Mind Movie!!!!!

The life of an Indonesian worker
My name is Philli Lambreta and I am 14 years old. I grew up in a small village where my family were farm labourers. My dad said that I could find a better job in the city and provide for the family at the same time. He paid some money to an agent who told me about a factory in a city approximately 80 miles away, which is a days' bus ride. The pay and conditions sounded reasonable, so I packed and left within a week.

When I got there the city seemed very loud and polluted. The agent told me there was reasonable accommodation nearby and that the only catch was that I may have to share with someone, the reality was very different.

The accommodation was a group of small huts covered in bits of old plastic as protection from the rain. There wasn¹t much electricity, just a single bulb hanging from the ceiling. I had to share with 3 other females in total, but they all worked in the same factory as me, which was comforting.

The next day I was woken at 4:45am by a girl called Luchi. She warned me to hurry up or I¹d be late, and I didn¹t want to make the wrong impression. We all arrived together at the factory at 6:10am. It was big, grey and was surrounded by a tall iron fence with guards. Inside the factory was no better, there were rooms and rooms of noisy sewing machines, all full to the brim. The room I was working in was on the 2nd floor and I was split up from the people I came in with. I stood in front of a sewing machine looking around for someone to get help from but I couldn¹t see anyone. All of a sudden a man came up behind me and shouted, "Why aren¹t you doing any work?" I explained who I was and what I was doing here, he did a brief demonstration of what to do then gave me a pile of work saying, "your not going home until you finish this." I kept cutting my fingers on the needles and ended up getting home at 10:45pm because I lost my way home.

I was meant to finish at 3:45pm, that’s what the agent said. 

