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Friends,  

ENan and I were able to walk on the beach for the first time this spring. While walking, we 
have fallen into a pattern of looking for turtle nests. After watching our first turtle hatching 
a couple of years ago, and then sitting by several turtle nests at Wrightsville Beach last 
summer, we have become real sea turtle fans. 

One evening, while sitting with the Turtle Watch folks, we were told that sea turtles have a 
built-in GPS. As long as the newly hatched turtles crawl even a few feet on the beach, 
that GPS gets programmed and remains with them for the remainder of their lives. The 
female turtles may travel as far as the coast of South America or even Africa, but when it 
is time for her to lay her eggs, her GPS will lead her back to the same beach where she 
was born. Home! 

I believe that internal navigation ability is not limited to sea turtles. After 30 years of living 
away from Wilmington, an internal switch kicked in telling ENan and me it was time to 
move back to this area. (We were aiming for Wilmington, but Wallace was as close as we 
could get.) Last year, when I was offered the job of Minister to Senior Adults at First 
Baptist Church, it clearly felt like a call to come home. 

On a spiritual level, I believe we all have an internal navigation sense that leads us toward 
a heavenly home. 

All these people were still living by faith when they died. They admitted that they were 
aliens and strangers on earth… Instead, they were longing for a better country – a 
heavenly one. (Hebrews 11:13-16) 

Maybe some of the dissatisfaction we feel and our longing for something more is because 
we are homesick for heaven. If God can lead a little turtle back to Wrightsville Beach, 
surely, He can lead me back to Him. 

 


