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God, energy, universe —or whichever way you choose to manifest yourself—, thank you for allowing me to share this book, its stories, and its ideas. But above all, thank you for guiding me and helping me find balance in this existence, in this plane or reality that I inhabit. Your presence, whether visible or silent, has been the thread that has held together every word, every thought, and every step along the path of this writing.
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https://www.youtube.com/@FGC-o4o
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My email address
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F62479681@gmail.com

​Destiny, Passion, Friendship, and the Way to Santiago de Compostela

This is another book by the same author, narrating the adventure of Gabriel, who, unwilling to face his personal problems, flees his home somewhere in the Americas and heads to Europe, telling himself it will only be a vacation.

Once on the Old Continent, destiny leads him to undertake the mythical Camino de Santiago de Compostela. On foot, he travels nearly 900 kilometers, from Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port in France to Santiago de Compostela in Spain.

During the journey, he must overcome obstacles, hardships, and negative thoughts, relying solely on his passion for moving forward and on the friendship of people from various nationalities he meets along the way, who enrich his worldview and transform his life.

A book you won’t want to put down until the very last page: addictive, enjoyable, and with a remarkable ending.

“Here at Draft2Digital you will find it under the name of:” Destiny, Passion, Friendship, and the Way to Santiago de Compostela.

I have walked the Camino de Santiago de Compostela twice. The first time I did it completely on my own—a deeply personal and transformative experience. The second time, however, I had the privilege of walking it with my daughter, who celebrated her 21st birthday during the route. That day was especially emotional: in the hostel where we were staying, some pilgrims she had met along the way surprised her with a cake. You can imagine her face when they appeared singing and celebrating with her; it was one of those magical moments that only the Camino knows how to give.

Stories like that—small, spontaneous, full of humanity—are an essential part of this journey, and they make every stage unforgettable.

On YouTube you’ll find a series of 31 videos, one for each stage from Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port to Santiago de Compostela. If you’d like to take a look, here is the link to my channel:

https://www.youtube.com/@FGC-o4o
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A Feline Named Georgia
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I live in a four-story building. Right in front of the main entrance, about three meters away, there’s a small patch of greenery: just 1.20 meters wide by 4 meters long, with nothing but grass.

For a while, the neighbors couldn’t agree on who should take care of the maintenance of that tiny green strip. As a result, the grass grew uncontrollably, reaching a height of almost 50 centimeters. Days went by, and no one wanted to take responsibility—neither financially nor practically—for paying to have it mowed.

One night, as I was returning to the building, I inserted my key into the front door lock. I was about to turn it when something made me stop dead in my tracks. A sound, faint but clear, grabbed my full attention: the meow of a cat, right behind me.

I immediately turned around, but I didn’t see anything. Though it was already night, a streetlight located just four meters away illuminated the area enough to distinguish any figure clearly. I was sure of what I’d heard; it wasn’t my imagination.

––––––––
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I looked again, this time more carefully. But still, no cat. Then, another meow broke the silence. This time, it was clearly coming from the green area. I followed the sound, and among the tall grass, I spotted a small cardboard box. Inside it, almost completely hidden by the foliage, was the cat. If it hadn’t meowed, I never would have noticed it: the tall grass almost completely covered the box.

My first reaction was to pick it up in my arms, pet it, and say in a mocking tone:

— What’s up, buddy? Did you have too much to drink?

But then came my second reaction: to leave it there. I thought someone else would take care of the cat. I convinced myself: “Someone will see it, someone will take it...”. However, a question suddenly popped into my mind:

— What if a dog passes by and attacks it? What if no one takes care of this scruffy creature?

Still, I had already made a decision. I left the scruffy meowing thing where it was. I didn’t want to complicate my life. I turned around and took two steps toward the door.

That’s when a raindrop fell on one of my hands. It was starting to rain.

––––––––
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A new meow stopped me. But this time, it wasn’t just a sound. Something in it touched an inner chord, as if my brain, in some strange act of humanity, translated it from feline language to human. The translation was clear, almost like a whisper in my ear:

— Don’t be cruel, let me stay just for tonight. Tomorrow, God will take care of it.
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The rain, my remorse, and my conscience seemed to come to an agreement at that moment and conspire against me.

––––––––
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As if they had plotted to soften me, to push me into doing the right thing. In front of me there wasn’t just a stray cat — there was a little ball of fur about to shipwreck, about to lose its cardboard boat in the middle of a sea of overflowing green grass.

And I was the only lighthouse lit that night, the only guide toward safe harbor.

A stowaway in my life, even if just for one night!

Well, tomorrow I’ll set myself the task of finding him a home. Surely there’s someone out there wishing for a pet. In this case, a sack of fleas accompanied by a handful of meows. 

I lifted the owner of the meow between my two hands. Under the streetlight, he didn’t look as unpleasant as I’d first thought. He offered me a meow and a deep gaze, as if trying to see through me — as if he could read my energy. He was black, with white spots that contrasted like random brushstrokes on a dark canvas. His pink, shiny nose looked as if it had been splattered there by accident, and parts of his paws were completely white, as though he were wearing little winter boots.

I looked at the cardboard box where I’d found him, wondering if I should take it too. Just then, the rain came down harder. The decision was easy: I left the box where it was, muttering to myself that it was probably full of lawn bugs anyway.

––––––––

[image: ]


Once in the apartment, I set the flea bus down on the floor and headed to the fridge. I took out a carton of milk and poured some into a small bowl I had lying around. The cat approached, sniffed briefly, and without hesitation drank it all as if he hadn’t eaten in days. Then, with total nonchalance, he lifted his head, looked straight at me, and let out several meows — that perfect mix of demand and tenderness only cats can master.

I watched him closely, trying to decipher the reason behind his noisy protest. I assumed he was still hungry. I went back to the fridge and, as I stuck my head inside, began to reflect on existence — as if, between expired yogurt and leftover pizza, I might stumble upon some philosophical revelation. I took out two slices of ham. My inner moralist scolded me for the gesture. To silence him, I added two more slices. I placed them in the same bowl, and my furry diner, after a brief inspection, began devouring them with the enthusiasm of a beggar before a feast.

Minutes later, both of us settled in the living room, sharing a moment of quiet company. I, in my favorite armchair, listened to an internet radio station that played blues and jazz — the kind of music seemingly made to soothe lonely souls and rescued cats. Several wonderful melodies passed, until one wrapped me completely: Georgia On My Mind, by the great Ray Charles. For a moment, time seemed to stop. The flea-ridden motel — as I had started calling him — wandered around the apartment on a reconnaissance mission, inspecting every corner with feline caution.

A few days went by. The little lion look-alike without a mane—the parachutist—was still in the apartment. I hadn’t had time to find her a home. The work routine had absorbed me without mercy. That night, a friend with benefits decided to visit. Since it was Friday and I didn’t work on weekends, we agreed she’d stay until Sunday. So now there were three of us: her, me... and the daring stowaway who was slowly settling not only into my home but also into my life.

When Dana, my friend, arrived that afternoon, she took a seat on one of the living room armchairs. The “mouse killer,” curious as always, cautiously approached her, sniffed her a couple of times, and, satisfied, lay down next to her as if she’d known her forever.

Meanwhile, I told Dana how “the lynx-eyed one” had come into my life—that slippery little cat who had appeared out of nowhere on a rainy night. I explained that her stay was only temporary, until I managed to find her a permanent home. Dana gently stroked the scruffy creature as she listened intently, until, interrupting my story, she asked with a raised eyebrow:
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