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Part One

The Hatching
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On that September day in 2012, dawn broke over Cofete Beach in Fuerteventura. The biologists were ready for the hatching of the Caretta caretta turtle eggs that they had brought from the beaches of Boa Vista in Cape Verde and had deposited just two months earlier. They were working on an important project: the Reintroduction of the Loggerhead Turtle in Fuerteventura.

The calculations indicated that the birth was imminent, which is why they kept watch every day. The second week of September was marked in red on their calendars. A few months earlier, the project leaders had made a nest in the sand of Cofete and placed seventy perfectly controlled and identified eggs.

At seven ten in the morning, the small turtles began to emerge, and the volunteers started gathering them up. They placed them in buckets to transport them to the base camp, Sodade, in Morro Jable, where they would be cared for and fed for a year until they reached the necessary size to be released on the beaches of Fuerteventura.
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When they finished counting the turtles, they realized that one was missing. The leader of the group of volunteers asked aloud:

"Did you count correctly? Are you sure one is missing?"

"I think so," replied a volunteer, his tone uncertain.

"Well, we need to count again, because as far as I know, turtles don't have wings."

The volunteers recounted, and the result was the same.

"One is missing, which would be K70."

"I don't understand, where could it have gone?" asked the tall, blond leader of the expedition. "It must be somewhere."

"It's possible that it hatched a few days earlier," intervened the thin biologist with coppery hair and bottle-green eyes for the first time. "It's not common, but sometimes some of this species break out of their shells before their companions, even a day or two ahead. So it's very possible it's already in the sea. Remember, their instinct is to head straight for the ocean."

"Nevertheless, sift through the sand just in case it's still around. I'll take these to the base so they can get familiar with their new home," said the group leader.

The volunteers stayed behind with the young biologist, sifting through the surrounding sand in search of K70.

But they weren't going to find anything because, as the biologist had said, the little turtle had emerged from the nest three days earlier.

It came out at dawn, breaking the shell with its strong front flippers and pushing its way through all the yellow sand surrounding it. It poked its head out and breathed in the fresh air of Cofete for the first time. It opened its wet eyes and stayed still for a few moments, as if trying to remember that moment forever and never forget the place where it was born. There was no one around, just a few seagulls flying nearby. It could hear the murmur of the sea, which was close, and also the snores of a volunteer sleeping inside a tent.
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Its instinct told it to go toward the sea, and so it did, climbing over the tiny dunes in its path. It moved quickly. It didn't quite know why, but it knew it had to run toward the ocean.

In its eagerness to reach the shore, it didn't realize that the seagulls had spotted it and were swooping down to catch it. The first to attack missed, and K70 knew it was in danger, so it gathered all the strength its nature had given it and sped up, but it was in vain, as the second seagull succeeded in capturing it.

Its captor was a mottled seagull with gray, white, and brown colors, young and inexperienced, still learning to hunt.

The little turtle felt the fresh morning air. All the sand on its body and eyes flew away. It didn't quite understand what was happening but knew it was in danger. It tried to break free, vigorously moving its flippers, but it was trapped in the seagull's hard beak until it finally shouted:

"Let me go!"

The seagull didn't respond because it couldn't speak with the turtle in its beak. Soon, K70 began hearing the cries of other seagulls chasing after its captor.

"There it is, after her!" said the one closest.

"Hey, you, fledgling! No respect for the veterans, huh? You're in for it now," squawked another.

K70 couldn't tell how many seagulls were chasing, but it saw three on one side and three on the other. They had white bodies, gray wings, and yellow beaks. They were dangerously closing in on it and began attacking the young seagull, pecking at her from above and below, shouting:

"Let it go, or you'll see what happens!"

They kept pecking until the fledgling couldn't take it anymore and released K70, who fell in free fall toward the sea. As it fell, it could see the veteran seagulls following it. Not quite knowing why, the little turtle tucked its flippers against its body and increased its speed.

The seagulls swooped past it rapidly, crossing and shouting:

"You won't escape, little turtle, you won't escape!"

However, K70 continued falling toward the sea, and the birds couldn't catch it. After a minute, it felt a hard impact on its fragile shell, and at the same time, a wave engulfed it completely. It then swam toward the ocean floor, searching for a safe place to hide for a while and escape its many predators.

It looked around and discovered a vast world, full of animals coming and going. It felt scared and alone, but something inside told it that this was its home, an immense, blue home.

It didn't know where to hide until it found a ledge with a small cave where it managed to conceal itself. Thus began its adventure in life.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Refuge 
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Inside that small refuge, K70 spent her first weeks. She knew that from now on, she would be alone. She only had an instinct thousands of years old, passed down from generation to generation, and she had to trust it.

She knew she couldn’t stay in that little cave for too long, or she would starve. All around her were thousands of enemies ready to swallow her in one bite, and there was no one to protect her.

Occasionally, she ventured out of her refuge to try and find something to eat, but every time she did, a giant fish was waiting to hunt her down. She managed to survive on the scraps left by a neighboring lobster and the tiny algae growing around her. After a few days of waiting, barely moving from her spot, she saw in the distance a large piece of driftwood covered in algae floating on the surface, surrounded by small fish. She thought, "That could be the perfect refuge."

She poked her head out and looked around. Nobody here, nobody there. This was her moment. She swam with all her might toward the surface, not looking back or to the sides. She didn’t see the large red grouper coming her way and collided with it.

The impact left her dazed for a few moments, and the red grouper said in a gruff voice:
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"Watch where you’re going, silly. Don’t you know how to swim yet?"

K70 looked at it, still dazed, and replied:

"I’m not silly. I’m a turtle."

"I can see you’re a turtle. That’s obvious from a mile away, but you’re a loggerhead turtle."

"Don’t call me silly!"

"As you wish, but swim with all your strength because that driftwood you’re trying to reach is getting farther away..."

K70 looked and saw how it was being carried away by the current, along with her chances of living in her new refuge.

She started swimming as fast as she could, but the driftwood was getting farther and farther away. She knew she could never reach it. K70 began to feel her flippers aching, but she knew she couldn’t stop swimming if she wanted to stay alive.

After a while, she found herself in the middle of nowhere, exhausted and with no chance of reaching the driftwood or returning to her old refuge. Then she saw the large red grouper approaching, and in one gulp, it swallowed her whole.

Inside the grouper’s mouth, it was dark and smelled bad. She thought this was the end and that she would soon be just another story in the grand ocean. Moments passed, and she was still alive because the large red grouper had not made any move to swallow her.

Gradually, the cave that was the fish’s mouth began to open until it was fully open. The little turtle looked out and saw the large driftwood covered in algae right in front of her. Without a second thought, she swam out of the grouper’s mouth and took refuge in the thick blanket of green algae.

The grouper continued swimming alongside the driftwood until K70 caught her breath. The fish spoke to her in its deep voice:

"You’re lucky I was around. Now we’re even."

"Even? I don’t understand," K70 asked, not knowing what it meant.

"Let me explain... Many years ago, a turtle of your kind saved my life. It was an old loggerhead turtle that insisted on getting between me and a shark. In the end, the sharp-toothed one gave up and swam away. And here I am, alive and well. Since that day, I’ve been looking for the chance to return the favor, and today was that day."

K70 didn’t know what to say and asked:

"Why do you always call us silly?"

"Because you’re a type of turtle known as a loggerhead. I’m a red grouper, but there are black ones, giant ones, Nassau groupers... The ocean has many kinds of turtles, and you are of the loggerhead species. You’ll get to know the world around you."

"I don’t know why, but I knew I had to come to these algae for refuge. Something inside me told me," said the young turtle as if thinking out loud.

"That’s called instinct."

"Instinct?" K70 asked with curiosity.

"Yes, instinct. All animals have it from the moment we’re born. It
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