence is overwhelmingly for the latter interpretation."
"Ah, thank you. It’s been a week or two since I had a facial twitch."
"Is that what you’re trying to say? Is it boy? Timmy’s trapped in a well? Are you sure? Seriously though….leave the English language alone. It’s obviously you two just don’t get along and you’re hurting her by staying together. It’s time to make a clean break of it and go your separate ways. It’ll be better for everyone involved. Trust me, you’ll feel better in the long run and you won’t be dragging down hundreds of years of linguistic history in the process. "
"We are dealing with brain cells so dense that science would have to add a new row to the Periodic Table to quantify her IQ."
"Don’t take this the wrong way but you and your friend should be dead. Or to be more precise: How are you still alive?  I simply do not understand how you have managed to survive for this long without gloves, a helmet, a padded room and 24/7 professional supervision. Never mind in the arctic tundra where the process of triage involves blood alcohol level and the number of wild animals involved. You should have been dragged off into the night by any number of land roving predators before the age of 6. The fact you’re both still alive is borderline miraculous and should be the inspiration for a made for TV movie."
"<twitch>  ---  Oh. My. God. I…just. You know what? No. There’s no jokes or funny little quips I can make that will make this better. You are a fucking idiot. You were born a fucking idiot. Raised by fucking idiots. Surrounded by fucking idiots. Likely live in a town comprised almost entirely of fucking idiots and you will die a fucking idiot. Probably with your head stuck in a fence. The mere fact you live and have managed to reach this age is both a miracle and a tragedy of Biblical proportions. Your mere existence should embarrass all of us as a species. There should be a dedicated team of scientists somewhere with international funding whose only purpose is to find a way to ensure that no one like yourself ever walks this earth ever again if only to maintain the dignity of the human race. You and you alone are the reason why aliens have not yet contacted us."
"….I fear I am about to become the bearer of bad news. But the tone in your voice makes me afraid to admit it. I have no wish to die over aluminium siding. I always pictured my death being a tad more glorious or at the very least somewhat more amusing. Really, I’m aiming for a Fark.com headline if at all possible."
“Yes, hi. It’s Vick again. I got cut off.” --" Yes, I seem to have mistakenly mashed F4 ( the disconnect key ) with as much force as I could muster and hung up on you. I’m not sure exactly how it happened. But I assure you it was completely by mistake and I beg your humble forgiveness. It won’t happen again. Please, continue." -- SC: “As I was s-“ -- "Dammit! I’m sorry, my finger is just so fat and heavy I can’t seem to keep it over my keyboard without dropping it. And it just seems to land on F4 every time. It’s the damnedest thing. "
"Really, you have nothing to do with this call whatsoever but for some reason Background Monkey is insisting on communicating through you. Why this is, I do not know. You have the intellect, verbal skills and vocabulary of a wet dish towel. You’re not exactly the first candidate I would choose as my intermediary. This call would go much faster if she spoke to me directly through an actual wet dish towel. "
"Ok, enough. I’m leaving. I don’t know what English did to you or your family, but I cannot in good conscience sit here and watch you do this to it. You sir, are a monster. "
"Also, you know that thing they did? The thing you object too? “Waving” I believe it was? Yes, that. I regret to inform you that waving is a wide spread and rather common phenomena. It’s practically a global pandemic and neither you nor I have the power to stand up to its overwhelming strength. The world waving situation has long since past critical mass and all we can do now is sit back and bare witness as people everywhere raise their hands and take part in this insidious ritual. It’s something you’re going to have to learn to live with, because we puny mortals could never hope to turn back its dark tide. "
"That’s a level of optimism that should probably be treated with prescription medication. "
"What madness is this? Two compliments in a single night? I am not used to such lavish praise. Well, technically I’m not used to any praise at all. I’m used to abuse, insanity, absolutely raging idiocy, the bitter taste of frustration and defeat. But praise? No, praise is a rare, wild beast. Like a majestic unicorn. It is not my place to possess it or keep it for myself. I can only marvel at its beauty from a distance; but ultimately I know it is better off free then confined within the selfish whims of ownership. For there, it would truly lose its magic.... I sense I have drifted off topic."
"Me: “Are you calling to place an order?” -- SC: “Uhhhhhhh….”

Ahh, always the first thing I like to hear in any given call. No, really. If this particular slack jawed vocalization is the first thing I hear, then I know to lower my expectations to the bare minimum for the rest of the call. Instead of keeping my hopes up that the caller will be able to grasp basic concepts and answer simple questions. Really, it’s quite refreshing when you get this sort of dull witted honesty up front. Instead of having it sneak up on you mid call."
"...and this man is a doctor, ladies and gentlemen. Your life could someday be in this man’s clearly capable hands. And by hands I mean feet, as I imagine its quite easy to confuse the two when you’re a highly trained medical professional such as this one. I could have sworn getting a degree required years and years of medical school. But it seems it’s really just a matter of mailing in enough box tops from Sugar Crisp cereal slapping a sign that says “clinic” over the door to a dockside warehouse."
"…….Pardon moi? I do not believe I heard that correctly. It sounded to me like you had just uttered a line that was the perfect balance between staggeringly idiotic and stunningly rude. I must have misheard. Surely, you couldn’t have said something that obnoxious. As that would imply you not only accidently called a total stranger in the middle of the night, but now you were trying to get them to do you a favour because you can’t be bothered to do it yourself.
No, surely I must have misheard you. I hope I misheard you. As I would hate to have to ask for your current location under the pretense of calling a cab for you, just so that I could personally hunt you down. I really would prefer to not spend the rest of the evening in jail after hogtying you with my headset cord and rolling you off the Sea Wall at an undisclosed point. I say “rest of the evening” instead of “10-25 years” because I’m quite positive after I explain what you said to the authorities, their only complaint will be that they were unable to help me push. "
