INT. KITCHEN
A young man is drinking a cup of tea and looking at a picture crudely drawn on coloured paper.

VO
I sponsor a child. It’s surprisingly easy to buy one’s conscience off with a regular payment of £15 every month. I get a note from her teacher telling me all the great things my money can buy her (and has bought her) in terms of education and happiness.

I get pictures as well; pictures of apples and houses and children and something that looks like an entangled pair of sperms fighting their way up a garden path. At this point I wonder how many garden paths there are in the ghettos of Calcutta, let alone anything that resembles a two-up, two-down semi with a front garden and UPVC double glazing. The other thing that strikes me as odd is that if my money pays for such a good education why can’t she write the bastard letters herself, or at least fucking sign them?

I’ve gone over the options and the only sensible conclusion is that my money, and probably everybody’s charity money for that matter, is funnelled straight into a CIA bank account that funds horrific medical experiments, while a far smaller proportion of the money is funnelled into a ‘creative sweatshop’ where a select group of child artists are forced to write endless letters to their ’sponsors’ thanking them for inadvertently destroying their genetics.

They try and bring these horrific, Jacob’s Ladder style tests to our attention by drawing pictures of horrendously mutated sperm struggling haplessly toward visual metaphors for normalcy, but instead of spurring us into action we just assume they’re shit at drawing because they’re underprivileged and keep throwing money at their painful molecular degradation.”

He shows the picture to his flatmate.

Flatmate
“Stupid kid, those people looks like sperms for fuck’s sake…”

INT. SWEATSHOP
It is cold and dark. A sperm-like child sits at a broken desk. His captor stands behind him with a large whip. He lashes him. A tear rolls down the child’s cheek. He draws a picture of two sperms walking up a garden path toward a house. He smiles. He gets lashed again.

