Turtles

I returned, and saw under the sun, that the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong...
Ecclesiastes 9:11

Last week I had to call a “hotline”. Thank goodness it wasn't the Telehealth hotline. It was our Bruce
Peninsula Turtle Hotline. Yes...a hotline for turtles! We are blessed to have many volunteers on the
peninsula who are working diligently to help protect turtles.

You may have seen the informative article in the most recent issue of the Bruce Peninsula Press, “Why
Did the Turtle Cross the Road?” It's just another reason for me to love the Bruce, a place where people,
myself included, stop their cars to help turtles cross the road and where turtle “nursery” boxes are
placed over clutches to protect them from predators.

After supper one evening recently, my husband, Don, and I were walking down our quiet, dead end
street, (or should I use the more modern term “no outlet” street?), with our dog, Mattie, when she
nervously began investigating something in the grass at the side of the road. We went over to take a
look. There, in the gravel, was a turtle laying her eggs! How exciting!

I told Don it was a painted turtle. He wondered how I knew. Amazingly enough, I had just talked to a
friend the day before, and she told me that Snapping Turtles lay their eggs in the morning, and Midland
Painted Turtles lay their eggs in the evening. We both live a few kilometres from wetlands, along each
side of Cape Hurd Road. But when the turtles near us hatch , they won't have water at the edge of the
road and will have to travel over 100 metres to reach a small creek, on the far side of an alvar.

I wanted those eggs to have an opportunity to hatch so I called the hotline. Without our help, the eggs
would only have about a 10% chance of hatching. Within an hour, a volunteer, who lives nearby, came
out with a special mesh-covered box, #16 to be precise. It is the end of the nesting season, and it was
his last large box. After he verified the nesting spot, he secured the box in place with § inch spikes.
Since there was no way I could lift it off the ground, the nest would definitely be safe from hungry
raccoons!

Now I am responsible to watch over it and notify the volunteer if and when the turtles hatch. He told
me that they may not hatch in September. Many overwinter...and hatch in the spring! Some of the
liquid in the eggs is expelled so the eggs don't burst when they freeze. If the hatchlings remain in the
nest over the winter, their bodies make extra glucose and other chemicals that act as a kind of
antifreeze! And we think we humans are special....

When God created turtles, speed was obviously not important. In the fall or in the spring, “my” baby
turtles will hopefully plod along the rocky alvar, moving slowly and faithfully towards the water. Yet,
they can only move and make progress when they stick out their necks. That got me thinking...in our
changing times, we may need to “stick out our necks” to initiate needed changes both personally and as
a Church family, all the while, not allowing ourselves to be discouraged by slow results.

Feeling connected to God's creatures...here on Turtle Island... @i«' @?’
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