The Call of the Sea

Story by Christophe Lambert
Illustrated by Gaétan Dorémus

In the beginning . . .

I open my eyes for the first time and there, far
above me, is the black sky studded with stars. I need
to move up toward the stars and out to the surf that
I hear crashing in the distance. How do I know this?
I’'m not sure exactly . . . It’s as if all the experience
of earlier generations of turtles is packed inside my
head, like air in a balloon. The balloon pops, and
thousands of tiny nuggets of knowledge shower
my brain.
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I guess this is what is called
“instinct.”

All around me, other eggs are
hatching. Shells crack and split,
revealing the tooth-like horn at the
tip of each baby’s snout. My nest-
mates and I climb on top of one
another. There are dozens and
dozens of us and we all have the
same goal: survival.

I am a sea turtle; a hawksbill
turtle, to be precise. I have just been
born this very moment.

I will never know my mother.
She laid her eggs on this beach last
spring, and it is now early autumn.
She dug a deep hole in the sand in
which to lay over 100 eggs, then
camouflaged the nest well, using
twigs, branches, and sand. This
helped to hide the eggs from the
badgers, foxes, and weasels that
might have eaten all the eggs
before they were hatched.






