
The Mighty Comcast Saga

So, my husband, Cedric, is sending emails from his desktop as usual, when suddenly a 
window pops up, presaging more than 24 hours of frustration, 14 calls with Mighty 
Comcast customer reps and a brush with buying a new computer.

The window warns, “This connection is untrusted.”

The Internet is still working, but he can’t send or receive emails. I Google it. We are not 
alone - there are 470,000 entries so the issue is not unique to us. I make the first of our 
calls to Mighty Comcast. I am on hold for 12 minutes, listening to the admonition that I 
must find my account number and I must make sure I have that available or Mighty 
Comcast will not be pleased. Finally, a rep answers. She is sweet, she is from the 
Philippines, or is it Columbia - I forget. In any event, try saying “untrusted” to someone 
whose mother tongue is not English ... or rather, don’t because you won’t get very far. 
She asks me to press something at the bottom of my screen. After 15 attempts to 
understand what she was asking me to do, she indicated I was obviously not very 
technically proficient. This call has taken more than one hour.

Before I go, she asks me if I am totally satisfied with the customer service I have 
received. I cannot get her to understand that my issue is not resolved, so I am not 
satisfied. We go round and round the semantics as she bullies me to say, “Yes.” The 
calls are recorded, and, bless her heart, I know she will get a black mark if the customer 
does not say, “Yes.” I am beaten down and say the magic word. She is convinced that 
all Americans, especially those with British accents, are mean, ugly and angry. She is 
right.

Try going to sleep after an hour with Mighty Comcast.

The next day, Cedric calls Mighty Comcast. Ten customer reps later - yes, 10 - he is no 
further along the solution path. He has talked to reps in Jamaica, Columbia, Mexico, the 
Philippines (several times), Texas - yay, we are now actually in the United States, 
Tennessee and Florida. Let’s not forget the unemployment rate in this country - I didn’t 
know outsourcing was still in fashion or acceptable.

He has run the gamut of names - Shanika, Jenny, Jessica, Miguel, Shabib, Ulysses, 
Tenebre, Sam and Leonardo. All lovely people, none of whom understood the word, 
“untrusted.” On one call, he asks the rep why he is not speaking English. When the rep 
assures him he is, Cedric goes into “Trump mode” and tells him it doesn’t sound like 
English to him. As Cedric points out, “I’m not running for office, so I don’t need to be 
polite.” Oh dear.

After one of the calls, Cedric takes the offered survey. He gives every question the 
lowest score - a 1 on the scale of 1-5. Mighty Comcast holds their piece de resistance 
for the last question ... and it is so important, that this question is on a scale of 1-10, and 
after pressing the number, you must add a # or Mighty Comcast gets irritated and sends 



you back to “Go.” It’s only this question that needs the # and only this question that is 
obviously so variable that you get 10 choices. The question is, “How likely are you to 
recommend Mighty Comcast to your friends?” Really? What friend would want a friend 
to go through this nightmare? Is Mighty Comcast not astute enough to have a techie 
write an algorithm so a customer who has given the lowest score on every question, 
doesn’t get that last zinger?

That night, I get back on the phone and place the 11th call. Dave, in Columbia picks up. 
It must be something about the Latins. It sounds like they are having a fiesta. I can 
hardly hear him. I didn’t know talking to angry Americans could be so much fun in a 
group setting. Dave is definitely sympathetic and promises me he can help me. But he 
wants some code number that was given to us when we first signed up with Mighty 
Comcast. When I tell him I don’t have it, he tells me he can send it to me, by .... wait for 
it ... email. He doesn’t get the irony of the situation and I ask to speak to his supervisor.

David, #12, comes on the phone. He diagnoses the problem is with my browser and 
because the desktop is six years old, it no longer supports Mighty Comcast’s email 
platform. There is nothing to be done.

Try going to sleep after another hour with Mighty Comcast.

The following morning, we decide to bite the bullet and buy a new computer with an up-
to-date browser. We go to Starbucks en route to Best Buy. Cedric’s cell phone rings. I 
take the call. It is Kendria from Mighty Comcast. She speaks English. Oh joy. I tell her 
we are on our way to buy a new computer and she strongly recommends I wait. She is 
sympathetic and soothing. I tell her I’m normally a nice person, but after so many calls, 
my record likely indicates I am tetchy. She tells me she is a consumer, too, and she 
understands my frustration. And I believe her. She says it sounds like the browser is so 
full that it needs to be cleaned up. She gives me a phone number and a reference 
number and says a rep will walk me through the process.

Instead of going to Best Buy, we go home. I call the number. Paula picks up on the first 
ring. PAULA PICKS UP ON THE FIRST RING. She explains we need to clear the cache 
and cookies and patiently helps me navigate the system. When I can’t find something 
on the screen and tell her I feel stupid, she quickly admonishes me and convinces me 
I’m not stupid because they always change the way the screen looks. When I find a tab 
that gives us the options we need, she praises me and gives me a high mark.

We fiddle, we choose, we press, we go back, we go round ... and suddenly she says, 
“OK hit email.” I tell her to cross her fingers. She tells me they are crossed and she has 
said a prayer, too.

WOO HOO ... it works. She is as joyous as I am. I am doing a little jig and she can hear 
me. Dear Paula.



My final call is a transfer to her manager’s voice mail where I leave a glowing 
commendation.

Dear Mighty Comcast Chairman and senior leadership team: Do one thing for me. Pick 
up the phone, dial the 1-800 number and experience what your millions of customers 
are paying for in good U.S. dollars. Make up an issue - try “untrusted connection.” Make 
sure you have pencil and paper handy so you can make a note of the names and 
continents you’re going to be talking to in the next 24 hours. And then get a good night’s 
sleep.


