


















CONTRIBUTOR 0.004

What is it, love? 

YOUR HOUSE IS BURNING DOWN ...

I haven’t got a thing, love. I couldn’t care less anyway, I’m dying myself. 

IS LIFE TOO SHORT?

No, it’s too long. I’m eighty-four. I’ve got cancer so ...

HHOW WOULD YOU FIX THE WORLD?

Make it a better place than it is now. I don’t know. I don’t know, love, ’cause I’m not interested anymore.

CONTRIBUTORS 0.005, 0.006

What’s wrong? (Farnsworth explains the Nonsensus, the man volunteers his teenage son.)

YOUR HOUSE IS BURNING DOWN ...

So, er, what? Run that by me again ... if everyone’s out I’d leave whatever’s in there, to be honest.

IS LIFE TOO SHORT?

Suppose so, Suppose so, yeah. There’s a lot to do and not enough time to do it in, is there? 

HOW WOULD YOU FIX THE WORLD?

I don’t think there’s a simple answer to that one, is there? Dunno ... just ... engaging with the community, sort of doing the little things you can, 

sort of day to day ’cause, you know, help the people you see and meet. Well, I think I, sort of, as an individual, there’s really only so much you can 

do, aside from, you know, trying to give money to help where you can and that sort of thing.

CONTRIBUTOR 0.007

Sorry about that, it’s the wife shouting. Just a second, I’ve left the back door open. Just doing a late lunch, messing about here. 

YYOUR HOUSE IS BURNING DOWN ...

Well, seeing as the cat is dead, no. I can’t really think of anything. Eeeerm, well, I’ve got a few cars in there (gesturing to garage), old cars. 

One I’ve had thirty-seven years so I’d probably risk my life to get that. It was thirty-seven and a half years ago that we moved here. It’s a 1955 

Standard Eight.










































































































































































































































































































































































