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“Every human being is a Traveler.”

The greatest journey is not across the world, but within ourselves.

— Jean Demavinssy

Author’s Dedication

To all those who once left their village, their city, their country, or their certainties in pursuit of a dream greater than themselves.

To those who keep moving forward despite doubt.

To those who fall but rise again.

To those who are still searching for their path.

For every human being is a Traveler.

And every life is a Book worthy of being written.

— Jean Demavinssy
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“Freedom is not a gift.

Freedom is a responsibility.

And the true journey is not the one that takes us across the world.

The true journey is the one that leads us toward ourselves.”

— The First Traveler
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Preface
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There are books that we read.

And there are books that read us.

The Book belongs to the second category.

Through the story of Gabriel Mavela, a young man searching for his destiny, this novel invites the reader to embark on a journey of their own.

A journey between the visible and the invisible.

Between memory and the future.

Between fear and freedom.

But above all, a journey toward oneself.

For each of us carries questions that no one else can answer in our place.

And one day, each of us must choose the world we wish to build.

The Book is an adventure.

A quest.

A legend.

But above all, it is an invitation.

An invitation to become the Traveler of your own existence.

THE TRAVELER OF THE THREE WORLDS
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Prologue
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The Promise of the River

Some men are born in a house, others in a city, and still others into a family.

Gabriel Mavela was born beside a river.

A vast, slow, mysterious river that seemed to carry within its silence the memory of ancestors, the suffering of peoples, and the dreams of poor children.

Every morning, when he opened his eyes, he heard the river breathing before he heard the voices of the house.

His mother often said:

“When a child listens to the river long enough, he eventually hears his destiny.”

Gabriel did not yet understand those words.

He was only a child.

He ran barefoot through the red dust, watched the women returning from the market, listened to the men talking beneath the mango trees, and observed the elders gazing at the sky as if they could read invisible messages in the clouds.

Yet something was already burning within him.

Not anger.

Not ordinary ambition.

A promise.

––––––––
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A promise.

He wanted to leave, not to escape his homeland, but to return one day with something greater than himself.

A name.

A legacy.

A light.

His mother understood this before anyone else.

One evening, as the sun disappeared behind the palm trees and the river turned to gold, she placed her hand gently upon his head.

“Gabriel, my son, you will see countries I will never see.

You will speak with powerful men.

You will know money, fine clothes, palaces, lies, betrayals, and long nights of loneliness.

But never forget this:

A man who forgets where he comes from will always lose his way.”

Gabriel looked up at her.

“Mother, I promise I will come back.”

She smiled sadly.

“No, my son.

Do not promise me only that you will return.

Promise me that you will build.”

Gabriel did not answer immediately.

Far away, the river moved silently onward, as if it already knew the entire story.

The child placed his small hand over his mother’s and whispered:

“I promise to build something that will outlive my life.”

That evening, Gabriel Mavela did not yet know that he had just spoken the words that would govern his entire existence.

He did not know that he would cross three worlds.

Africa, which had given him his soul.

Europe, which would give him his struggle.

And the distant East, where he would encounter love, cold, the invisible war of empires, and the final truth of his destiny.

He did not yet know that he would become a man admired, then betrayed, then almost ruined.

He did not yet know that one day, beside another ocean, with only a few books, a woman from the cold lands, and an impossible idea, he would attempt to build a new legacy.

But that evening, beside the river, the child had made a vow.

And some vows never die.
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CHAPTER 1
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THE  CHILD OF THE GREAT RIVER

The river had been there before men.

It had been there before villages, before roads, before the borders drawn by the powerful.

For centuries, it had flowed with the same patience.

For the people of the village, the river was more than water.

It was a presence.

A force.

An ancestor.

Every morning, Gabriel Mavela awoke before sunrise.

The house was still wrapped in darkness when his mother lit the first oil lamp.

The scent of coffee and burning wood slowly filled the room.

Gabriel loved those moments.

The world seemed to belong to dreamers.

Quietly, he slipped outside and followed the narrow path leading down to the riverbank.

The air was cool.

The sky still hesitated between night and day.

The river, however, never slept.

Gabriel always sat on the same stone.

A large black rock polished by countless seasons.

It was his secret kingdom.

From there, he watched the canoes glide through the morning mist.

The fishermen departed in silence.

Their silhouettes seemed to drift between two worlds.

The young boy could spend hours watching them.

He imagined distant lands.

Vast cities.

Harbors crowded with ships.

Buildings so tall they seemed to touch the stars.

He did not yet know where those dreams would lead him.

But he already knew one thing.

One day, he would leave.

One morning, as he sat watching the current drift endlessly toward the horizon, a voice behind him made him jump.

“Why do you always stare at the horizon?”

Gabriel turned around.

An old man stood behind him.

He wore a weathered hat and carried a long staff made of pale wood.

His eyes seemed to hold a thousand stories.

“Because I want to know what lies beyond it,” Gabriel replied.

The old man smiled.

“Beyond what?”

“Beyond the river.”

“And what if I told you there is nothing beyond it?”

Gabriel shook his head.

“Then you would be lying.”

The old man burst into laughter.

A deep laugh.

A joyful laugh.

“That is a good answer.”

He sat down beside the boy.

For several minutes, neither of them spoke.

They simply watched the water flow past.

Then the old man asked:

“What do you want to become?”

Gabriel thought for a moment.

No one had ever asked him that question before.

At last, he answered:

“I want to build something great.”

“Such as?”

“I don’t know yet.”

The old man slowly nodded.

“That is also a good answer.

Men who know exactly where they are going often stop too soon.

Those who pursue a dream greater than themselves keep moving forward all their lives.”

The sun was beginning to rise above the horizon.

Golden light spread across the river.

The old man stood.

“Listen carefully, Gabriel Mavela.”

The boy was startled to hear his name.

He was certain they had never met before.

“One day, you will cross oceans.

You will know success.

You will know failure.

You will meet kings without crowns and beggars richer than princes.

You will gain fortunes.

You will lose almost everything.

But always remember one thing:

Destiny never rewards those who give up.”

The old man picked up his staff and turned toward the path.

Gabriel wanted to ask another question.

But when he looked away for only a few seconds and turned back again, the man was gone.

As if he had never existed.

Only the river continued its endless journey toward infinity.

And for the first time in his life, Gabriel knew with absolute certainty that one day, he too would leave.

One day, he would follow the call of the horizon.

And nothing would ever be the same again.
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THE PROMISE MADE TO HIS MOTHER

That year, the rains came earlier than usual.

The sky seemed wrapped in a cloak of gray clouds that refused to leave.

The village lived to the rhythm of the storms.

The red earth turned to mud.

The paths disappeared beneath the water.

But inside the Mavela household, an even greater concern occupied every mind.

Gabriel’s mother was ill.

At first, no one wanted to believe it.

She continued to smile.

She continued to cook.

She continued to reassure everyone around her.

Yet mothers sometimes hide their suffering better than anyone else.

Gabriel could see it.

Day after day.

Her face grew thinner.

Her gaze became deeper.

As though she were already looking toward a horizon invisible to everyone else.

One evening, while heavy rain hammered against the tin roof, she asked Gabriel to sit beside her.

The oil lamp cast a faint golden light across the room.

Shadows danced upon the walls.

The boy sat down quietly.

His mother gently ran her fingers through his hair.

For several moments, she remained silent.

Then she spoke.

“Gabriel, my son...”

The young boy immediately sensed that something important was about to be said.

“Yes, Mother?”

“You know that I love you?”

“Of course.”

She smiled softly.

“Then listen to me carefully.”

Gabriel felt his heart beating faster.

“One day, you will leave this land.

You will travel far.

Very far.

Perhaps farther than anyone who has gone before you.

You will see things we
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