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I arrived in Las Palmas de Gran Canaria fleeing a traumatic divorce and looking for a quieter place than the city where I had lived almost my entire life. I needed a drastic change and a fresh start. The divorce had been long, marked by years of misunderstandings and accumulated resentments. After more than a decade of marriage, what had once been a solid relationship slowly crumbled. The love had withered, like a plant that you water from time to time at first, until one day you stop watering it altogether and it ends up drying out.

I felt I couldn’t keep inhabiting the same spaces that reminded me of what I had lost. That’s why, when we sold our flat in Barcelona, I decided to get as far away as possible, looking for a place where I could rebuild myself from scratch.

I chose Gran Canaria almost without thinking. Somehow, I felt the island calling me from a corner of my memory. As a child, I travelled there many times because my mother, who had worked as a flight attendant for Iberia, often received a ticket as a gift from the company. An old friend of hers, a pilot with the same airline, had an apartment on Las Canteras beach and invited us to spend a few days in the summer. Those childhood memories had stayed with me. Although I knew more than twenty years had passed since then, the idea of setting foot on that beach again and walking its streets comforted me.

I could still picture myself as a child, sitting on the sand, hypnotised as I watched the waves break against the rocks. I spent hours exploring the tide pools that formed between them, fascinated by the tiny fish slipping through the seaweed and the crabs that hid at the slightest movement.

I remember the day my mother taught me to dive. She put on a pair of goggles that were far too big for me and took me by the hand into the water. The first time I put my head under the sea, I felt as if I were entering another world. Colourful fish swam around me and a bed of seaweed swayed with the current. It was a vibrant, lively landscape.

Years later, everything changed. When my mother retired —or rather, was forced to retire— the trips to Gran Canaria came to an end. But those memories stayed alive, and returning to the island was a way of reclaiming a piece of that child who spent hours watching the sea.

When I arrived, I started looking for a flat. My aim was to buy, since the money from selling the Barcelona flat allowed me to purchase something without too much trouble. After many visits, I found one in a quiet neighbourhood, with pedestrian areas and parks. I liked it so much that I decided to buy it without thinking too much.

The real estate agency informed me that the flat had belonged to a married couple who had rented it out and it was now up for sale. I signed all the paperwork in a short time and they gave me the keys. When I walked in for the first time, the place was empty. I went through every corner, noting that it needed some renovations, especially in the kitchen and bathroom. I also wanted to knock down some walls to create a more spacious, brighter area.

While exploring the upper floor, I discovered a loft. I pulled the cord on a trapdoor and lowered the ladder. In the dimness, the air smelled damp and was heavy with dust. Except for a cardboard box in one corner, the loft was empty. It caught my attention that this box was there when the rest of the house had been cleared of any furniture.

I brought the box down and opened it. It contained medical books: physiology, anatomy and others. Among them, two diaries. One was full of notes and the other had only a few pages written. I picked up the first one and started reading, but stopped. Did I have the right to read it?

Since the renovations would take several months, I rented an apartment near Las Canteras beach and a storage unit for the few belongings I had brought from Barcelona. Once settled in, I became interested in the box again. I sat on the sofa, surrounded by unpacked boxes, and opened the diary.

The handwriting was small and neat. The first entries dated from 1997. Its tone was sarcastic and ironic.

Meanwhile, I continued planning the renovations. The layout of the flat didn’t convince me, so I decided to make major changes. The living room, small and boxed in between partitions, needed more light. I knocked down a couple of walls to create an open, multifunctional space. Of the three original bedrooms, I kept only two. The third became part of the living room, giving it more space.

The kitchen was another key point. I had always liked the idea of having a large kitchen. I knocked down the wall that separated it from the dining room and joined both spaces, leaving room for a central island.

The bathroom, small and outdated, also needed changes. I enlarged the space by taking a few metres from a built-in wardrobe, installed a bigger shower and replaced the tiles with neutral, modern tones.

To carry out all these ideas, I contacted an architecture firm. They advised me on how to optimise the space and improve energy efficiency. They suggested installing thermal and acoustic insulation, as well as home automation to control lighting and temperature from my phone. At first it seemed unnecessary, but when they explained the advantages in terms of energy savings and comfort, I agreed.

The final result promised to be exactly what I needed: a functional, spacious home, ready for this new stage of my life.

The first days in the flat were marked by the excitement of novelty and, at the same time, by a sense of emptiness. The freedom of starting over filled me with expectations, but the silence of the house reminded me of what I had left behind. To counter that absence, I devoted myself to filling it with experiences and objects: every piece of furniture, every detail, was a small personal victory, proof that I was beginning to build something of my own.

That night, I opened the diary again and continued reading.

The pages of the diary were full of intimate thoughts and experiences, fragments of the life of someone who had lived in this house long before I had. As I turned the pages, I couldn’t help feeling trapped between two opposing emotions: an intense curiosity pushing me to keep reading, and a sharp sense of guilt, as if I were committing a moral transgression by venturing into a territory that wasn’t mine. I knew I was invading someone’s privacy, even if that person was no longer around, not even in this city.

There was something in those yellowed pages, a sort of magnetic pull that kept me from closing them. It was as if the diary had a life of its own, as if it demanded to be read. Even though part of me fought to respect that intimacy, another part —darker and perhaps more honest— enjoyed the transgression, the feeling that comes when you knowingly cross a forbidden line.

I remembered reading once about a psychological phenomenon known as “narrative voyeurism.” Although it is associated with spying on the lives of others physically, there is also a subtler version involving literature or personal documents. The need to know other people’s secrets, to decipher the shadows of another life, stems from a blend of morbid curiosity and empathy. It’s as if, by doing so, we could better understand our own contradictions, our deepest wounds, seeing them reflected in someone else’s story.

As I read, I felt that tension: the fear of finding something I might not want to know, and at the same time the irresistible desire to unravel every mystery hidden in those pages. I kept telling myself that if it were truly that private, it wouldn’t have remained there for so long, abandoned at the bottom of a dusty drawer. But deep down, I knew I was just justifying myself to quiet the tingle of guilt running through me as I devoured line after line.

The fact that no one else was there, that the diary had fallen into my hands by chance, made me feel that in some way I had been chosen to know that story. Perhaps it wasn’t chance. Maybe I had come to this house for a reason I didn’t yet fully understand. And so, as I turned the pages, I couldn’t help wondering whether reading this diary was going to change me somehow, whether at the end of this whole process I would know more about the person who wrote it or about myself.

The first entry was from more than twenty-seven years ago, written by a teenager who described her days with innocence and depth. I stopped when I finished the first entry of the diary.

I soon realised the diary had begun in 1997, when the author was 17. This made me think we were roughly the same age, which added an extra layer of personal connection to my reading.

I searched my smartphone for the phone number of the estate agent who had sold me the house. She answered immediately, asking whether there was any kind of problem with the house and assuring me they would try to fix it as soon as possible.

“No, there’s no problem with the house,” I told her, “but I’ve found a box with books in a loft used for storing junk, and inside there are two personal diaries belonging to a young girl.”

There was a silence on the line, followed by an exclamation of surprise.

“Two diaries?” she asked, as surprised as I had been.

“Yes, two diaries. Could you somehow locate the former tenants or owners of the house?” I asked her.

The estate agent fell silent for a few moments, as if she were pondering the answer, and said:

“The previous owners died more than two years ago in a traffic accident. They had taken out a reverse mortgage, and once they passed away, the bank that had lent them the money looked for possible heirs. They knew there was a daughter, but couldn’t track her down, so in the end, after all the legal procedures, they put the house up for sale.”

I asked whether there was any way to find out the names of the former owners, in case I could one day locate the owner of the diary.

“I can try,” she replied, “but banks are usually very strict about giving out personal details, especially with the recent Data Protection Act. It’s going to be complicated, but I’ll do what I can. I have a friend at the bank and I could give him a nudge to see if he can give me the names of the former owners.”

“I don’t want you getting into trouble over this. Only if you can find something out without making things too complicated. It’s not important enough for you to risk anything. If you can get the parents’ names or some indirect contact, great. But if not, nothing happens. It’s fine.”

“Don’t worry. It’s not the first time I’ve asked for a favour like this. Besides, he owes me one. I just ask for a bit of patience.”

“Thanks. I really appreciate it,” I replied, relieved that she didn’t seem to be forcing any uncomfortable situation.

I spent some time turning the whole thing over in my mind after the call. The situation of that family, and especially the reverse mortgage, unsettled me. When someone takes out that kind of arrangement, it’s because they don’t have the funds to cover the final stretch of their retirement and don’t have heirs. Yet I assumed they did have them, because here was a diary written by a teenage girl who was very likely the daughter of this couple, former owners of what was now my house.

I wondered who that girl was, what had become of her and why her diary had been left hidden and forgotten.

Curiosity mixed with a sense of responsibility. I couldn’t just set the diary aside and forget it. I decided I would try to find out more, not only for myself but for the story it contained. Who knows? Maybe finding the owner of the diary could bring some kind of closure, both for her and for me.

I sat in one of the armchairs in the rental flat, surrounded by the few belongings I had brought with me from Barcelona. That 40-square-metre apartment wasn’t much, but it had everything I needed at that moment: simplicity, tranquillity and an unbeatable location —the beach.

The apartment was in an old building, but well maintained. An open-plan kitchen, a living room that also served as a bedroom and a balcony from which you could catch a glimpse of the sea. It wasn’t much, but after everything I had been through in recent years, it was enough for me.

The idea of living so close to the sea for a few months comforted me in a way I couldn’t quite explain. Just imagining myself walking on the sand again, breathing the salty breeze and feeling the mid-afternoon sun on my shoulders filled me with a happiness I hadn’t felt in a long time. It was as if just being there could give me back a part of myself I thought I had lost.

Now, standing in front of the balcony of that studio, I could see the sunlight reflecting on the Atlantic. I closed my eyes for a moment and let myself drift into memories. I felt the same excitement as then, but this time, when I opened my eyes, the sea wasn’t a distant memory. It was there, just steps away, and touching its shore was no longer a childhood fantasy.

That feeling of reconnecting with that corner of my childhood was what made me rent the flat without hesitation. It didn’t matter that it was small or needed a few improvements; for me, it meant more than just a place to live. It was the chance to relive those moments and perhaps find some of the peace I had lost.

I settled into the small armchair by the window, with a steaming cup of coffee in my hands, and opened the diary I had found once more. The worn pages called to me again. I began to read, feeling that somehow those words were taking me to places I hadn’t even imagined when I decided to move to the island.
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January, 6 1997
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Dear diary,

Here I am, staring at this blank page thanks to the “wonderful” gift my parents decided to give me for Epiphany: a diary. Yes, a diary. What better way to capture my thoughts than by writing in a notebook that’s supposedly meant to hold my most intimate secrets?

When I tore off the wrapping paper and saw the word “diary” in golden letters, I had to hold back a laugh. Do they really think my life is so exciting that I need to document it? Because, of course, eating cereal is an experience that deserves to be recorded for posterity.

I could write about the profound revelation I had watching the flakes float in the milk, or the dilemma of choosing between chocolate cereal and fruit cereal. What a great conflict! But I suppose my parents believe my life is full of emotions that need to be channelled into a diary.

Anyway, maybe one day I’ll face an existential crisis while having breakfast and this notebook will help me find answers. Or maybe I’ll just use it to draw. Who knows.

Trying to be fair, at least the gift comes from a fond tradition. Even though I already know the Three Wise Men don’t exist, my parents keep the tradition alive. It’s as if they feared that admitting it openly would break something important. Maybe I get it. Childhood doesn’t last long, and they cling to those little rituals, even if I don’t need them anymore.

And although this diary seems useless to me, in the end it’s just another way of telling me they care.

Now, let’s talk about the real gift: a mobile phone. The Ericsson GA628! I should be jumping for joy, but I can’t help feeling a slight disappointment because it’s yellow and I wanted it in red. A drama of epic proportions, no doubt. How am I supposed to survive with a phone that isn’t my favourite colour?

But putting my personal tragedy aside, having a mobile phone in 1997 is almost like owning the Holy Grail. The colour doesn’t matter if I can play Snake for hours and send messages at an incredibly... slow speed. But hey, it’s still the future in my hands.

My parents tried to explain how it works, but who needs instructions when you can press buttons until something happens?

Now I have a diary in one hand and a mobile in the other, but no one to call. My contact list boils down to my home number, my grandparents’, my uncles’, and Magdalena, my only friend with a mobile. I suppose my grandparents will be thrilled to get my calls telling them how boring my maths class was.

This afternoon I’ll show the phone to Magdalena. Maybe she’ll die of envy or maybe she’ll look at me funny. Who knows. But at least I now have something new to brag about.

And well, dear diary, this is where my first entry ends. What adventures await us? Maybe I’ll discover a new ice cream flavour or lose myself in a book for hours. Life has its surprises.

If I ever find myself overwhelmed by a whirlwind of thoughts, at least I’ll have this diary to write them down. Though I still think drawing kittens is a better option.

Reading the first entry of the diary, I couldn’t help but smile. The irony and sarcasm with which this girl describes her parents’ gift —a diary— made me smile. “Brilliant,” I thought. The author has a special talent for writing, something I didn’t expect to find in the pages of a teenage diary.
I was surprised at how well written it was, considering it had been written by someone so young. Her sarcastic reflections about her parents trying to keep alive the illusion of the Three Wise Men, even though she already knows the truth, were both funny and revealing. It was as if I could feel her affection and exasperation toward them at the same time.
When I reached the part about the Ericsson GA628 mobile phone, the model popped into my mind —I remembered it. Some of my friends had it, although I was more of a Nokia person. My first phone was a Nokia 5110, one of the most popular at the time. Over the years, I went through all the versions: the 3210, the 3310 and the 8210.
My first Nokia was also yellow. Somehow, it became a kind of talisman for me. From that moment on, I always bought phones with yellow cases. It became a personal habit, although some people claimed yellow was bad luck. I never cared much; I always liked that colour —despite its bad reputation, for me it symbolised optimism and energy. Even when smartphones arrived, I kept preferring yellow for any accessory I could find.
The author’s disappointment about the phone being yellow instead of red —and her sarcastic drama about it— reminded me of my own “serious” teenage problems. The way she exaggerates the importance of the phone’s colour while acknowledging how ridiculous it is shows a self-awareness that is both mature and naïve.
It’s strange to think someone so young could have such a sharp, humorous perception of life. I was intrigued to know more about this girl and how her life had evolved since she wrote those first lines. What had at first seemed like a mere curiosity was beginning to turn into a fascinating window into the inner world of someone at a crucial stage of life.
When I finished this first reading, the conversation with the estate agent crossed my mind. I waited eagerly for her call, hoping her contact at the bank could provide the names of the former owners. She had told me she’d call as soon as she had any information.
The search for answers had become something new to focus on and keep me entertained during the time I was going to be unemployed, since I had decided to take a sabbatical year. I needed a distraction from the sadness and frustration I felt over the breakup of my marriage. After more than fifteen years with the same woman, watching that whole story wash down the drain filled me with deep disappointment and pain. Finding these diaries —and the need to discover who had written them— began to occupy my mind, offering me an escape and some entertainment during this period of transition.
Reading the diary’s first chapter had sparked my curiosity. I was fascinated by the idea of learning more about the author, of understanding her experiences and thoughts. This project gave me an escape, something to focus on that wasn’t my own personal disaster.
I thought about all the times I had tried to make sense of what had happened in my marriage. The arguments, the moments of indifference, the long nights of silence. All of it seemed like a shadow threatening to swallow me if I didn’t find something else on which to focus. The writings of this young girl were a welcome distraction, a chance to immerse myself in someone else’s life and get away from my own situation. With the renovation of my new house I already had enough to deal with, but reading the diary helped pass the time and gave me a way to keep myself occupied.
The idea of discovering who had written those diaries —and what had become of her— was starting to intrigue me.
The woman from the real estate agency called me the following week.
“Hello, Javier. Do you have a moment?” she said in a serious voice.
“Of course, go ahead.”
“After many arrangements and a few favours from a colleague at the bank, we’ve found the names of the former owners. Their names were Isabel Sánchez García and Federico Sánchez Martínez.”
“Perfect,” I replied, noting the names in my smartphone. “That’s a great starting point. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, Javier. If you need anything else, don’t hesitate to call me. Good luck with your search.”
“Thank you. I really appreciate it.”
I hung up feeling a little closer to solving the mystery. With the names Isabel Sánchez García and Federico Sánchez Martínez, I finally had a thread to begin pulling.
With those names in mind and that first thread, I wondered where to go next. I had no idea. After all, I wasn’t a private investigator who spends his time tracking people down, but an economist on leave, taking a sabbatical year and not really knowing where to start.
The first thing that occurred to me was to go to the city’s Civil Registry and request the death certificates of Isabel Sánchez García and Federico Sánchez Martínez. Maybe in those documents I would find some clue as to whether they had had a daughter. It was the only thing that came to mind at that moment.
I also thought of searching the local press in a library, to see if there was any information about the accident these two people had suffered. Perhaps, with a bit of luck, I would find something in the newspaper archives. I couldn’t see any other path to start my investigation, but at least I had a direction.
The following Monday, I headed to the Civil Registry in Las Palmas. Unlike the traditional image I had —those old offices with dark corridors and high ceilings— the building turned out to be modern. Located in the southern part of the city, it stood out for its glass façade and minimalist lines, reflecting the blue sky and the constant comings and goings of passers-by. It was a functional construction, designed to facilitate access for citizens, with large waiting areas and big windows letting in natural light.
The place was well connected, with bus stops just a few metres away and a direct link to the main motorway. I arrived early, but I wasn’t the only one who had gotten up early. I found a line snaking through the building, and while I waited, I watched people coming and going with folders full of documents and brown envelopes. It seemed everyone had something to sort out that Monday. Mondays were not my favourite days.
I filled out the necessary forms sitting on one of the metal chairs facing a large window. From there, I could see part of the city stretching out in the distance. Las Palmas was slowly waking up, and the bustle of the street mingled with the muted conversations of those waiting their turn.
When I reached the counter, I met a clerk with a kind face but tired eyes, as if she had spent years dealing with similar stories. I explained my situation simply, without going into too much detail.
“Hello, good morning. I’d like to obtain the death certificates of Isabel Sánchez García and Federico Sánchez Martínez.”
The clerk looked at me over her glasses and nodded as she continued typing on her computer.
“You’ll need to fill out this form with the full names. You’ll have to wait a while for us to locate the information in the registry books,” she said, handing me the document to complete.
I sat down in one of the available chairs and filled in the necessary information. The wait was shorter than I expected. They gave me the documents, and I went to one of the tables to review them. There were the details confirming the deaths of Isabel and Federico Sánchez, but there was no section for “descendants.” Frustrated, I stood up and approached the counter again.
“Excuse me,” I said, trying to sound as polite as possible, “is it possible to know if this couple had any descendants?”
The clerk looked at me with suspicion.
“I’m sorry, I can’t give you that information just like that,” she replied firmly.
“I understand,” I said, trying to stay calm. “I’m doing an investigation related to an inheritance involving these two people, and I need to know the name of their descendants. I know it’s unusual, but it’s very important for my investigation.”
She looked at me for a few seconds, weighing the situation.
“It’s just that even if I wanted to help you, that information is protected. You’d need a court order or something similar to access it.”
“I understand. Could I fill out some form or make a special request? I only need the name of the descendants, nothing more. I imagine you could see it by checking the computer.”
The clerk sighed and, after a moment’s hesitation, nodded.
“All right, wait a moment. I’ll see what I can do.”
She stood up and disappeared behind a door. Several minutes passed —minutes that felt endless— until she returned.
“I spoke to my supervisor and, since it’s related to an inheritance, we’ll make an exception. The daughter’s name is Clara Sánchez Sánchez,” she said with a resigned expression.
“Thank you very much, really. This is a huge help,” I replied, relieved.
With that crucial information, I finally had a lead. Now I could continue my search on more solid ground. The clue of Clara Sánchez
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