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I am the Devil’s insurance man. 

And by the Devil, I really mean him: Satan, Mephistopheles. He is an excellent client, making his monthly payments most punctually. Never a problem with him.

My office is located on Wilshire Blvd., in Santa Monica, California. I have been in business for over 39 years, being reputable and well known. Over the years, I have attracted a large clientele from all walks of life. What has guaranteed my prosperity has been my lack of discrimination. I insure anyone for any reason: not those who would be a victim of crime, but those who commit it; not those who have the most to lose, but those who have little to lose; not those who are at low risk, but those who are gamblers. Of course, I also cover those who are legitimate, wealthy, and along in life: those who can pay. As I have said: I do not discriminate.

So, when the poorly dressed man walked into my office and said that he was the Devil, I did not scoff or turn him away. After all, after being in business for 39 years, I had seen it all. Our conversation was brief, to the point.

“I am the Devil.”

I answered nothing to this.

“Can you insure me?”

I leaned back into my leather chair, taking this in as I stared down my nose at him. My navy blue suit and slacks had just been returned from the tailor that morning. My patented leather shoes neatly polished. My silk tie perfectly set in place. My jewelry gleamed. In fact, the city’s eminent art historian had recertified all the original paintings and statuettes in my 45th office suite. My Monday morning was smooth and efficient. Life was going well. I had no complaints.

So, when the Devil asked if I would insure him, there was no doubt in my mind there would be little, if any risk involved.

“Of course.”

Please, understand. He did not look like the devil. No horns. No scaly skin. No forked tongue. He was simply shabbily dressed with no shoes and feet that were filthy. 

“For what purpose do you wish to be insured?”

“The world is more complicated now than it has ever been, sir. Computers, lasers, satellites, internet. I can no longer hide! No sooner do I possess someone in a remote corner of an unknown country than it’s news all over the world! Every amateur with a grudge against me is then out for me the very next day. I have nowhere to run or hide, really.”

He was quite nervous. As he spoke, he wrung his hands like an old woman. He rarely looked at me in the eye. He kept wavering his glances nervously before him. If he had not told me he was the Devil, then I would have said he seemed as one possessed.

“It used to be,” he said, “I could create mischief in a town or a village and then disappear, go elsewhere hundreds of miles away. But now, with communication and surveillance being as extensive as it is, my evil mischief is known immediately hundreds of miles away instantaneously. I can no longer disappear.”

I jotted into a note pad.

“If I understand you correctly, then you want to be insured against modern technology harming you.” As I continued notating, I half-whispered to myself: 

“... fax machines, computers, fiber optics, satellites ... the entire gamut of communication and surveillance technology ...”

“Yes, sir, that is correct -—er -—Mr.—-“

“Lived,” I answered. “Gabriel J. Lived. And if I may ...” I gestured to him in a way indicating I was at a disadvantage not knowing his name.

“Oh, my ... I have had so many aliases over the years. My line of work being what it is.”

“I understand thoroughly,” I reassured him. “But for purposes of my record keeping, I do need some reference.”

He was confused, flustered. Apparently, he had not slept in some time. He was need of a shave and shower, being as he was quite haggard. He seemed to have trouble creating a name. 

“I can call you the Devil or Satan, if you like,” I said hopefully. “Perhaps even Mephistopheles -—that has a much nicer ring to it.”

He shrugged his shoulders as if he would allow anything just then.

“However,” I reconsidered my suggestion, “those names are so generic. If auditors were ever to examine my insurance forms -—God forbid! -—and found the word devil or Satan on them, then they would think I was absolutely crazy!” I chuckled. “Please, understand. I am not belittling you, your name, or your profession. But you must see it from my point of view. Even if I were to call you Mr. X, why, then, even that would be a bit too mysterious. After all, I am running a business here!” 

I laughed in such a way as to give him the impression we were both in on the same joke, as if we were both on the same side.

He gave me a token smile, but that was quickly replaced by a worried, serious expression.

“Well, for the sake of expediency, I’ll give you a name for now, as a kind of working name until we come up with a better one.” And I wrote onto the insurance form the name, D. Smith. “That should do it. And now for an address.” I was about to ask him if his address was Hell but thought better of it. “Can you acquire a post office box somewhere? Any little thing will do.

“-—yes—-“

“And there are formalities on this form, such as date of birth—-“

“It was so long ago, before calendars and time-keeping.”

“Yes, yes, of course. We’ll skip it for now. And we’ll skip these other blanks: driver’s license number, social security number, phone number, and so forth. However, there is a blank for occupation.” I asked as tactfully as I could: “Just how do you describe your -—er -—line of work?”

At this question, he did not hesitate. “Ruler of Hell. Malignant Spirit.”

I jotted this down. He continued.

“I hope, Mr. Lived, that we’re not finished. I want to be thoroughly insured, totally covered, completely protected. You can’t be too careful in today’s world.”

“Very well. In addition to insuring you against harm from the entire communication technology of our modern world, what do you wish to be protected against?”

“This is mundane, more along the line of what is traditional.” He fidgeted. I sensed he was embarrassed at what he was about to say. “I need protection against exorcisms and prayers; against the born-agains; against the good and the organized. Against the Church itself.”

I put my pen down. I was absolutely incredulous. “Really, man! What kind of shape are you in? Are you really so desperate? How could you have gotten into these straits? Where is all your power I’ve heard tell about? Weren’t you at one time the right hand of God? Isn’t there anything left that you instigate or influence? Are you not Legion?”

At this prosecution, the Demon became obviously insecure. “There was a time I thought so, sir, yes. You know the kind of things: car-crashes, murders, gang warfare—-"

“If you ever had such power with which to begin.” I said this with such a low and deliberate tone
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