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Voices after Extraction
Working Paper No. 2

First Encounters in Camanlangan: Field Reflections, August 2025

Waka Aoyama
Institute for Advanced Studies on Asia

The University of Tokyo

Author’s Note

This essay is based on field notes written during my first visit to Camanlangan, New Bataan, in
August 2025. The original notes were typed on 24 August 2025 and later rewritten as a diary
narrative in March 2026. Rather than presenting analytical conclusions, the text preserves the
rhythm of field observation and listening that forms the basis of the Voices after

Extraction project.

The English text is presented first, followed by the original Japanese version. Cebuano words are

retained in the text and briefly explained in parentheses when first introduced.

“The pine she leans against says: Listen. There’s something you need to hear.”
(Richard Powers. The Overstory: A Novel, W. W. Norton & Company, 2019, p.3)

I. Prologue

LOCREFA FARM (Lord of Creation Ecological Farming Community), Purok 19, Sabena Mill,

Barangay Camanlangan, New Bataan, Davao de Oro.

Under the eaves of a small roadside store along the highway hangs a white banner, about the size
of a tatami mat, with the name of the farm written in green letters. Only the provincial name—
DAVAO DE ORO, “Golden Davao”—is written in yellow. Inside the circular emblem beside the
name are images of an eagle descending from a blue sky, a river flowing down from green

mountains, fields winding along the riverbanks, and figures of people working in white hats.



On the morning of Wednesday, August 14, two and a half hours after leaving Ateneo de Davao
University, Christian and I arrived at the farm in Camanlangan village in a car driven by Kuya
Iko. Father Stan and Gideon wave to welcome us. The dogs gather around, wagging their tails. A
goat grazing on the slope, clinging almost sideways to the embankment, shows little interest in
us. As we watch it begin to urinate, Father Stan remarks, “You see the bluish color in the soil.”

The farm is located on the former site of a mining tailings pond.

It is a little past 11:30 a.m. The sun should be directly overhead, yet it is not hot here. In Davao
City, where I had been until this morning, there are street trees, but the ground is mostly covered
with roads and buildings, making the daytime heat oppressive. Walking outside there is difficult.
Before that, I had been in central Tokyo. Although it lies much farther north in latitude, it felt
almost unbearably hot—perhaps because people walk at such tremendous speed, or because so
many trees have been cut down. My skin feels surprised. The air carries the mixed scent of damp

soil, plants, and the presence of nonhuman life.

I have come to stay here in order to listen to the voices of people living on land affected by
mining. Over the next five years, I hope to visit once a year, each time for about seven nights
and eight days. Looking back on the field notes from this first visit, I would like to leave a

record here of my own voice.

I1. Diary

1 Thursday — The Red Soil Village

Lunch is laid out on the wooden table in the main house. Soon after arriving, I take a seat together
with Father Stan and Christian. There is vegetable soup prepared by Gideon, squid adobo made
by Maritess (adobong pusit), rice noodles mixed generously with chopped green onions, tomatoes
that have absorbed the sunlight from the rooftop, plenty of white rice cooked over direct fire, and
sweet papaya (kapayas). After the meal, | wash the dishes. Standing at the sink, I feel that the

rhythm of my time here has begun slowly. During my stay, washing the dishes becomes my role.

In the afternoon, Christian, Maritess, and I go to the small store attached to the farm. It had opened
only recently, on August 2, 2025. Maritess explains that it is a small family investment, a “Sosyo”
(a colloquial form derived from negosyo, meaning business). The store sells rice, vegetables, feed
for livestock, and simple daily necessities. At the foot of the mountain across the road lives Nan
Arin, a healer (mananambal), whom even politicians and other well-known people are said to

visit. Maritess laughs and says that the snacks they buy also become customers of this store.



Maritess tells me that she was once mistaken for an NPA commander in Marilog and was detained
for two days. When the Sabena mine was still in operation, she says, the mountains were heavily
cut away, but now orchids grow densely along the exposed rock faces. In particular, Tiger Orchids
bloom on the mountain across from the farm. Even during the Kadayawan festival, she says,

people do not pick and sell flowers from there. The fact that they grow there itself has meaning.

On the present farm grounds, the runway from the time of the Sabena mining operation still
remains. Gold (bulawan) was apparently transported from there to Manila. No one seems to know
where it went after that. Maritess says that the mining area once covered about one thousand

hectares, though the exact figure is unclear.

After that, we go to look at the tilapia ponds. Feeling the unevenness of the ground beneath my
feet, my body seems unsure how to keep balance—very different from walking on asphalt in the
city. As we walk, Christian points to the ground. “These scattered stones and the yellowish soil—
you often see this kind of ground after mining development.” Sabena, he explains, is not
considered a closed mine but is still regarded as “active.” Under the mining laws at the time of
operation, there had been no obligation to rehabilitate the land, and now an exploration permit

has apparently been issued for possible re-extraction.

In the evening, when we return to the main house, Father Stan and Gideon are talking at the table.
They are discussing capitalism, investment, and education. Father Stan says that in a society
where people do not read books, critical thinking cannot develop. Working in the mines, he adds,
makes people accustomed to quick money. Looking at news on his mobile phone, he suddenly
says, “The Hiroshima ceremony marks eighty years since the end of the war. But perhaps it forgets
that Japan was also a perpetrator.” My body tightens. Father Stan also has relatives who were

killed by the Japanese army.

Choy-choy, a mixed dog with Japanese Spitz lineage, is already fifteen years old. Perhaps because
of cataracts, his eyes look cloudy. He lets me stroke him. There are many dogs on the farm, but
Choy-choy is the only one kept indoors. There are also cats—two calico cats and one brown

tabby—who wander freely or roll around on the floor.

After dinner, I take a shower. Having been given a room of my own, I feel relieved. I lie down
inside the dome-shaped mosquito net. Outside the window, the sounds of rain, the river, and

insects overlap. The words “hontd no saiwai” (true happiness) come to mind.

2 Friday — The Mountain of Tiger Orchids



At five-thirty in the morning, I wake naturally. The air still carries traces of the rain that fell during
the night. Outside the window are the sounds of the river and insects. It is cooler than yesterday,
almost slightly cold. At seven, we have breakfast in the main house: fried tilapia, bright red hot
dogs (colored with food dye), slices of tomato ripened by the sun, and rice served on a large platter
with a big spoon. After the meal, Father Stan, Maritess, Christian, and I begin walking toward the
mountain across from the farm. This mountain, they say, was recently purchased as part of the

farm.

As we climb the mountain path, Father Stan points to a large tree. “This is an ironwood tree,” he
says. “It belongs to the mangrove family.” In the Visayan language it is called mangkuno, and it
is said to be extremely hard. Carefully searching for footholds so as not to slip down the slope,
we continue upward. The ground is covered with countless small leaves and moss, while the roots
of trees twist across the surface. Before long, orchids begin to appear from the crevices of the
rocks. Higher up the mountain, Tiger Orchids grow in clusters. Pale pink flowers, taller than I am,
sway while facing toward the mountain across from us. Later I learn that they bloom only once

every few years.

Local elders tell a folktale about the Tiger Orchid and a “princess” (prinsisa). The flower is
sometimes said to be the form of a princess who lives in the mountain. For these flowers that
bloom here, Father Stan says, this mountain itself is their home. That is why they should not be
cut and sold as flowers. Their existence cannot be given a price. | imagine the roots of these large
epiphytic orchids. As we walk a little farther, Father Stan continues, “Priesthood is the same.” |
wonder what he means by “the same.” He explains that the life of a priest is also a self-sacrificing

and devoted one.

Around ten o’clock we return to the main house. Before noon, I begin recording videos to
document the recipes of the farm’s cooking. The first is Gideon’s adobo made from native chicken
(adobong native manok). All the ingredients, he says, are produced on the farm: green papaya,
small purple onions (sibuyas Bombay), and ginger. I did not see the part where the chicken was
caught, killed, and cut into meat. The seasoning is salt and soy sauce (tuyo)—much darker in
color than soy sauce in Tokyo—and the fragrance of lemongrass. Although it is called adobo,
vinegar (suka) is not used. At that moment I realize that the kind of “recipe” I usually imagine
does not exist here. Nothing is measured. Cooking is a creative practice shaped by experience and

improvisation.

In the afternoon we go to the store. While talking with Maritess, Lelet, and two workers from the

farm, the conversation turns to “invisible beings.” Some people can see them, some can hear them,



and others only feel their presence. Maritess says that she cannot see them, but sometimes she can
feel them. Nanay Aling once told her that when she was born she had another companion with
her. Maritess laughs and says that she had actually wanted to become a businessperson

(negosyante), yet somehow her life turned out to be one of farming.

Afterward we go to greet Nanay Aling at her house. At the home of this healer, patients continue
to arrive one after another that day as well. On the way back, Maritess tells me a story about Maria
Cacao. It is an old tale that when a great boat passes along the Agusan River, the river overflows
its banks. Before the Sabena mine was established, she says, there used to be a huge rock (batong
dako) in this area. Now it has been destroyed. “The culture has been broken” (naguba na ang

cultura), she says. The inside of the rock had been hollow, like a house.

In the evening we return to the main house and record a second recipe: tilapia escabeche. The
ingredients are tomato (kamatis), onion leaves (sibuyas dahon), ginger, salt, sugar, and vinegar.
Fish raised in a nearby pond quickly becomes food on the table. The food chain is very short.
Many of these things are not commodities to begin with. For most of the ingredients, we know
who produced them, where, and how. It is something unimaginable in the city. Things grown in
this soil, with this water, in this air, under this sun—entangled with microbes and mycorrhizae—

are killed, eaten, and sustain us.

At night I take a shower and return to my room. It was the right decision not to bring a computer.
Here, each day simply passes as it is. [lluminating my notebook with a small solar light, I add
notes to the green field journal. Stories I heard at the store remain in my mind: the bus said to
carry invisible passengers, and the “people” who live on the second floor of the main house. The
air outside the window is colder than yesterday. Wrapping myself in a malong (a tubular cloth
worn in the Maranao tradition), I lie down on the bed and close my eyes. The sound of the Agusan

River comes closer and clearer, and I fall asleep as if carried away by its flow.

3 Saturday — Between the River and the Soil

At five-thirty in the morning I wake naturally. The air is still cool. There is a Japanese-made
washing machine here. Father Stan helps me connect the hose, gives me detergent, and I turn it
on. I place a cutting board beside the sink in the kitchen and slice papayas that seem to be
harvested endlessly from the garden. Was papaya always such a large fruit? Following Father
Stan’s example, I cut it in half, scoop out the seeds with a spoon, slice it lengthwise, remove the

overripe parts, peel the skin, and cut it into bite-sized pieces.



From the living room of the main house—rather than a window, it is more like a large horizontal
opening in the wall, still without a frame—the garden can be seen, and beyond it the mountains.
The sound of the river continues quietly. At seven we have breakfast: an omelet filled with
vegetables, fried tilapia, chorizo, rice served directly in the cooking pot (kaldero), and papaya.
Each of us prepares and drinks instant coffee. Father Stan mixes rice with side dishes and feeds
Choy-choy and the cats. The brown tabby seems uncomfortable sharing a bowl with the other cats

and eats from a separate dish.

Around eight-thirty I walk with Father Stan to the house of a woman pastor (pastora) from the
Assembly of God church. However, she is not at home. We continue down the road in front of
the house and walk to a place overlooking the Agusan River. Several figures stand near the
riverbank, their legs immersed up to their knees in the water. In their hands are sieve-like tools.
They scoop up sand and gently shake it, searching for gold dust. Nearby I can see a tent. They
must be a family practicing flusher panning. It seems they stay and sleep near the river while

searching for gold.

We stand at the edge of what used to be a tailings pond. It had been a pond where mine tailings
were settled. Within a landscape surrounded by the green of trees and grasses, there is a large
hollow there, as if a hole had opened in the earth. Near the front, shallow water has collected, but
farther in the yellowish soil lies exposed. The clear blue sky is reflected on the surface of the
water. For some time the site had been used as a local dumping ground, but Father Stan and others

petitioned the barangay authorities, and eventually it was cleared.

We return to the store and rest for a while, then walk through the farm’s fields across the highway.
It feels more like a forest than a field. There are no orderly rows or plots; trees, grasses, and crops
grow together. I still cannot distinguish most of the plants. I recognize tomatoes and eggplants
because they bear fruit, and I recognize corn because I have seen it before. Chili peppers grow in
dense clusters, like small bouquets of flowers, planted closely across the field. Small oval leaves
spreading along the ground are mani, peanuts. Around them grow bananas, coconuts, and various
shrubs.

At ten-thirty we return to the main house and drink cold buko juice. I scoop out the soft flesh of
the freshly opened coconut with a spoon and eat it. At eleven I record Father Stan speaking. The
conversation turns to language. He says that people who know several languages are better off
than those who know only English or only Tagalog. Outside, the clouds thicken and it begins to
look like rain. I hurry to bring in the laundry. It had been sunny just a moment ago, so everything
has dried well.



After lunch I take a short nap. At two in the afternoon I go to the store, where Lelet is watching
the shop. Children are playing under the eaves. They are the children of Owal, one of the farm
workers: nine-year-old Goldwin, Faithwin, and Edwin Jr. Their mother has been working in
Kuwait as a domestic worker and has been away from home for a year. Goldwin can already cook
rice and manage household chores. Faithwin is very bright; she teaches letters to children who
cannot read and write, and she also arranges and stores the bottles of gasoline sold at the store’s

front.

The children play with old toys. A doll of Elsa from Frozen spins around while singing “Let It
Go,” and a plastic dump truck runs across the soil. They are hand-me-downs sent from America
by Father Stan’s sister. Maritess says it would be nice if children here could color pictures or read

books. When toys are available, children gather naturally.

Around three in the afternoon I eat a guava at the main house. Outside, the weather turns rainy
again. At four I record Maritess speaking at the store. What begins like free association gradually
becomes her own oral history. She speaks about wanting to help people, about her struggles, and
about the difficulties she encountered. That is why, she says, she changed her way of doing things.
Now she practices her efforts within the circle of her family and the farm workers (trabahante).
After I stop the recording, she continues with a small smile. Sometimes people become jealous of
her, or spread rumors about her relationship with Father Stan. But that cannot be helped, she says.
A mango tree heavy with fruit inevitably stands out. I think that is what she said, though I cannot

be certain because the recorder was already off.

In the evening we walk through the fields again. On the slope overlooking the Agusan River,
Father Stan crouches down and picks up a handful of soil. I crouch beside him and touch it as
well. The soil is black and soft, rich with humus. “Beautiful,” Father Stan repeats several times.
But he immediately adds, “In conventional agriculture, the soil doesn’t matter.” Night approaches,
and we return to the main house. Maritess says we have been invited to the fiesta of San Roque,
but Father Stan declines. The night rain, the crowds, and the abundance of food would be too

exhausting. I answer that I am also introverted, so it helps.

Dinner is tilapia simmered in soy sauce, grilled fish that tastes of the sea, kangkong (water
spinach) adobo, rice, and papaya. After resting for a while, I take a shower and return to my room.
The sound of insects is so beautiful that I point my phone toward the darkness beyond the open
window bars and record a video. I wonder where the large white goat that had been grazing here

during the day is now sleeping.



Outside, the rain begins to fall. Beyond the darkness the current of the Agusan River continues,
and far away I can still hear the laughter of children. I remember the figure of Anin, a worker on
the farm, standing upright while carrying a mountain of corn on his back. Perhaps it is my
romanticism, coming from the city, that makes me want to see in him the dignity of an experienced
and wise farmer. The daily wage of 400 pesos, however, is paid even on days when work must

stop because of rain.

4 Sunday — A Day of Stories and Quiet

At five-thirty in the morning I wake naturally. Beside the kitchen sink I slice kamatis (tomatoes)
harvested from the garden. Father Stan slices packaged ham and fries it in a karahay (a wok-like
frying pan). He then cooks about five eggs, over easy, and places them on a flat plate. We sit at
the table, say a short prayer, and each person serves rice and side dishes onto their own plate,
eating with spoon and fork. Some add ketchup according to their preference. While chatting, the

day begins slowly.

Around eight-thirty I go upstairs in the main house with Father Stan. Choy-choy follows us. A
calico cat sits on a chair placed in the otherwise empty second floor. We climb further to the
rooftop, where tomatoes are planted in planters. I pick off fruits that have cracked open. Some are
still green, and I feel almost sorry for them. Perhaps I am too accustomed to the smooth red
tomatoes seen in supermarkets. Beaten by the intense tropical rain and scorched by the sun, these

fruits bear dark grooves across their bodies. They may in fact be stronger, surviving in this land.

Returning to the second floor, I water the potted plants lined densely along the veranda. Using a
plastic bottle fitted with a nozzle as a watering can, I press with the whole palm of my hand. I feel
overwhelmed by this small sea formed by the crowd of pots. Long leaves, round leaves, large
leaves, small leaves, deep green, pale green, green streaked with reddish purple; the ways
branches grow and spread, the overlapping of leaves, their heights—each is different. I do not
know how much water to give them. I do not know how to judge the dryness of the soil. Only the

caudex plants and the cacti seem to say clearly that they do not need water.

Around ten o’clock I sit at the living room table, chatting and recording Father Stan’s stories. He
speaks about the importance of process. Rather than a linear notion of input and output, he says,
the process of life moves forward in winding curves. There are no straight lines in nature, he says.
Each person needs a “model of life.” As such a model, he cites the words of Jesus: “Carry your

cross.” For him, this means struggling against poverty and bearing one another’s burdens.



At eleven we have lunch at the store. The food has been brought back from the fiesta of San
Roque—what people here call “bring home.” Maritess lays square-cut banana leaves inside a
shallow woven tray and arranges dishes of sweet and savory fish and chicken on top. A kaldero
full of rice has been freshly cooked. After a while Kuya Iko arrives to pick him up, and Christian
leaves for Davao City. “Back to normal!” he says. Laughing, Father Stan replies, “I wonder which

is normal, the city or here.”

After lunch I return to my room. Just outside the window a large white goat grazes on the grass.
I wave my hand, but it barely reacts. I am not even sure whether I appear in its eyes. Somehow [
feel relieved by that uncertainty. I lie on the bed and drift into a light sleep. Just because we share
the same space does not mean we must communicate with words. The goat probably has no sense
of being “kept.” The plants it eats likely do not feel that they are being eaten or suffering. Perhaps

this is what we call nature.

At two in the afternoon I record Maritess speaking at the store. She talks about Nanay Aling. Only
the small red amulet pouch and a small bottle of oil require payment, because the materials must
be purchased. All other treatments are free. Her healing takes the form of prayers breathed softly
over the patient. She does not often practice hilot (traditional massage), Maritess says, perhaps
because massaging people’s bodies is tiring. Nanay Aling, she says, is mangihatagon—a person
who gives generously. When visitors lack transportation money she gives them fare, and
sometimes even cash to those struggling to live. Famous people as well as ordinary people come
to see her. She was originally Catholic, but after dreaming that she had received healing powers,
she now maintains a religiously neutral position. She had also once been a mananabang (a

traditional midwife).

The conversation turns to culture. Maritess says, “Culture has been broken.” In Visayan she uses
the word guba. The cause, she says, is “excessive capitalism” (sobra na capitalism). Although she
had once been a nun, she says she no longer attends church in the usual sense. Yet she adds that

she still feels the importance of spirituality.

Around three in the afternoon we have a small snack at the main house. Drinking buko juice and
eating guava, we talk about my way of interviewing. Maritess remarks, “The interviewer has a
harder job than the person being interviewed.” She says my method is less like a formal interview
and more like natural conversation—a casual style. Father Stan also speaks about the importance

of storytelling. It is something, he says with some regret, that schools do not teach very much.



In the evening Father Stan looks outside the main house and points to dragonflies flying like
silhouettes across the dusk sky. To my ears the word sounds like alindanaw. In Visayan this is
what dragonflies are called. People say that when many dragonflies fly, rain will come. Yet today

it has been a day without rain.

The conversation turns to the farm’s economy as well. The rice corn sold in the store does not
keep long. If it remains unsold, it becomes food for the farm’s dogs. That, Father Stan says, is his
idea of a circular economy. We also talk about soil. By exchanging and recycling soil among
different plant pots, the soil becomes richer. “There’s no need to keep digging the ground.
Recycling is enough,” he says. But there are some things that cannot be recycled, he adds jokingly.

“Politicians, for example.”

There are nineteen purok, the smallest administrative divisions, in Camanlangan. Lelet once
wanted to become a purok leader but did not succeed. One reason people want to become leaders
is because they are involved in distributing ayuda—various forms of assistance. Wi-Fi was
installed here on August 31, 2023. Before that, there had not even been internet access. At six in
the evening I slice kamatis again in the kitchen. At six-thirty we have dinner. Someone shows me

the seeds of ampalaya (bitter melon). After dinner I take a shower and return to my room.

I suddenly wonder what urban life and urban studies really mean. On Messenger I begin chatting
with Mida, who is visiting her daughter’s family in Switzerland after her marriage. We chat for a
while. When I send her a photo of the fiesta “bring home” we had eaten at lunch, she sends back
a photo taken from the window of a car: a stone street corner under a blue sky. “Isn’t it a beautiful

view?” she writes.

5 Monday — Things That Mix Together

At five-forty in the morning I wake naturally. There is no trace of the night’s rain. The sky is
cloudy yet bright. Father Stan is frying leftover rice in the karahay, mixing in beaten eggs and
scattering chopped green onions to make fried rice. He also reheats thoroughly the strongly
seasoned pork that remained from the San Roque fiesta dishes brought back the previous day. At
seven we have breakfast. At the table in the main house, Father Stan, Maritess, and I eat slowly.

It is cool here, and since farm work awaits in the morning, I put on a rash guard.

At eight, while the washing machine runs, [ help transplant papaya seedlings on the second-floor
veranda. First we prepare the soil. We spread soil across a flat container. “Mix it slowly,” Father
Stan says. “Sometimes sharp things are mixed in, so be careful. Slowly.” Squatting down, he

pushes both arms into the soil and kneads it gently. I imitate him. Since I cannot even distinguish
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between centipedes and millipedes, I flinch at the sight of the wriggling insects. “Are insects still

scary?” he asks. I lower my head in embarrassment.

“I didn’t plant the papayas—they just grew,” Father Stan says. “But I thought we should have
more papayas. When you come next time, it would be nice if there were more.” Seedlings that
had been growing in small black pots are transferred to slightly larger ones. In total there are
twenty-five pots. We loosen the soil, lift each seedling carefully, and cover it again with soil. As
I smooth the surface of the soil with my fingers, I worry that I might have damaged the seedlings,
though there is no way to know. I hope they will take root. Because the sunlight is strong, we

create shade by tearing open a sack and stretching the cloth above them.

Around nine-thirty we take a short break and drink water. I record Father Stan speaking. In the
middle of the conversation, Anin, one of the farm workers, arrives. His hand is swollen. A thorn
from farm work has pierced it. Father Stan takes medicine from a box he has bought in bulk and
sells him one tablet of paracetamol. Anin also buys some blood pressure medicine. Father Stan
purchases medicine by the box and sells it one tablet at a time. In this way it becomes slightly
cheaper than at the pharmacy. However, if the price is too low people may doubt its effectiveness,

so he does not reduce it excessively.

Around ten-thirty we harvest a pineapple from the garden. Two years ago, when Mida’s relatives
visited, they brought a pineapple fruit. Father Stan cut off the crown, placed it in water until roots
appeared, and then planted it in the garden soil. At the time he had doubts about whether it would
grow. “You are lucky,” he says, “to harvest it and to eat it.” Among the thick leaves spreading
through the bushes, some fruits have ripened to a deep yellow while others remain pale. The
leaves surrounding them are thick and about twice the height of the fruit itself. Father Stan cuts
the fruit with a knife and hands it to me. It is heavy. We weigh it on a scale, record the weight,

and slice it.

Maritess prepares squid adobo (adong pusit) and adds the pineapple to it. Leftover fried rice from
breakfast, freshly cooked rice, and rice noodles are also set out. At eleven-thirty we eat lunch. For
dessert there are papaya and puto (steamed rice cakes). When I return to my room for a short nap,
the familiar large goat outside the window is again munching grass. At two in the afternoon we
pasteurize fresh milk delivered from a farm in Marahan. A pot is placed over the fire, and while
stirring slowly in one direction the temperature rises. At sixty-five degrees we stop. The milk is

filtered slowly through cloth. I drink a little of the hot milk. It has a soft sweetness.
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This milk comes from cows raised on the farm in Marahan. Recently a message had arrived on
Facebook announcing that a calf had been born. Father Stan asks me what name it should have.
Since he says it can be in Japanese, I suggest that if it is a girl it could be sora (sky) and hana
(flower)—the characters “sky” and “flower.” Father Stan repeats the sounds with interest. Then
he shows me a flat plate that I accidentally broke that morning, now repaired with glue. “We can

use it for something other than food,” he says.

At four-thirty in the afternoon we sow ampalaya (bitter melon) seeds. In total there are thirty-one
seeds. I poke small holes in the soil of each pot with my finger, drop in a seed, and cover it with
soil. Since I do not know from which end the sprout will emerge, I lay the seeds sideways, as if
laying down a baby. When will they sprout? I will remain here only a few more days. By the time
I return to Tokyo, will they have begun to grow? Even if not all of them sprout, I hope that at least

some will.

Throughout the afternoon children enter and leave the main house repeatedly. Edwin Jr., called
Tisoy, brings toys from a cardboard box and shows them to Father Stan. One is a toy shaped like
a chocolate cake with a candle in the center. He thought it would light up when turned, but it does
not. The toy is set down somewhere and disappears from sight, and Tisoy runs up and down the
slope several times looking for it. Toward evening Father Stan finds it on top of a shelf. When the

cake is turned, the candle moves up and down. But by that time Tisoy has already gone.

In the evening Father Stan continues speaking at the table in the main house. The conversation
begins with plants. “What are alien plants?” he asks. Mahogany is often called an alien species,
but now it has become a tree of this land as well. Coffee and cacao also originally came from
other places. By mixing together, things sometimes become stronger. When people speak of
“Philippine coconuts,” what exactly does that variety mean? Perhaps it is already mixed with

coconut varieties from Malaysia or Indonesia, he suggests.

Humans are the same, he says. The idea of purity is something close to an illusion. The pigs on
the farm also contain many mixed bloodlines. The belief that a white, clean pig is “pure” is a
human assumption. Father Stan says he prefers pigs with spots. “They are less boring to look at.”
Life cannot be completely white, he says—that is his personal belief. The closer one comes to

nature, the less anything remains one hundred percent pure.

Father Stan then speaks about stories from the Bible. The Bible, he says, tells stories of human
reality. After Noah’s Ark, for example, Noah becomes drunk and falls asleep naked, and his sons

discover him. One psychologist interprets this as an expression of the deep sorrow left after the

12



flood. Noah had lost all his friends, and he alone survived. Perhaps he carried the weight of that
survival. The Bible is not a story of perfect people. It is a story of people who live with weakness
and confusion. To imagine what lies beyond the words written in the text—that imagination itself
is where the beauty of Christianity resides, he says. The Bible did not descend intact from heaven;
it is a story passed down by human communities. In these stories there are conflicts, deceptions,

and failures. Yet people can still find models for living within them.

At six-thirty we have dinner: leftover squid adobo from lunch, freshly cooked native chicken
adobo, rice from the kaldero, and papaya. After a shower I return to my room. In the distance the
sound of insects continues. [lluminating my notebook with a solar light, I add more notes. At the
center of this farm remains the large hollow of the former tailings pond. The garbage has been
removed, and now it is an empty space. Around it weeds grow without regard for human intention.

Nature recovers slowly, in ways different from human plans.

6 Tuesday — A Day of Travel

At five-forty in the morning I wake naturally. It is still cool. I wash my face, apply toner, then
sunscreen, and finally a mosquito-repellent lotion. In the kitchen I slice papaya. [ am getting used
to it and can now peel the skin more thinly. Father Stan and I go up to the second-floor veranda
and check the seedlings. I am not sure what exactly I should be looking for. Father Stan points
out small insects at the base of the papaya stems. “Aphids,” he says. He applies oil to the white

cotton-like clusters with a stick and scrapes them away. The calico cat is sitting on its usual chair.

At seven we have breakfast. On the table in the main house there is fried chicken, sliced red ham,
boiled eggs, and rice. Around nine o’clock Father Stan, Gideon, Maritess, and I head by car
toward New Bataan. On the highway we occasionally pass small trucks selling sea fish while
playing music. The fish being sold—pirit, mulmol, and barilison—are relatively inexpensive

kinds that people in this region can buy for everyday meals, Father Stan explains.

After driving for quite a while on unpaved roads and then returning to a road like a highway, we
arrive around ten at a resort in Andap belonging to Makmak, a relative of Maritess. It has not yet
opened, and we can see cottages and depressions that will eventually become ponds. We drink
coffee at a table set in front of the kitchen at the far end. Makmak is thirty-four and works overseas
as a seafarer. According to Gideon, he holds a fairly high position and earns a good income. His
wife is an elementary school teacher, and they have two children. Many people in this region
work abroad for their families, but he says that if local businesses could succeed, there would be

no need to leave the country.
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Around eleven we have lunch: plenty of lechon baboy and plenty of rice. A large bottle of vinegar
with chili peppers sits on the table. No vegetables appear at all, but I assume this is the kind of
meal prepared to honor guests. After eating I help wash the dishes. Maritess tells me that Andap
suffered severe damage during Typhoon Pablo in 2012. More than two hundred people died in
landslides. More than ten years have passed since then, and people have returned from evacuation

areas and are gradually rebuilding their lives.

In the early afternoon we return to the farm. I change clothes and take a nap. At three I go to the
store and talk briefly with Lelet. Before four I return to the main house, and it becomes snack
time: hopia, double body, and leftover puto from the fiesta. Father Stan takes two books from the
shelf and shows them to me: the ETC Group book Who Will Feed Us? The Industrial Food Chain
vs. the Peasant Food Web, and another titled The Universe Story.

Toward evening I film a dish cooked by Gideon: gabi paksiw. The long leaves of the gabi are not
cut but tied like ribbons, and they are beautiful. He cooks them slowly in a sour broth until they

become soft.

From cooking the conversation turns to seasonings. Father Stan says that Magic Sarap and betsin
(Ajinomoto) are a “lazy way of cooking.” These seasonings are so strong that if used in large
quantities they could even kill livestock, he says, yet people rely on them too easily. Rural areas
actually have many kinds of herbs that can be obtained more cheaply than salt, but they are not
used enough. Here, he says, Gideon is about the only one who puts rosemary in adobo. Father
Stan also says that products such as cola, betsin, Magic Sarap, Colgate, and soy sauce have already

become things people want even without advertising.

From cooking he shifts to farming. Agriculture, he says, needs diversity. The same is true of crops
and of ideas: if there is only one kind, problems arise, and above all it becomes boring. The
majority is not always right. Minorities also have small but important roles. For example, he says,
when a child raised on kamote (sweet potato) brings it to school for lunch, the other children
sometimes tease them because everyone else is eating rice. Even teachers may ask why the child
is not eating rice. That, Father Stan says, is unfortunate. It is important to bring children to the

farm, let them touch soil and water, and learn the diversity of nature.

Flowers also enter the conversation. Flowers are not only beautiful; each has its own distinctive
smell and can keep insects away. Here again diversity is useful, he says. The farm follows the
same principle, combining coconuts, cacao, luy-a (ginger), bananas, and other crops. The price of

coconuts is currently low, but cacao and ginger still fetch good prices. Father Stan explains that
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it is important not to depend on a single crop but to create a structure in which different crops

support one another according to circumstances.

We also talk about the pace of time in rural life. Unlike the city, things move slowly here. Even
when seeds are planted, they do not bear fruit immediately. Once planted, one must simply wait.
There is no choice but to follow nature’s time. Today, more time was spent meeting people and
listening to them than doing farm work. Perhaps recovering from the fatigue of daytime

socializing, everyone spends the afternoon in a relaxed, unhurried mood.

At six-thirty we have dinner, with gabi paksiw as the main dish. After the meal Father Stan begins
to speak about the path his life has taken. He talks at length about events within the community,
partings from companions, and the founding of new communities. I will not describe the details
here, but I am struck again by how skillful he is as a storyteller. He does not simply arrange events

in sequence; he tells them in a way that gives them a meaningful line.

Around nine I take a shower and return to my room. I realize that Father Stan’s talk after dinner
lasted much longer than I expected. I am very tired. My head is spinning. As usual, I take the

medication prescribed to me as a psychiatric patient and wait for sleep to come.

7 Wednesday — Narratives and Landscape

At five-forty in the morning I wake naturally. While drinking coffee I slice papaya. My hands are
becoming more accustomed to the movement of the knife. I drank the coffee first because for the
past few days I have had no bowel movement and my stomach feels bloated. Perhaps because I
worry about it too much, no peristaltic movement occurs at all. I am eating vegetables and fruit
and drinking plenty of water, yet perhaps I am living here with some tension somewhere in my

body. The toilet here is a clean flush toilet, which makes it all the more puzzling.

Just before seven we have breakfast. Father Stan has made an omelet, and there is fried chicken,
freshly cooked rice, and papaya. My stomach still does not move at all. When I mention at the
table that I have been constipated for several days, everyone present reacts as if it were their own
concern. I am surprised by this. Gideon immediately prepares buko juice for me and places the
freshly opened buko flesh on a plate. I feel that water alone will not solve the problem anymore,

but I am grateful for the care.

After breakfast I wash the dishes and go up to the second-floor veranda with Father Stan. To
check the soil of the papaya seedlings that were recently transplanted, he takes out a Japanese-

made soil meter. It measures acidity and moisture, and he says that the good thing about it is that
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it does not require batteries. It also comes with a small chart indicating what level of acidity and
moisture is appropriate for different kinds of plants. Carefully, worrying that the roots might be
damaged, he inserts the probe into the soil and checks the numbers while watering the plants. In
a small pot with a handwritten label reading “AVOCADO,” a small red flower resembling celosia

is blooming, and the leaves of kamote (sweet potato) are spreading.

Standing on the rooftop, I look slowly around. In front of me the tips of coconut leaves stretch
toward the garden trees and grasses, and beyond them gentle green mountains extend in layers.
From the ridgeline large white clouds float softly and connect to the blue sky above. There is
nothing flat about the colors here, like a color sample chart. It is difficult to describe what I see
with simple words such as green, blue, or white. Perhaps by standing here the shades of color that
I imagine when I hear the words green, blue, or white have become slightly more complex within

me. The landscape alters my senses.

After a while we are told that Maritess’s mother, Mama Carmen, has arrived at the store. Around
ten we move to the store and record an interview with her. Her narrative gradually expands into
the lives of her family. Her husband’s uncle (uyoan), tried to recover the means of livelihood that
had been cut off by the Sabena mine by researching the law, but the lawsuit against a large
company did not succeed. Exhausted from overwork, he later fell ill with hepatitis and died. Her
own father also owned land in the mountains but died young of a lung disease. If the mine had
not come, he might have lived longer, Mama Carmen says quietly. During the conversation the
word ‘“naguol” is repeated many times. She explains that it refers to sadness, a sense of
helplessness, a feeling that sinks deep into the chest. She also repeatedly emphasizes another word,

“tanom.” She speaks slowly about the importance of planting and cultivating crops.

After stopping the recording I remain seated for a while in the chair at the store, absorbing the
lingering atmosphere. In the past I might have hurried to organize my notes and treat them as data.
Today, however, I notice that I am simply receiving the quiet emotions that remain after the
narrative. When the names of the dead are spoken, I feel that those people are still present in the
memory of this place. Encountering the dead in this way may also be an important moment in the

practice of kikigaki.

We have lunch at the main house—stewed vegetables, native chicken adobo, rice, and papaya—
and then take a nap. My stomach remains bloated. Around two-thirty in the afternoon I spend
time chatting with everyone at the store. Mama Carmen tells a story about robberies that once
occurred in this area. Sometimes traveling vendors enter houses pretending to ask to use the toilet

and then steal things. Such incidents apparently still occur even this year. The conversation turns
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to the idea that if land is sold, it is better to sell it to relatives. If relatives own the land, they say,

one may later receive rice or crops from them.

When I return to the main house, Father Stan begins explaining the structure of the building. He
says that the house was designed with the next hundred years in mind. The pillars are thicker than
usual, and the foundation extends deep into the ground. Instead of blocks, the walls use a mixture
of cement, steel reinforcement, and sand. The structure is strong against earthquakes. People often
build houses thinking only about short periods of time, he says, but to strengthen one’s life it is

necessary to think in terms of long time.

In the evening rain begins to fall. While eating snacks, Father Stan continues speaking about his
life. He tells stories about entering the seminary when he was young, missionary work in the
Congo, and the events that eventually brought him to Mindanao. I will not go into the details here,
but his narratives always connect personal experience with larger social events. The conversation
then turns to the management of the farm, especially raising pigs and selling piglets, and he begins
calculating figures on a calculator. Before long Father Stan becomes absorbed in the calculations

rather than the conversation.

Gideon is slicing puso (banana heart) and cooking it in coconut milk. Around ten banana hearts
are placed in a basket, and beside them there is another basket filled with bright red tomatoes.
Choy-choy is eating from a plate, and nearby two calico cats—apparently a parent and its kitten—
sit curled up with their eyes half closed. At the table Maritess lines up bottles of pasteurized milk
and adds strawberry flavoring. She lets me taste it. “Can milk cause constipation?” they ask, but

I am not sure. In any case, it seems that [ have developed a stubborn constipation.

As usual we have dinner at six-thirty: banana heart cooked in coconut milk, another vegetable
dish, rice, and papaya. After the meal we measure blood pressure at the table. Maritess and Father
Stan both show nearly normal numbers, but mine is low—96/55—which surprises me a little.
When [ say that my state of mind has become calm thanks to life here, Father Stan replies that not
only social environments but also ecological environments are related to human health. “You

should tell that to your therapist who lives in the city,” he says.

Around nine at night I take a shower and return to my room. I feel a light soreness like muscle
fatigue in different parts of my body, and the constipation has not yet improved. Perhaps this is a
sign that hives may appear. Even so, when I think back on the day, the gentle tone of Mama

Carmen’s voice remains with me. She was a very kind person.

8 Thursday — The Day I Leave the Farm

17



At five-forty in the morning I wake naturally. In the kitchen I slice papaya. Today’s papayas are
all small and easy to handle. They fit neatly on the cutting board, which looks like a cross-section
of a tree stump laid sideways. Around six-thirty we have breakfast at the main house. Bottles of
milk flavored with strawberry are lined up in plastic bottles. The pink color looks almost unnatural,
as if it does not exist in nature. The main dish is also unusually processed food: instant pansit
noodles stir-fried with slices of bright red hot dogs. “Sometimes we eat things like this,” Father

Stan says. “They’re good,” I reply.

By seven-thirty I finish washing the dishes. Today is the day I leave the farm, and perhaps because
my mind is unsettled, the constipation continues and my stomach feels uncomfortable. In my
room I pack my belongings, remove the bed linens and fold them so they can be washed easily,
and sweep the floor with a broom. At eight Father Stan explains the biogas system—built by
Gideon—and I record the explanation on video. Human waste, household wastewater, pig manure,
and other organic materials are fermented to produce gas that can be used for cooking. He points

to the tank where the gas collects and the pipes that carry it, explaining each part one by one.

The liquid that flows out of the biogas system is not exactly clear water but more like a soft liquid
fertilizer rich in nutrients. It runs through a narrow channel and flows into the garden. Pointing to
plants with vigorous leaves growing beside it, Father Stan says, “Madre de agua.” The phrase
“mother of water” comes to mind. I momentarily associate it with something like the “Great
Mother.” In reality it forms a low hedge and is used as feed for goats. I feel that the goats and I

are connected through our waste.

Afterward we go upstairs and water the potted plants. A pineapple crown is planted in a small pot.
If it grows well, perhaps it will be harvested and eaten again in about two years. Around nine I sit
for a short rest at the table in the main house, drinking water. Compared with life in the city, I
spend far less time sitting, and I spend much less time looking at a phone or computer monitor.

When I turn my face toward the window, the mountains are not distant but breathing nearby.

I ask Maritess again about the former tailings pond. Originally, she says, the land had stretched
at almost the same elevation from the foot of the mountains to the Agusan River. When the Sabena
mine began operating, two mountains were cut into, and the soil was used to fill this land. Between
the river and the reclaimed area an airstrip was built. I walked along that former runway many
times during my stay. The mountains were stripped of their soil and are now mostly stone, she

says.
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Father Stan once told me that when he first came here the place looked like a desert. Hardly any
grass grew, and the mountains looked bare. Yet as the years passed, grasses slowly spread and
the land has gradually become green again. When we check the soil meter, the soil is still quite

acidic, but plants are nevertheless taking root.

The conversation turns to agricultural policy. The Department of Agriculture (DA) has many
projects and forms of support, but information about them is not always widely shared. Even
when resources are available through application, many people do not know they exist. When I
mention this asymmetry of information, Father Stan nods and says that cooperation with the

government is necessary, but one should not become fully dependent on government control.

For example, the Davao City veterinary office runs a boar project. They provide one breeding
boar free of charge, and when piglets are born, one piglet is returned. Father Stan’s group returned
two piglets in healthy condition and maintained good records. Building relationships in this way

is also important, he says.

Father Stan then recalls writing his master’s thesis in theology. He had been writing about the
Latin American theologian Juan Luis Segundo when, in the middle of the process, he lost
materials equivalent to an entire chapter. The sources of the quotations were also lost, and for a
while he lost motivation. Nevertheless, over several months he researched everything again and
rewrote the chapter. “In the end it was good,” he says, because it became a second round of
research. If one studies theology today, he adds, the University of Leuven in Belgium would be a

good place. The Filipino Cardinal David also has connections there, he says.

Around eleven I go to the store. I look into a small shed where harvested corn has been husked,
dried, and stored, and I take photographs. Because it looks pale, perhaps it is white corn. Dogs
raised outdoors gather around, wagging their tails. I stroke several of them one by one as they
seek attention. Some dogs remain at a distance. After a while Kuya Iko and Christian arrive by
car. They have come to pick me up. We all have lunch together. On banana leaves a generous
meal is arranged: meat dishes, fish dishes, and vegetable dishes. Each person takes rice and food

onto a plate and eats with their hands.

After the meal I return to the main house, brush my teeth, and finish packing my belongings. At
twelve-thirty I say goodbye to everyone and leave the farm. The car descends the slope and joins
the highway. I remember the day I arrived. At that time everything was new. Now I recognize
some of the bends in the road and the arrangement of houses along the way. On a weekday

afternoon the road is not crowded, and the highway is well maintained. We travel smoothly toward
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Davao City. Just before three in the afternoon we arrive at Ateneo de Davao University. I return
to my room at the guesthouse, unpack my luggage, and take a shower. After a while I go to the
laundry to collect my clothes and leave a new load for washing. I rest briefly at the café, return to

my room, and organize the accounts from my stay.

For some reason I recall that when Christian had earlier returned to Davao City ahead of me, he
had cleaned tilapia that he bought from a fishpond in Camanlangan in the kitchen of the main
house. Although he said he was used to preparing fish because he grew up in a fishing village, he
struggled to stun the tilapia by hitting its head as it jumped and resisted. I realize that I myself am

not accustomed to the simple fact that if one cannot cook a fish alive, one must first kill it.

In the evening in my guesthouse room I eat a small portion of instant oatmeal that I had bought
carlier. I eat alone at my desk rather than at a table. Compared with meals at the farm it feels
lonely, yet this too is part of the reality of the life I live. Just before I left the farm, Maritess said
to me, “I want to leave the story of this place for future generations.” Those words continue to

echo slowly in my mind even now that I have returned.

I11. Epilogue

What I have presented above is a record typed from two notebooks of handwritten field notes
(August 24, 2025). In this paper, [ have further rewritten them in the form of a diary (March 2026).
As I followed the fragments of those notes while writing them out, several important things from

that one week of my stay quietly emerged in my memory.

One of them is that, through life on this farm, I was able to feel in my body what it means to live
while maintaining relationships with nature. Father Stan is a person who values time very much,
and in the shared space of the main house there were about four clocks, including an electronic
one. Yet life here did not proceed according to clocks alone. Morning light arrives, and in the
evening the sky grows dark. Some days are sunny; at other times rain falls. People live without
forcing themselves, adjusting to these changes in nature. Time is measured, yet at the same time

it is placed within the flow of the natural world.

Another thing that remained with me was the sense that each of the people living on this farm
carries some kind of personal trauma. The fact that the farm itself was built on what used to be a

tailings pond seems highly symbolic. Yet I cannot fully put that feeling into words.

I remember the sound of Mama Carmen’s voice during the recorded interview. The word she

repeated, “naguol,” carried a resonance closer to grief than to simple worry. I cannot possibly

20



claim to understand that feeling completely. Yet as I listened to her narrative, there were moments
when [ felt that those memories were being inscribed within me as well. Perhaps by listening,

memories can be shared, even if only a little.

Another image that remains vivid is the sight of weeds growing naturally on the soil of the former
tailings pond. Even when human beings do nothing, the land gradually changes. Nature moves

within a flow of time that is different from human plans or expectations.

Through this project, both I myself and the people I met here will likely change little by little
through our encounters with one another. Perhaps the accumulation of such small changes is what

we call recovery. Life continues not in isolation but within multiple relationships.

Maritess once said, smiling,

“I am no longer afraid of dying.”

As I write now and recall those words, I feel as if a small musical instrument that resonates with
her, and with the others here, has been placed inside my body. The wind blowing from the
mountains, the forests, and the river seems to make it sound. I feel the presence of countless

microorganisms sustaining our lives. As I write this, I find myself in tears again.
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Wb, HERPOL IV RF ¥y VRRTLEIES T, 2o TATALLRKL, Han
+. BEBER OB LI X RN BT . T I ki cida . B
D [T727747] OREICH S &), BELROFIEETCILDOY L) 7T -
a VEHITRL, WEIREERED 720 R (exploration permit) 23T W3 5 L
W,

HFiv AA VAT RICRDL L AZ VR EFTA VYR T =T A THL TS, BEAE
Fol, HEOIL, BHEDO L, KExHERVHEATEMLHNEENE kW, &
HRITZ 5. SALTEC &, NiZZz A4y 7 - =F— BTl T &), EEEFECTH
yhboa—ZRERTC0z22 MR, TIREORXM, % 80 FEZIE&L T,
TH, MEHFTLDHI2ZELEZENTVEIDTIE] E5). D2LOLLEIEE w - & [H
{722, AZVHRICH, HAFICEBKR I NWBES 5,

VAN XAy VDIV IARTHEFaAFaflxd ) 15 THNFERD
DPHPICZoTnd, RTIETING, REICKIZTZLSTAVE 2, EATHEDNIT
WEDIEF a4 Fa AT, radbnC, ZEBH2ILEFT T 1K, 2HHIXHA
FRUCHEE R 5720 RICEER 572D LTnwb, YBDOD L, V¥ 7 —%nl 5%, D&
DEEZD O W IE> 2T 5, FP—La LoiRIcCOENTHICK 2, BDOHTIIWNDH,
JNDF, HOFBRER->TWDS, [HEALIDI VDWW L) SENFEDI I,

2 EBH—2 4 H—F—F v Foll

HAKREE, HRICHPED 2, OB WEE-> TOIROBEI LRI > T b,
BoNcilogHom, BEHX YD HHLL, ALFE LS bW, LR, A4 vy
ACHBZEDE, TATETD7 74 . HORD B X5k GEOR) ok v F Fv 27,
KGOEAD P~ P ZAFA4 X, KIMICELNTRKERAT =V BRIRAONZZ XA, B
B, AXVHR, VTR, ZJIVRF ¥ v ELHITHEAPVDI~FEEIZILD S, TDI
b, ZOREELTHEALZEHZE WS,

UGB % E &P, AR VR B—ARKOKERARKEFRE T, 747 Y U —(ironwood)
T3, vV 7/ ur—7offfjcd ] , ¥ YiETIE~r 2/ (mangkuno) &M:EIL 5K
T, & THHDZL W), FAIPLEVED WIS IHEICRGZERY dib, X
Sz E~tEt, NS AEHOEL HICEDLDNHIENICKLZ DIRA S 05, L2 T, il
DBECTEPLHEPLEREIL® S, & RKILUDEDIFIICIFEAH—FA—F v F

(Tiger Orchid) AL T3, D LOTI D HEW, RO Y 7 DIERRD WD
IHDIE I ICFAWTENT WS, L THANLOBUEZ LIC LKL D Ly,

It Tld, 24T —F—F v F %205 [ 70 v (prinsisa, 7V V2 R) | DR
EETFV BB O L, (ERINCEDBEIZFOLXL LD EbNE L), 2
THELAEICE 5T, ZDINZZERFR—LEDELERZVHRITE S, 220080 fEic L
THLRETR AV, [HEDODT LN WEFELRDE, L, bizLIiE, TOKELREE

24



FVORERBRT S, D ULHZRBOMRUL TERK (priesthood) HFRILTTJ &iEl)
2, WL &I EDVIEKREAL I AIRE VI EEHD L 72, H O BRE 1 (self-
sacrificing) 2 b DD EF 5,

TR DXL vy IR S, BAENCIE, REORBO L > v 253 5 72 ® D fRi
ZHRw 5, RUNIX T A v OHED T FR (adobong native manok) , f# 5 #fHE 3~
TEETENEZDIDEE V), Hoo%f ¥, NS R L ~2F (sibuyas Bombay) .
CavHEEOPELTHELCAIRT S & AR A0 72 WA I3 & 3l (tuyo)
——HEOEME VT o LEPR—— ZLTCLEV I TRADFEY, 7 FREDICH

(suka) Fffib\, ZZTRIK, DELBIEFEZLLZ LI ALY EIFZ ZTidAhvy, Ml
O\, BRI &k, RRER & BNELIC X 2 AlER) 7 A

T, ALT~TL, =T A, by b, BEDOY —A =470 LFEL T3 L,
[RA7RWIAE] OFfIC2%, 20X 57 THHE] owT, Rxzs A HZ x5 A,
BLB7ETDOAN, VTR TRAZVWINRERLC22e 0355 655, EEhize
FiEd o0 vodENr S, LFFA - TYVILEDRE W, BRIE, 1ZAL
I 1%, B5e A (negosyante) 172 D 72 o 7= DT, ¥ EELTIANEICK S/, &
3

ZDHLFFTA TV VOFRIEREIAT, 2O -7 —DFKITE, TOHDEHH
OXOXILHINT Wz, I{RVE, <V T RII~Y T - #H4+ (Maria Cacao) D% L
T N3, 77% v])II(Agusan River) & K & Znfii 25 % & )0 ET % & w5 &EEE77,
B _RFOFEINB TR BH], ZOHEVITIIRXE (batongdako)iﬂfbof:}:b!?o '

FREINTLE o=, bR T L v % L 7z (naguba na ang cultura) | & %
XE ). BDBEPIIEHT, KDL HI7Z o720/l D,

HHAA VAT ZRCRY, ZARHOL Y ER§RET 5, 74 TETDIAANTF =,
k= b (kamatis) . Z <4 ¥ DEE (sibuyasdahon) . ¥ 3 v A, ., WhE EE, EFTD
B CH o722, T CICRRICR S, 7= FF 2 —vARETHHEY, £bZ dREMm
THEVWDHDHL\, FEALDBMICOVWTHREZTE IR oD 0bh %
HaciEEzxzbhhnwI e, ZZOTHET, TTDOKT, TIDZELRT, T TREG
EIRUT, MAEDCHBICHEEINTHE- b DE, HLTRRT, £pINTWV3

W, v* 7T =20 CHEIR S, X/ avaFoClhbo-DIxIEMIE 72, T
CCTEH—HAZOFTEB/ECHL, V== 4 FTFILEHO LA, MOEIRIC
AERHZRT, AT CHOVARC, RABVEEDSFEDL LWV NRDFE, AL v
TAD TSI MEATWE N7eb | O 2 L BHHICHK > TW b, BOIDOZELUIFH XY
H 7z, w8 Y (malong, Maranao garb, fE{RDHH) %i:‘:b\ Xy NicHi-boT
Hx e L2, 779 VIIIDOERLDIZ-oE D LHD, WiENd X HICL TR,

3 Al LDBHNET
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WA, BRICHAE® 3, LR 0ARY ELTWwE, 2 2iCiHAR-DH
BHE D2, AZVHRICT =R 2D Th b, FAlZD LT, X4 v FEAN
5, FvFVORCEGDOZIZICELRNEZEE, ETRTLASINEINSE ] Y& X
FTART D, "ANAX LB ZARICKELRRMIZ 077255 De AZ VD BFARIC
mohwv, ERIEoTHEER T =T gL, MELUID T, AL T E 255 %
DT, Ex L&, —ORICHY FT 5,

AA VA ZADFEBOE—— 0 XD H | FLEEMD R LBED—FKFICKE |
FAVTW 3 X5 ikBeE——DAMCE, Z DFEICIUD R Z 5, )1 DFH B3 ERD ITHEV T B,
L, WX RVDF LY TATETDII3A4, Fa)V—, REILTDALT
o (kaldero, #8) OFFDO A, FLTASNALAYORHBR L B, TNFh, 4 VA X
Vha—be—ZENTHRE, AXRVIHRAZIIAICEITEELT, FalFaltr
arzbiclERS, ¥V 7RIEPOFLMEICTZ2028HET5 L L, Hlollrs
BRXTW3,

JRRE A 22 v iR b IcT vy 7Y — - F 7 Iy F O (pastora)
DRA~FIDP Do & THPEFLE STz, ROFOEERZDOEE T, T/7HVIIERTA
FTHITE CH L NBICIBAD NELR BV, BRI EE TKICERDP>TIZ>TWW5S, F
KIEE20 L9 dE, WE T, ol ) &L L TPEEEL T3, B IR
TVYNBRZE, 7T vy v — =7 (flusher panning) Z T3 FKEHRDZA 5,
MOZIETEREY LAPoE& 2L TV H L,

POTCDT—1 v 7« KK (tailing pond) DFHED 5512370, FL1LD B HE% M
TR L7-DDMIZ TG TE e v, RASLHDRICHENZARDAEH T, 22 7210F
oD ERZELRNDBENZLIICHR>TW5E, FRIDIZ D ICTITRLSKDBEET >Tn 3
23, Bicnw i ondE HOOMEATEDICR > T b, EAY - 72 FH 22K D A
AT0S, LIEb oy vy 74 e LTl Tnizb 2 A%, RZ /IR
T2bBANTVHAICEFA, LIPS RAOTF T L5726 L,

ZFTICRS>THY LKA, "4 vz ADESAIICH 2 DEREOMAE AL, ME
DXVHRD LS, BARLWALMCKENI R, REFELFEYPEI D E- T 5,
OILEREFEEYE R ToN R, P bR FREELR R TWEDTH25 L, b
vERAVFIREZEBHLIDTHDDL, T (bUKHTY) NS RIEDT 7D X
I L AT, MIEERcE AL ONT WD, HH%E D X 5 ICAR5/NE AfFH 0%
SEiE, v = (¥—=FvY) Fewi, ThhiKiEFFeaaryy, SFTIFAK
Ko

T, AA VAT RICREDY, WlenwTaYa—2 R, HloziEr VDT an
DOV BRRAEAT =TT o TRRS, Tk, AX Vv HROFEE*HRET 5, St
DEEICTe b, WEELPHIORWAL, 2R IZFELHPHIS R VAL DD, W D2bDFFE
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ZHISTWBADIEI BRI, EHRIEFE I HATIHENEL 2D, MY £ 5 I1Ck
3, DL TTHREVEZRVIAL, T2 T, IKBRTWZDT, X{ZnTwn3,
BREOb L, HOBE, TH K, A FT~TLE, LLy FREREEZ LTS, ff
Ly =bREATHS, BEOT7 —Hh—, #74 (Owal) O FEb 7577, L
BMOIT—NL Y 4 v (Goldwin) . 724 A7 4 v (Faithwin) ., TFY 4V - V2=
7 (Edwin]r.) . A7 7 = — b CRFEHBE L L CEVTB Y. —ERiL O K LR
NTW3ewndy, I—=VF7 4 ViEh ) THRERE, KEOTES, 7=/ AV 4 ViZ
ECHIRAT, SiAEFEZTELRVFICLTFERALD ., JEOHE TS T0EH Y Y v
DRMELRZY LESDTEEEHD LTV,

TEB BRI HEBLb e THATWS, [TFHLEFEOLE] DAY D AED [Let
[tGol %M AHBHL 5L 500, IRFv 70Xy Th—0tob%kES, A&V
RO~ ABT AV ADbiEsTLNEEFBVEE V), =) FRIF, TTTTHE
bEbLREVEELZY, KEFAZVTELZLVWWES ), Bbbedbd e, HA
LT EDbREE - TL 2D7,

FHREIRGTA, AA VAT RTTT N L%, IMIEZINERRICR 5, PURE, R b
TC=) T RAOHKERE TS, AHEMO X 5 Ko -ED 13, B THLAS DA —
FNERAPY—=illo T, NP ZBIT ol b, BRILZZE, L2 o7
e, EDoRVfaEA -0 LELITE ), wEIF, KEL BEROBXF25
(trabahante) DOHIPTEEL T3, &, HEZIEDEH L, HLBIDVPLECRDLDL
felF 5, NicEIiE =0, MR oBREEI NV T2 dHE, TH, T
HAoknw ez, b, 2 EAEEDTEZ~vyIT—DKRIF, EILTHHIZ->TLE
I, ZIFoLIICE S, 7, BE L Thd o 72D THEDTlE 7\,

477, B ESL, 779 VIIERTATREO L%, A X VHRB LA TFIC
W2z, b7zLb 2 BATH>TA AL, BT, SbsbLEEHE LY, [Ea—T74 70
(Beautiful) | LAIIMED T 5, 20T Ikl 5, [METEFEARS, HEEARAT
EHYTHOVWVALINR]  EBEED, AAVATRICRES, v -uasD7 4 TRXA

ICHPNTVBE =) TARE I, AXVHRIIN 2, HOM. NER, 72 TAD
BREEILAEOLLEEWS, DZLdANRANRO T2 3, L&EZ 5,

YRIET 4 7T OEMT EHK) . BEOD DT WEEE i, v 2~ (kangkong,
HEF)DT KR, TEHA, %Y, TZLRATELL Y Y 7 =%, HEICK %,
HOERHEVICHEL L, FATRAENZEK ORI Z 5 OB ICHETER Z M, B
x5, Bl C CTHEZBATWAEREZAVIIFERIVWE L ZCTIR>-TWED7E 59,

TPV RO T b, BRI 5 TT7 73 VDR HE &, EL TFED
TebDRVERELE ATV, REATEHS 7=V XA, FvEravZLD L)
KHE>TES T U2 TR LR RV T R EHMEDH 2R E W) HIEZ % Z
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WKHRHIXS2ELTLEIDIE, HEerbE-bizLlou~ryERLDIEA 955, 1 H 400
Y OEEIT. W& THEIC > 72581 X bhTn b,

4 HEEH—FY L &> 7%—H

HHERRE, BRCHBZE®D 2, ¥ v F vy oiiwoz X<, ErblEInir~T7
4 A (=) ZRIA AT 2, AXVHRHBBBEDONLERATA AL, T4
(karahay, FIHEHRDO L 577 74 v o) THEL , 2 DWW T, MABHEZ OHEEE (H—
Nef =V =) ZE5RIFEDLY, FKHiRE, 7—TAMIDE, BEAFroTrb,
DOBOWHRHSDIIC, TEFALELPTEZEEN, AT—Vv T+ =7 TR, AT
TFX v T HIRZD, BL2RXDLAEEL, oLl D —HPIHE > T,

JUERE T A R Z VIR L HIC, A4 VT RDEEEZDIT > T WL, Fa4Fa
AHDONTL B, BHAELE2BCEPNRTICEZEBIHPES> TV, THIKDIT
STREE~WCE, 77V 2 -T2 LN TEY, OVVEINTL F o 72K %
AL, TEHFVEDIDD, FHELAELTLE S, b LIFA—X—=TH 3, ’K T
YAYN LT b FICENTECWLIDREA S, B0 L WWICHT 2, KEEBICHEDY
DFoNT, BolFWiEZLORICHATZERER, LA ILLAT, 2oz %
KTz ord Ly,

TR EY) . RTI VAL o LY RO NAHEEZ ICKESC S, 2y PR LD
RIS AN%D Ty avarohprih, FOOLREKRTT vy ad s, Bl O
BI/NIBBICER I NS, MIRVEE, WEE, RZEWVWEE NI 0 Ry, Hoo
fk, TREDOHDBA - T2fk, HDOOEHCHDIEAY /7, EOHERD ., BoEmS bz
ZTNE, KEEDL LWLRNT VDD LRV, LOrbEEES R 50000
b\, =T v 7 ALY RTVETIE, KIZOWOLBEWEFToTWID08bH 5,

TS A, RO T =7 A TE LRV E LARDL, X VHROEZIRET 5, 7
Bt ZDKY I ONTHRIZZES AV 7Yy P ET Y7y b &wn)ERAZRREET
7l AMED TR Fd Al WB Y B biEG DL wS, HARADdICE
MR, EHRIETIE ). ANFZnEFNnNo [T F 7 74 7| Z#FOo0ERZD S,
ZDETNE L THRIZIY —FROFHEEZEIT 5, “Carryyour cross.” Z FLITHRIC &
STk, ARV, BOOEMEZHOE I LWIEBEKRICRLZDEL W I,

+—E, RV TTRBBER LS, Y - u T D7 4 T RAXpOLELIEL N EE——
bW 2% “bringhome” 72, vV T ARWUAL Y072 FFDEER R TFEL A H TICHK
X, 20 LICHECELACHERALREOREEZE Y D5, ALTHICZS2EED DI
ADIRE ERoTnDE, LIEHGLK LTI Y - faddillzickT, 7V RF v v B3ExF
Hi~IFoTw <, "Backtonormall“& W o KIZ, AR VHRBEFHE & EBL LM/
=B ATEA IR, EREORDBLIRT,
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BREOHEL, HEICD L2, BOFTCHTRELRAVILESEEZBEATY S, T2l
2 TCHDLZDIDOD, FIGIED TV ZDOHICDZ LA S TR L0 bEH, TRV, D
TR TRIEREBIEA YD, Ry Ficliich), L858, ol xic\w2h
HlwoT, BETPY VT 24T\, T E QbR TS &) Eilld
BVESLI, BENLTLIHEYDIZI DEENTNE, LAYV, L2BwESL5, %
NEHKREVI DEA S b,

FH_FE, APT TV TRADEERRET S, 7FHA4 - TV vDI L BWLITFES,
IRNRDBSF Y & A AND/MNRET I 2 AN TH 5 0 IcBEZ NS, £
SOEIFITIERL, B RELT VDX S miaEE T 5, euy b (hilot, v v ¥ —
) EBFT0ITbARV, AD2LEERDEWIDIIENE LTI ARV, E~ )T
ZWEE S, FFHA4 - TV VL, “mangihatagon”, 20 [EKICEZZA] 7FEE D,
ZHER R NIIZGABEZE L, BEIE LA ZET L D5, A4 %
Ab, THOAND, SEIERADHNDG, bedbLIA MY v I o7k @LO)
ERDBLEE R TroIE, RBWICIIHIZONNEGIC o7 nwH, b b lid~wFF A
v (mananabang, FERI v Y) TH H o 77,

XALDFEIC R b, VTR [XULidEN L E o7 & FH, £ VEET “guba’,
JRKIE [T & @ X 7-&EARFEFK (sobranacapitalism) | 72 &4 E 5, HRITTEEL
EHL WHWBIHERITED IfToTwantdE), LiAL, A Y FaT YT 40K
2R CTnws, &ffiTma 5,

FR=EKTAH, AL VAT RATELDOOR], 73V a—RL 7T ANEZEXEDND,
DlELDAVAE2—DR Y HFIKOWTHILRSE, v TAPFWHT., [fvava
—INBEANEY, AV EEL2—FANDIEIVBKRELLN] , DZLOFEEFA v AL 2
—E VI XY, HRARBLSRN) ——HTaT A AZANLFELE S, ZAZVHR D,
Ab =V =TV Vv IFOEEEICOVWTEEL, TNIEERBETCEHEVH A LN TV
W, EHRIIEEZ D ICE D,

HTie AA VAN ZDONERDERL, RZ VRPN Vv REIEX T, YENDZEIC
AED X ) IC—HEDBIIRUOE > T3, [7U &+ 7 (alindanaw) | &7 LOHICIE
A%, EIYETIVYFEZIMEL LW, PYRBEEZLS IARSIEWNIRS, &
ANPEIEE Y. UL, SHIEFNAEDS Rwvw—H7Z 572,

SEITERORIFICD M2, AP T TiEoT Wb 74 22— (ricecorn) 1ZHES
D, FEIVRIVEEE DO RDEHIC R 5, ZNHBHARIT & - T D circular economy” (&
B 77, R0 5, B 2MYoSO 2L B0 ) A4 7 LTl
&L RiFErICRSE, VR LT 208 X R, VA4 70Tl . %5l
) 2L VI A INTERVDDL DS, LMLRIITTHDO LS Ifdmz 5, [
BRI EH ]
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FoTBXETH 2 7 ey 7 (purok) Zh~vIHvicthd s ws, Ly b
7wy 7 - ) =X =l ) e ofetd, BViz oz, V=X =TV 72035 A n»
D0k, 72 —% (ayuda) . 2F W KIROFMICBAD 220 ThH S, T i Wi-Fi 2t
REIN/zDIE 2023 4 8 A 31 Ho ZNLHITIE, A v -y bbharokzin
e HITAKE, FvFVTHUOIYT A RAEZRATART L, SRR YR, TV oy

(ampalaya, #)[\) OffZHETHHH, BEOH LT ¥ T —Z R, HEILRS

HEDEDS L e 3ilhn/irsr95, LB, Avtey Yy —T, G
L TR RAMFEA TR IROFEZFFMFH DO I LICGEL 2T 5, LESGLSF Xy +%F
5, BRICER/?Z7 4 XX D “bringhome” DEE%XS L, L LHOED LR
EHEEPR-TL 5, HEDOD LIChHEY Offifl, [EhuwhRticlrd] &,

5 HEH—RBL Y& bbb

SRR, HRICHDZED 2 HOMOAHELIL R VB IFE > TV B DITHH S W,
AR VRBA TAATERY TEAZDD, Bzt b T, MNAFEHS LT,
774 K74 R%EoTC0E, EHDZ v FIC TRy Y - 87 D7 4 TRAEZ D LFL IR
LNIZBEVHEDITFOKADE ICH Lo ) kKEET, LI, HIB%Z L %, A4 vy
ADT—=TNT, ARVHRETV T AW WV RFHEET L, T TIFHELWL, FHi
FIEEED T 20T, 7yvval—FEETEL,

J\EE, PR ZRIL 2230, “BOXRIT VAT, YOROEZBZ 2 TIEY, %
TEHEEZ D, F0RBICEEILT S, [Wol W EREES, LELIvr—ThY
DPRET 272D LT b5E20 T, wWo<l W&, LeBATHllizicELA
B, o WEFERIZCT, bf:bfbéﬂ%?‘éo AT EXATDEND DD LR ND
T, {hlAlTwrHicE L2, THRFEZOLV? ] LEINLTI REND,

[o¥o% 4 ¥ ii‘[ﬁxf:hb%o?ﬁz(félzxf’é’f:/ﬁiij ER, [ ol f ¥ akE
ALIEBoT, TALDRIEDPRKZLEZILD LRI YBHLEWTLLEY]
INERBNERY MICE->TWiEHZ, Db KERBICHL WL, &t
Pk, LE2IECL. Wiz Zofb b, -t rsds, LoRMEIETRL LA
b, HZE2TF T i 523, MDD X520, RoOnTlaLlwv, HEL
BEND T, BEIWHTHEEZDSL 3%,

TR A, KEMBER LD UKD, AX VIR DEER ST 2, &, EEo 7
— N —=DT =V IABLoTL %, FHENTVE, BEETHPHE 57256 L,
AVHRIBIFCTEH>THIEEMOV B L, NT7T XE— L% —$E5E 5, 2\ TICHETEA
DHO T, MIRIFHEEZFFCLHY, — T 20T TiEd, 25T L¥FERKLVAL
LI b, IR LER LT ELLMERARDLNSE DT, MHICIFRS LAV E W),

TR A, EONA F v T NHET 2, AR I XORREINT & Zicko
TEERFEDOI Ty vERfloTKICOTF T, MBEZTE/ZE AT, EDOTICHR 72
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L), ZDEEREOPEIPRMED o Tz L, [INETE T, 2R
RONT, BRZIFFEEL | LAZVHRPEE I, BRDO LRI L THE DR X 23
LT RES N, TFEEOHAEELD Y, ZNETNICEDOLD {513 H 5 HE
BRESERIEB > T 0D, ZAZVHRBF A 7TYVEL LzEED D, ToLY EE
Vo A7 —ATHID . BEERL. XT74 RT3,

<~V T ANBA DT PR (adong pusit) #{EY . XA F vy TNz iTMzb, AR
DDZYVDTTARTAR, REZLEZIFA, =7 vdiixT, +—Kf BR%
b, THE—HRIT, N4 ¥ LT (puto, KL KET) , FHET 2720 ICEHEICA
2L . BOHTOUOBDORERINFELRSHID LD LS LHEERBATY S, TR K,
< vy (Marahan) OERE»SEWZ71L v a Iy 2RERFET 5, zx kichr
F. ol ) —HHIC»ERELEPOREL LT 5, STHAETIED S, fitw-<D
T, Ay FINTEDLIRD, o HINED S,

ZOHHZ, v T VORETEH S T RErbHE-72b D72, mill, fFFBEEN
e WIS HOER T A ATy ZFTRWT Wiz, &ilix 5T 50, & AX VHRBD
7ZLICH <, HAGETOLWE T ) DT, KDOF74 b % (sky) & {E(flower), 2% h [2Z]
(sora) & [fE] (hana)iZ &5 L IRET 5, HRIZEHZ I ICZ DEZ VIR L TH
L, TN, DILBSEH ) oV EloTLFE o RIMEZHEEHITL o2 TC, &
PSR Z 1] & BT s,

FreUEEE, 7 v o8 T % (ampalaya, = —F) offiz <, & c=+—k, K b
DEHICWOE I L TUNI AR E2HT, Mg L, L2585, HOLH L DuEn b
HERTTLD2D0brbRRVOT, FbeAZE,LT LI ICHICL THL, MiZwvwoIf
EHITOEAID, D2LIEHEEHLLZ 20w, b2 LARFICEZ S Z AIC
WFFER L7259 2 BEIZFR D20 ELTH, W DOIEE->TITL W,

FHRDBH N, AA VAT R TFEDRMESHEAY T L, 7474 (Tisoy) &
IEENTWEZ RN 4 v -V a7, BR—LOH»rLED B 2% FFo T& T, R
He2,F2aL—br—FoE%xLisdbbe TC.HAFTICF ¥y VY FABIL > T 5,
MFEHZLEESZL LV, Kb, Bbbr L InicErNTRYELL R R
D, TAVARYGEERMED EO O LTHLICKS, #HiCk> T, iAo -C
IFNEH/lOF 5, 7—F BT L. TV FPABHZY G 0AATE Y T MR- 72,
e, 20L& 2IED I 74 V4130 o7z,

GTAAYANTRADT =TIV TRR VMR GEZ KT 5, Y DFE M E 5, [H
JKfE (alien plants) & XA[72A 5 ] LHRIEE S, v A== 13k L S % 25,
WETET o2 ZOTHMORTOH S, a—b—bAhAd, b & iFhoEHd
ORT-NEMTZ, MUV ESI LT, LA RS dbHb, 741V voaar
vy bwd k&, ZofEf(variety) L IO Z L EA I, TN L—v TS v
FAvToaatry VoBEHEBEL > TwWEDTIE AW, £,
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ANEIDFE L7, EHRIEE S, Mk (purity) & \WHEZ T, & T HLBITEN,
BEOKS ., EBRICIRI I IEAMMBBET > Twb, AL TERWRKS THiR] 72 &
B D ANEDBIART, RIIIBEN DD KD BIFELEE I, TRTHWTE
JEC 2w bial , AME(ife)lZEsHE VI DTV, &) DHR, AKXV
AR DOfE N7 € V) — 7 (personal belief), H#A(nature) iIZ¥T< 72213 L, 100% ¥ = 7
LWnIH DI R b,

AR HAITEEDYIREICOWTCEES, BHIIAMOHEDOYREL L\ vwI, 2L 2 IiE
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