

Hatchet: Turtle Chapter Day 3
What is the central theme or main idea of this section of text? Circle two details in the text below to support your central theme statement.
	Central Theme:  

_________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________

_________________________________________________________
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Sequence:  Place these events in the order they happened on pages 111- 113.  
Brian ate six eggs.
Brian made a plan to eat one egg a day and store the others.
Brian poked a hole in a turtle egg.
	First, 

	Next, 

	Finally, 



Look at the description of the turtle egg, then compare and contrast it to a chicken egg.  
	Chicken Egg
	Similarities
	Turtle Egg
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More than eggs, more than knowledge, more than anything this was
food. His stomach tightened and rolled and made noise as he looked at
the eggs, as if his stomach belonged to somebody else or had seen the
eggs with its own eyes and was demanding food. The hunger, always
there, had been somewhat controlled and dormant when there was
nothing to eat but with the eggs came the scream to eat. His whole
body craved food with such an intensity that it quickened his breath.

He reached into the nest and pulled the eggs out one at a time.
There were seventeen of them, each as round as a ball, and white.
They had leathery shells that gave instead of breaking when he
squeezed them.

‘When he had them heaped on the sand in a pyramid—he had never
felt so rich somehow—he suddenly realized that he did not know how
to eat them.

He had a fire but no way to cook them, no container, and he had
never thought of eating a raw egg. He had an uncle named Carter,
his father’s brother, who always put an egg in a glass of milk and
drank it in the morning. Brian had watched him do it once, just once,
and when the runny part of the white left the glass and went into his
uncle’s mouth and down the throat in a single gulp Brian almost lost
everything he had ever eaten.

Still, he thought. Still. As his stomach moved toward his backbone he

became less and less fussy. Some natives in the world ate grasshoppers
and ants and if they could do that he could get a raw egg down.




