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The cavernous barn is alive with all the sounds of girls chatting among each other. Jasmine sits on her cot, admiring the new yellow sundress that was given to her. The dress is a far cry from the rags she was used to while working on the farm. That’s because it’s her last day on the farm. She is officially nineteen now, which is the maximum age allowed for working girls.

The side door to the barn swings open. All the girls slowly fall silent as John Kemper, the son of the farms owner, makes his way through the maze of cots to reach Jasmine. 

‘Jasmine, honey. It’s time to go,’ he says offering her a meaty hand. His usual hard expression is soft and there is a smile on his face, although his eyes look sad.

Jasmine allows him to pull her to her feet. She smooths out her dress and then follows after him. The large, muscular man makes his way back the way he came and out the side door to the barn. 

Jasmine enjoys the sun hitting her face as she follows John outside. He motions for her to continue following him. Walking down a wide dirt path, they reach a large gate where a small shuttle bus is waiting on the other side.

John turns to face Jasmine and pulls out an envelope from his back pocket. He hands it over to the young woman who just looks at it puzzled. ‘There’s money in the envelope. It’s not much, but it will help you survive once you reach the city.’

‘Thank you. Where will I go when I reach the city?’ Asks Jasmine, genuinely unsure what is expected of her.

‘Try and find a roof over your head. I don’t know how much rent is, but there used to be some shelters in the city that took in girls like you for a small fee each week. After that, try and get a supply of food. The prices are high, but you should be able to stock up on things like soup.’ Says John, his smile waning a little as he opens the gate.

‘Thank you, I’ll try and do that,’ says Jasmine walking towards the bus.

‘One last thing honey,’ says John, he squints to get the sun out of his face, but there is a look of seriousness there. ‘The city isn’t for girls or women. But I hear Los Angeles has had an uprising and women are being allowed to work again there. So, if you can, I would try and find a way there because you won’t have much of a life in this city.’
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