Just don’t loose your faith

It was a town of tall chimneys, crowded little houses and pollution everywhere. A layer of dirty, black smoke covered the streets like a blanket. And right here, in the middle of factories and poisonous ashes, there went a boy, a 16 year old son of one of these poor families in town.

He looked around nervously, into small backyards and narrow alleys, for being sure that no one was following him.

This morning, Connor ran away from a big coal mine near the town. His family was forced to send their son out to work there because all the poor people couldn’t earn their keep without the help of the whole family.

Connor knew that his flight wouldn’t be unnoticed any longer, the overseers would find him soon and he couldn’t imagine what would happening then... He wanted to start running again but suddenly, someone grabbed his arm and pulled him into a creft between to houses. There he faced a girl. She had long, brown hair and dark eyes. While she was looking carefully into the street, Connor stared at her, took one step to the back and tripped over some trash which was laying on the ground. The girl turned around angryly and hissed: „Be quiet, idiot! Or do you wanna work in the mine again, until you’ll be dead like the other children? No? Fine.“ She knelt down to the ground before him and looked right into his eyes. 

„I had to work there too“, she explained, „but then I heard that some children fell into the machine or were scalped when their hair was caught in this machinery murders... I just couldn’t stay there any longer. I ran away, just like you.“  

Connor wanted to answer but she put her finger onto his lips and gave him a sign to follow her.
“Hey, wait a minute. Why should I trust you?“ Connor was very insecure, but anyway, he was following her.

„Do you really have a choice? If you go back on the street, the overseers will find you“, she stoped walking. „But I can’t blame you for your doubt... My name is Becky. And what about you?“

„My name is Connor... But what why are you that anxious to help me?“

„ You will see it in time“, Becky said, „But first you should follow me! We go to a place where we can talk about some things. And then we will explain our plan to you.“ Connor was confused.  

„Which plan? And what did you mean when you said „we“?“

Meanwhile, it was nearly midnight. Connor and Becky had reached an old, decayed house. The girl said, Connor should come in, but he was a little bit afraid that the roof could cave in.

The houses in this narrow street were built crammed close together. And the rubbish was just thrown out onto the street by the people, like in every town in times of the Industrial Revolution. The part of this row of houses, in which the two teenagers went into, was marked with a shield: „Art dealer’s shop“.

After he had closed the door, he turned around and faced some curious faces. Close to the door sat a very small girl, she was looking at Connor in a strange way, crafty or amused? He took one step to the back...

„Hey, don’t run away! You can come closer, we’re the good.“ These words came from a boy in the back part of this „shop“. He was sitting on a table and, Connor didn’t know why, it seemed like he was a kind of leader of the group.

„Who are you?“; a boy on Connors right side was asking.
“I’m Connor...“, he answered. „And I have a lot of questions now!“ He turned around to face the girl, who took him into this house. „How did you get the information that I ran away from the coal mine?“

Becky answered: „Timothy and Brian are always looking for new members for our group near the mine. Most of us came from there. So, it’s easy: We help these other kids and together we’ll work for a better life for all! And maybe someday, we will...“ „Not so fast, Becky!“, the boy on the table interupted her. „He hasn’t got any information yet. Okay, Connor, I will explain. My name is Ryan, I’m the leader of this strange group. These girls“, he pointed out to the three girls next to Connor and the door, „ are Kylie, Molly and Tracy and the boy to your right is Steve. Oh, and this is Trevor. Maybe you’re a bit confused about the shield „Art dealer’s shop“, but this shop is just our mask.“

„Wonderful... sorry, but I don’t really know at all what I would gain if I trusted you!“ Connor distrusted these people. But Ryan the leader stayed cool. 

„Fine, I will tell you more about us!“, I didn’t look like the boy would give up any time. „We just wanna have better living conditions. And we want this „resistance“, that’s our name, to become much bigger, so that someday we can do something for a revolution. We can’t manage this alone, so we try to make the people in town focusing their attention on the child labour. It’s not the only injustice to us but it could be the beginning of a big rebellion. If we don’t loose our singleness of purpose,...“

 „... we don’t have to wear these ugly, ragged clothes anymore!“, Tracy said cheerfully.

„ We liberate all the children from their bad working conditions in the mines!“, this came from Steve. It was the first time that he added something to this talk.

„We don’t have to sweep the dirty ways for those rich ladies and gentlemen!“, Becky got enthusiastic... just like all the people in this room, Connor was included.

„I think... maybe... I’ll join you.“ 

This resistance... Connor was sure, that this way would be the right one for him. They’re right, he thought, the working conditions in the mine had been too terrible for these young boys and girls and when he could fight against these cruel people, yes, this would be a great success! After all, he would go back to his family, tell them the story and then... He didn’t know what would happening then. But even if he couldn’t retourn this or the next year, Connor had a sense that the work with the resistance would be very worth it.

This should be the beginning of a wonderful friendship between those teenagers, who weren’t afraid of risking their lifes and leave their families for a better life for all the children. They would have to work a lot, they wouldn’t have any freetime until the growing plan could bring the good result...

But this wouldn’t be just an improvement for the children in town, it would be a great thing for the „resistance“ too because it would be better to risk one’s bad life for a better life, than not to risk the bad life and die in a bad life, wouldn’t it?!

