Keep going
If you are going through hell, keep going. Winston Churchill. Wise words. Mr Churchill is telling us to move on, no matter what adversity, enemy, setback or defeat that may just push us to the ground. He is telling us never to lose hope, and keep walking towards the future...at all possible cost. 
But then, suddenly, my mind goes to another place. I am no longer here, in front of you. I find myself at a lonely ruined street. So devastated. Covered by dust and flies buzzing around. Cockroaches dashing near my feet. I can smell toxic waste, a hideous smell. I can see huge piles of garbage, abandoned buildings at the sides, ammunition, bullets on the ground, signed declarations of war.

And just when I think that I must walk this road all by myself, I can hear footsteps in the distance. I look round and I can see a man in dirty clothes, who passes besides me on total silence. And for one instant, only one second, I look into his eyes. And I can see impotence, the same impotence the man holding the flag of Chile in tatters had after the earthquake, in a photo seen all over the world. I can see agony, the same agony the Middle East people show after constant terrorist attacks. I can see despair, the same despair thousands of Greeks show while being toured apart by unemployment. I can see hollowness. Confusion. 
But I notice something else on his look. Something stronger and more powerful than all those wicked feelings he or we may have in our lives. Hope, the same hope our fore fathers had when they lightened the mighty torch of freedom. His hope, our hope, to stand up, stay in charge and keep going for a horizon with a better sun, no matter how hideous the scenario can be. While I reflect all this, the quiet man keeps walking, and vanishes again in the distance.
But I can hear footsteps again. I look round again and now it`s not only one man, but a huge crowd of people, from all ages, races and religions, coming towards me. And some men grab my arms and we all start marching, all thorough the road, to the horizon, straight ahead. They start to move the garbage aside, burn the declarations of war. Some of them don´t change anything, but they start spit dreams out of their mouth. So, a small child screams to me: “Let`s march for a Green economy! Let´s act to achieve the reduction of global emissions!” And a man in front of me says: “Let´s invest on alternative sources of energy! And don´t spend all our money in oil that will be over in such a short time!” A woman in the crowd: “Let´s transfer finances from powerful countries to sub-developed ones!” Another one: “Let´s end the slaughters wars are bringing, and instead of fighting with each other, let´s fight against the true enemies of Humanity: poverty, ignorance, and corruption. 
Hearing so many projects, short and long term ones, realistic ones, and having seen that man´s eyes, I discover the perfect combination to speculate on our future with a smile. Two powerful weapons, far more effective than guns or tanks: Ideas and hope. They work so perfect together because they need each other. Hope without a sustainable idea is useless and dies only as hope. An idea without sustainable hope, enthusiasm, energy, will, and dies only as a simple idea.     
It´s up to us. It´s up to us to join this beautiful quest to future and keep going. To use these weapons and start to combat the evilness that surrounds us. If you are going through hell, keep going. Celebrating diversities keep going. In harmony, keep going. In cooperation, keep going. In reason, keep going. In love, keep going. In freedom, keep going. In peace, keep going. And like that, ladies and gentlemen, that tiny light in the horizon and that sacred redemption waiting for us...by keep going...cannot be far away.
