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It is a warm sunny day, and just five years into the future, when a conversation between a 

father and his quick-witted daughter takes place. 

 ‘A car that drives itself; how wonderful,’ exclaims Florence to her father.  ‘Will this 

apply to homework one day, too?’ 

 ‘I think that you are missing the point about homework, Florence,’ replies her father. 

 ‘My English teacher often says the same thing,’ confesses Florence. 

 Father and daughter then both make their way into father’s new purchase. 

 ‘I’m hoping this stops your mother from shopping in circles,’ remarks Florence’s 

father. 

 ‘It’s not mother’s fault,’ points out Florence, ‘that the best handbag always turns out 

to be in the first shop.’ 

 ’I can see some logic in that,’ returns her father, ‘but how do you explain why your 

mother needs such a large handbag?’ 

 ‘Mother sometimes needs a handbag large enough for both of us,’ smiles Florence, 

hoping to avoid further interrogation from her father. 

 ‘And where are your shoes today, Florence?’ enquires her father. 

 ‘What do I need shoes for, Father?  You are only supposed to be taking the car round 

the block. And, in any case, shoes are merely a fashion accessory – something that is worn 

because others expect us to,’ insists a daughter who thought that for one minute she had 

fooled her father into thinking that she was just wearing her new pink shoes, that were bought 

specially for that purpose. 

 ‘Well what will you do, Florence, if the car breaks down?’ questions her father.  

 ‘I will walk home just like my sister does after a night out,’ replies Florence, not 

seeing why a different rule should exist for her. 

 ‘Well, I don’t think that your feet will need to worry,’ complains her father,’ the car 

that is supposed to do everything, doesn’t appear to be doing anything.’ 

 Florence, looking most unimpressed, thinking that there are better things that she 

could be doing, other than homework, shouts: ‘Car, please start.’   

 To her surprise, a voice replies: ‘Inform your father that he will need to press the 

button to the right.’   

 Florence wants to laugh her socks off, except that she isn’t wearing any, and her 

father might not see the funny side.  Instead, she thinks that she ought to ask the computer 

how it could possibly know that they are father and daughter. 

 ‘Car,’ says Florence, ‘how do you know that the man pretending to drive is my father, 

and that I am his daughter?’ 

 ‘Because,’ says the car’s in-built computer, ‘the word “homework”, is, according to 

my programming, a word frequently used in a conversation between a father and his 

daughter.’   

 Florence shrieks in amazement, but doesn’t distract her father as he isn’t driving. 

 Then, as the car travels round the block, the computerized voice remarks: ‘Your pink 

shoes are just gorgeous,’ before changing its display to: ‘Destination: Beach’. 

 

 


