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Writing About Our 
Environment

Introduction
This module is designed for Grade 8 students to learn to investigate, understand, 

relate and care for their environment. Further it aims to encourage them to write 
creative articles that will make their readers understand the importance of a 
balanced ecological system and thus help in caring for it.

ec•o•sys•tem a system involving the interactions between a community of 
living organisms in a particular area and its nonliving environment

a system formed by the interaction of a community of organisms with its 
environment.

An ecological community made up of plants, animals, and microorganisms 
together with their environment. A pond or a rain forest are each examples of 
complex ecosystems.

Our community is an unbelievably rich ecosystems, aware or not of these 
environmental diversity around us. Even in the largest cities you can find little birds 
surviving on seeds, bees hovering over flowers, and the nasty rats scavenging in our 
trash, all participating in the same network of energy, co-dependence, and survival.

A writing journal notebook is the best place to keep records of discoveries, 
rediscoveries, random thoughts about a particular subject such as reactions, 
attractions and/or distractions. This is where every research, sketches, drawings, 
photos and more are kept a live and progressive.

Keeping a Journal for this module is a must. Every student is required to 
have a personal journal notebook where they can write, makes sketches, or paste 
photographs or clippings as references for their writing activities.

Take a walk around your community, or nearby gardens or parks, and make a list 
of all the different animals and other living things you see: birds, insects, mammals, 
lizards, plants, trees, etc. After your walk, write down what each animal eats and how 
it might be connected to other animals, to plants and trees, and to humans. You might 
even have to think about how street cats and dogs contribute in the ecosystem too!

Demonstrate understanding of the ecological realities of the community 
Demonstrates understanding of how narratives are shaped coherently and 
logically.
Create literary works which deal with issues and problems and suggest 
solutions on the present ecological realities of the community. Compose a 
narrative in different literary forms.
Identify the different natural resources and ecosystems found in the local 
community. Recognize the evident cultural values of the local community. 
Discusses how one’s natural heritage is shaped by his/her perspective of values 
and meanings. Identifies what make/s narratives logical and coherent.
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Objectives
1. Identify and make a list specific landmarks in their ecological surrounding. 

Compare the different relationships between the various living organisms and its 
natural habitat.

2. Identify the importance of specific elements of the ecological community, how it 
affects the lives of the people, the culture, and the environment in general. Record 
the problems and issues that are destroying the balance of ecology and help build 
awareness among people by writing creative feature articles about them.

3. Discover and recognize the ability to integrate science and feature writing in 
delivering readable articles that will present the beauty and dangers of ecology, 
the problems and solutions the ecological community faces.

4. Demonstrate the basics of coherent and logical narratives by actually writing a 
short story, poetry, re-telling of a myth or a legend, and a travelogue.

1.
Writing is a process that every writer has to go through. You have gone to 

understand the basic elements of short story poetry and drama. As well as you have 
learned to appreciate the various forms of creative non-fiction.

You have gone through the process of Creating short stories, poems and dramas 
exemplifying their respective elements and further produced a literary travelogue.

Since you have been through all these various creative non-fiction genres, we will 
re-discover new topics utilizing the same process, elements and appreciation of the 
different forms of non-fiction literature.

It will be essential in this module to discover and re-discover and identify ecological 
realities in your community.

Armed with our knowledge of how narratives are shaped coherently and logically 
we will be able to creates literary works which deal and suggest solutions on the 
present ecological realities of the community.

With the help of our Journal we will be able to record and recognize the different 
natural resources and ecosystems found in the local community and tie it up with 
evident cultural values of our locality.

Further on you will be able to examine and deliberate on how one’s natural heritage 
is shaped by people’s perspective of values and meanings.
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Through research and investigation try to answer the following questions:

What ecological landmarks do we have in our community?

What are the ecological realities of the community?

The reality is our community houses different ecological systems which is similar to 
our very own human community. Hence, we must further understand, recognize, and 
appreciate the importance of these ecosystems since we live and feed on each other 
symbiotically.

By keeping this information in our Journal, you will translate them into creative 
non-fiction literary works on different genres. In a way this is like My Ecological 
Community—My Personal Community.

2.

Ecology and Community
Fritjof Capra

The understanding of community is extremely important today, not only for our 
emotional and spiritual well-being, but for the future of our children and, in fact, for 
the survival of humanity.

As you well know, we are faced with a whole series of global environmental 
problems which are harming the biosphere and human life in alarming ways that 
may soon become irreversible. The great challenge of our time is to create sustainable 
communities; that is, social and cultural environments in which we can satisfy our 
needs without diminishing the chances of future generations.

In our attempts to build and nurture sustainable communities we can learn 
valuable lessons from ecosystems, which are sustainable communities of plants, 
animals, and microorganisms. In over four billion years of evolution, ecosystems 
have developed the most intricate and subtle ways of organizing themselves so as to 
maximize sustainability.

There are laws of sustainability which are natural laws, just as the law of gravity 
is a natural law. In our science in past centuries, we have learned a lot about the 
law of gravity and similar laws of physics, but we have not learned very much about 
the laws of sustainability. If you go up to a high cliff and step off it, disregarding the 
laws of gravity, you will surely die. If we live in a community, disregarding the laws 
of sustainability, as a community we will just as surely die in the long run. These 
laws are just as stringent as the laws of physics, but until recently they have not been 
studied.

The law of gravity, as you know, was formalized by Galileo and Newton, but people 
knew about stepping off cliffs long before Galileo and Newton. Similarly, people 
knew about the laws of sustainability long before ecologists in the twentieth century 
began to discover them. In fact, what I’m going to talk about today is nothing that a 
ten-year-old Navajo boy or Hopi girl who grew up in a traditional Native American 
community would not understand and know. In preparing this presentation, I 
discovered that if you really try to distill the essence of the laws of sustainability, it’s 
very simple. The more you go to the essence, the simpler it is.

What I want you to understand is the essence of how ecosystems organize 
themselves. You can abstract certain principles of organization and call them the 
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principles of ecology; but it is not a list of principles that I want you to learn. It’s a 
pattern of organization I want you to understand. You will see that whenever you 
formalize it and say, “This is a key principle, and this is a key principle,” you don’t 
really know where to start, because they all hang together. You have to understand 
all of them at the same time. So, when you teach the principles of ecology in school, 
you can’t say, “In third grade we do interdependence and then in fourth grade we do 
diversity.” One cannot be taught or practiced without the others. What I’m going to 
do, then, is describe how ecosystems organize themselves. I’ll present to you the very 
essence of their principles of organization.

Relationships When you look at an ecosystem—say at a meadow or a forest—and 
you try to understand what it is, the first thing you recognize is that there are many 
species there. There are many plants, many animals, many microorganisms. 

And they’re not just an assemblage or collection of species. They are a community, 
which means that they are interdependent; they depend on one another. They depend 
on one another in many ways, but the most important way in which they depend 
on one another is a very existential way—they eat one another. That’s the most 
existential interdependence you can imagine.

Indeed, when ecology was developed in the 1920s, one of the first things people 
studied were feeding relationships. At first, ecologists formulated the concept of food 
chains. They studied big fish eating smaller fish, which eat still smaller fish, and 
so on. Soon these scientists discovered that these are not linear chains but cycles, 
because when the big animals die, they in turn are eaten by insects and bacteria. The 
concept shifted from food chains to food cycles.

And then they found that various food cycles are actually interlinked, so the focus 
again shifted, from food cycles to food webs or networks. In ecology, this is what 
people are now talking about. They’re talking about food webs, networks of feeding 
relationships.

These are not the only examples of interdependence. The members of an ecological 
community, for example, also give shelter to one another. Birds nest in trees and fleas 
nest in dogs and bacteria attach themselves to the roots of plants. Shelter is another 
important kind of interdependent relationship.

To understand ecosystems, then, we need to understand relationships. That’s a 
key aspect of the new thinking. Also, always keep in the back of your minds that 
when I talk about ecosystems I’m talking about communities. The reason we’re 
studying ecosystems here is so that we can learn about building sustainable human 
communities.

So we need to understand relationships, and this is something that runs counter 
to the traditional scientific enterprise in Western culture. Traditionally in science, 
we have tried to measure and weigh things, but relationships cannot be measured 
and weighed. Relationships need to be mapped. You can draw a map of relationships 
that shows the connections between different elements or different members of the 
community.

When you do that, you discover that certain configurations of relationships appear 
again and again. These are what we call patterns. The study of relationships leads 
us to the study of patterns. A pattern is a configuration of relationships appearing 
repeatedly.

You can check out the whole essay in the internet if you hunger for more.
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Activity 1
Read: Trees by Joyce Kilmer
This poem is a tribute to trees.

Trees
I think that I shall never see

A poem lovely as a tree.
A tree whose hungry mouth is prest

Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast;
A tree that looks at God all day,
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;
A tree that may in Summer wear

A nest of robins in her hair;
Upon whose bosom snow has lain;

Who intimately lives with rain.
Poems are made by fools like me,

But only God can make a tree.

written February 2, 1913

Now make several sketches of a tree. Take pictures of it from different angles. 
Compile them in your journal. Study them.
Then draft your 1st poem and short story about the tree. Talk about its age. 
Imagine how many birds has nested in it? How about its fruits? Has it nurtured 
many people? How many people has taken rest under its shades on hot summer 
days or on cold rainy moments? How important is the tree? Create metaphors 
or even an allegory. Create a story about the tree and its surroundings and how 
it became a part of a culture. Write poem about the tree. Give the tree more life 
with your writing. Submit your work to your teacher.

A (Tribute) Poem About a Tree
Everyone has an idea of what a tree is a how it looks like. But most are either 

unfamiliar or unaware with the actual structure of a tree. In this activity, we invite 
students to go outdoors to take a closer look at trees and their parts and write a poem 
about the tree.

1. How big is the tree? How old is the tree?
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2. Tall, straight, bent, or twisted?
Is there only one trunk or does it split into a Y or multiple trunks?

3. What color is the tree? The bark? The leaves?
How does it feel? How does it look? How are its roots?

4. What are the shapes and colors of the branches and twigs?

5. What color and shape are the leaves? Where are they located on the tree?

6. What is the general shape of the tree? How does it relate to the surrounds? 
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Activity 2
Read “Hope for the Flowers” words and pictures by: Trina Paulus, it is available 
in the net. It is an easy read. I bet after reading it you would love to write 
something like it, which is what I really hope you will do. Well it is also available 
in YouTube so you can enjoy listening to it as well.
When you have learned the relationships and usefulness of the various living 
things within your ecological community, write a short story about them. Be 
specific. Choose a particular living thing and tell us it’s importance. Use ‘Hope 
for the Flowers’ as a model. Submit your work to your teacher.

Criteria 5 4 3 2 1 Score

Quality of 
Writing

contains 
complete 
elements of a 
poem

One element is 
missing 

Two elements are 
missing 

Three elements 
are missing 

Four or more 
elements are 
missing 

Grammar, 
Mechanics & 
Punctuation

No errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 

One to two errors 
in punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Three to four 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Five to six errors 
in punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Seven or more 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Faithfulness 
to literary text

Narratives are 
congruent

Narratives are 
90% congruent

Narratives are 
80% congruent

Narratives are 
70% congruent

Narratives are 
60% or less 
congruent

A different sort of book
For everyone
Except for those who have given up completely
(and even they might secretly enjoy it)

Hope For The Flowers words and pictures by Trina Paulos
(1972)
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Hope For The Flowers
Trina Paulos

A tale…
Partly about life
Partly about revolution
And lots about hope
For adults and others

(including caterpillars who can read)

Many thanks
To everyone

All over the world
Who has helped me
Believe in the butterfly.
This is the tale

Of a caterpillar
Who has trouble Becoming 
what He really is.

It is like myself—like us. Love

Trina

To the “more” of love—the real revolution

And my father who believed in it.

Chapter 1

Once upon a time
A tiny striped caterpillar
Burst from the egg Which had 
been home For so long.
“Hello world,” he said.

“It sure is bright out here in the sun.” the leaf he was born on.
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And he ate another…and another…and another.
“I’m hungry,” he thought and straightaway 
began to eat
And he ate another…and 
another…and another.
And got bigger…and bigger…
and bigger….

Until one day he stopped Eating and thought, “There must be more to 
life than just eating and getting bigger. “It’s getting dull.”

So Stripe crawled down From the friendly tree 
Which had shaded and fed him.

He was seeking more.

When he came across some other crawlers like himself 
he was especially excited.

But they were so busy eating They had no time to talk—
Just as Stripe had been.

“They don’t know any more about life than I do,” he 
sighed.

Then one day Stripe saw some crawlers really crawling.
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He looked around for their goad and saw a great 
column rising high into the air.

When he joined them he discovered…

…the column was a pile of squirming, 
pushing caterpillars—a caterpillar pillar.

It appeared that the caterpillars were trying to reach 
the top—but the top was so lost in the clouds that 
Stripe had no idea what was there.
He felt new excitement—like sap rising in the spring.

“Maybe I’ll find what

I’m looking for.”

Full of agitation Stripe asked a fellow crawler:
“Do you know what is happening?” “I just arrived 
myself,” said the other. “Nobody has time to 
explain; they’re so busy trying to get wherever they 
are going up there.”

“But what’s at the top?” continued Stripe.

“No one knows that either but it must be 
awfully good because everybody’s rushing 
there. Goodbye, I’ve no more time!” He 
plunged into the pile.
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Stripe’s head was bursting with the new drive. He 
couldn’t get his thoughts together.

Every second another crawler passed him and 
disappeared into the pillar.

“There’s only one thing to do.” He pushed himself in.

Chapter 2

The first moments on the pile were a shock.

Stripe was pushed and kicked and stepped on 
from every direction.

It was climb or be climbed…

No more fellow caterpillars on Stripe’s pile—
They became only threats and obstacles which he 
turned into steps and opportunities.

They single-minded approach really helped and 
Stripe felt he was getting much higher.

But some days it seemed he could manage only 
to keep his place.

It was especially then that an anxious shadow 
nagged inside. “What’s at the top?” it whispered.

“Where are we going?”
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“I was wondering that myself but since there is no way to find 
out I decided it wasn’t important.” She blushed at how silly this 
sounded—quickly adding, “No one else seems to worry about 
where we’re going so it must be good.” But she blushed again.

“How far are we from the top?”

Stripe answered gravely, “Since we’re not at the bottom and 
not at the top we must be in the middle.”

“Oh,” said Yellow, and they both began climbing again.

But now Stripe had a new feeling.

He felt bad.

He had lost his singlemindedness. “How can I step on 
someone I’ve just talked to?”

On one exasperated day Stripe couldn’t stand it 
any longer and actually yelled back.

“I don’t know, but there’s no time to think about it!”
A little yellow caterpillar he was crawling over 
gasped:
“I was just talking to myself,” Stripe mumbled.
“It’s really isn’t important—I was just wondering 
where we were going?”

“You know,” Yellow said,
Stripe avoided Yellow as much as 
possible, but one day there she was, 
blocking the only way up.

“Well, I guess it’s you or me,” he said, 
and stepped squarely on her head.
Something in the way Yellow looked 
at him made him feel just awful about 
himself.
Like: no matter what is up there—it just 
isn’t worth it.”
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Stripe crawled off Yellow and whispered, 
“I’m sorry.”

And Yellow began to cry:

“I could stand this life hoping in what was 
ahead until I met you talking to yourself 
that day. Since then my heart hasn’t been 
in it—but I don’t know what to do.”

“I didn’t know how badly I felt about this 
life until now. Now when you look at me so 
kindly, I know for sure I don’t like this life. 
I just want to do something like crawl with 
you and nibble grass.”

Stripe’s heart leapt inside.
Everything looked different.
The pillar made no sense at all.

“I would like that too,” he whispered. But this meant 
giving up the climb—a hard decision.
“Yellow dear, maybe, we’re close to the top.

Maybe if we help each other we can get there quickly.”
“Maybe,” she said.

But they both knew this wasn’t what they wanted most.
“Let’s go down,” Yellow said.
“Okay.” And they stopped climbing.

They clung to each other as masses of caterpillars crawled over them. The air was terrible 
but they were happy with each other and made a big ball so nobody could step in their 
eyes and stomachs.

They did nothing at all for what 
seemed a long time.
Suddenly they didn’t feel anything 
crawling over them.
They unrolled and open their eyes.
They were at the side of the 
caterpillar pillar.
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“Hi Stripe,” said Yellow.
“Hi Yellow,” said Stripe.

And they crawled off into some 
fresh, green grass to eat and take 
a nap.

Just before they fell asleep Stripe 
hugged Yellow.

“Being together like this is sure 
different from being crushed in that 
crowd!” “It sure is!”

She smiled and closed her eyes.
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Chapter 3
So Yellow and Stripe romped 
in the grass and ate and grew 
fat and loved each other.

They were so glad not to 
be fighting everybody every 
moment.

And it was like heaven for a while. 

But as time passed even hugging 
each other seemed a little boring.

Each knew every hair of each other.

Stripe couldn’t help wondering,

“There must be still more to life.”

Yellow saw how restless he was and tried to make him 
extra happy and comfortable.
“Just think how much better this is than that awful mess 
we have left,” she said.

“But we don’t know what’s at the top,” he answered.
“Maybe we were wrong to come down. Maybe now that 
we’ve rested the two of us could make it to the top.”
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“Dear Stripe, please,” she begged.

“We can have a nice home and we love each 
other and that’s enough. It’s much more than all 
those lonely climbers have.”

She was so sure, Stripe let her convince him.

But only for awhile—Stripe’s hankering for the 
climbing life worsened. The pillar haunted him. He 
crawled there regularly, looking up and wondering.

But the top remained clouded.

One day at the pillar, three thuds startled Stripe.
Three big caterpillars had fallen from someplace 
and smashed.
Two seemed dead but one still wiggled.
Stripe whispered, “What happened?”
“Can I help?”
He made out just a few words.
“The top…they’ll see… Butterflies alone…”

The caterpillar died.

Stripe crawled home and told Yellow.
They were both very sober and quite. 
What did the mysterious message 
mean?
Had the caterpillars fallen from the 
very top?
Finally, Stripe announced:
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“I’ve got to know. I must go and find out the 
secret of the top.”
And more gently, “Will you come and help me?”
Yellow struggled inside.
She loved Stripe and wanted to be with him. She 
wanted to help him succeed.

She couldn’t explain, she couldn’t 
prove anything—but for all her love she 
couldn’t go with Stripe.
She just knew climbing was a wrong 
way to get high.
“No,” she said, heartsick.
And Stripe left her for his climb.

But—she just couldn’t believe that the top was worth all it asks to get there. She wanted to 
get “up” too; the crawling life wasn’t enough for her either.
She also had to admit that it looked like the pile was the only way to do it.
Stripe seemed to sure that Yellow felt ashamed not to agree. She also felt stupid and 
embarrassed since she could never put her reasons into words that his kind of logic would 
accept.
Yet somehow, waiting and not being sure was better than action she couldn’t believe in.

Chapter 4

Yellow was desolate without Stripe.
She crawled daily to the pile looking for 
him and returning home at night sad, but 
half relieved that she never saw him. If she 
had, she feared she might plunge after him 
knowing that she shouldn’t.
She felt like doing something, anything, 
rather that this uncertain waiting.

“What in the world do I really want? she 
sighed.

“It seems different every few 
minutes.”
“But I know there must be more.”
Finally she became numb and wandered 
away from everything familiar.
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It flies with beautiful wings and joins 
the earth to heaven.

It drinks only nectar from the flowers and carries 
the seeds of love from one flower to another.
One day a grey haired caterpillar hanging upside 
down on a branch surprised her.
He seemed caught in some hairy stuff.
“You seem in trouble,” she said. “Can I help you?”
“No, my dear, I have to do this to become a butterfly.”

Her whole inside leapt. “Butterfly—that word,” she thought.
“Tell me Sir, what is a butterfly?”

"It's what you are meant to become."
“Without butterflies the world would soon have few 
flowers.”

“It can’t be true!” grasped Yellow.
“How can I believe there’s a butterfly inside 
you or me when all I see is a fuzzy worm?”

“How does one become a butterfly?” she asked 
pensively.
“You must want to fly so much that you are willing to give 
up being a caterpillar.”
“You mean to die?” asked Yellow, remembering the three 
who fell out of the sky.

“Yes and No,” he answered.
“What looks like you will die but what’s really you will still 
live. Life is changed not taken away. Isn’t that different 
from those who die without ever becoming butterflies?”
“And if I decide to become a butterfly,” said Yellow 
hesitantly.

“What do I do?”
“Watch me. I’m making a cocoon. “It looks like I’m hiding, 
I know, but a cocoon is no escape. “It’s an in–between 
house where the change takes place. “It’s a big step 
since you can never return to caterpillar life. “During the 
change, it will seem to you or to anyone who might peek 
that nothing is happening—but the butterfly is already 
becoming.
“It just takes time!”
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“And there’s something else!
“Once you are a butterfly, you can really 
love—the kind of love that makes a new life. 
It’s better than all the hugging caterpillars 
can do.”
“Oh, let me go and get Stripe,” Yellow said. 
But she sadly knew he was far into the pile 
to possibly reach.
“Don’t be sad,” said her new friend. “If you 
change, you can fly and show him how 
beautiful butterflies are. Maybe he will want 
to become one too!”

Yellow was torn in anguish:
“What if Stripe comes back and I’m not there? What if 
he doesn’t recognize my new self? Suppose he decides 
to stay a caterpillar?
“At least we can do something as caterpillars—we can 
crawl and eat. We can love in some way. How can two 
cocoons get together at all?
How awful to get stuck in a cocoon?”
How could she risk the only life she knew when it 
seemed so unlikely she could ever be a glorious winged 
creature?
What did she have to go on?

– Seeing another caterpillar who believed enough to 
make his own cocoon.

– And that peculiar hope which had kept her off the 
pillar and leapt within her when she heard about 
butterflies.

The grey-haired caterpillar continued to cover 
himself with silky threads. As he wove the last bit 
around his head he called:

“You’ll be a beautiful butterfly—we’re all 
waiting for you!”
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And Yellow decided to risk for a butterfly.
For courage she hung right beside the other 
cocoon and began to spin her own.
“Imagine, I didn’t even know I could do 
this. That’s some encouragement that I’m 
on the right track. If I have inside me the 
stuff to make cocoons—maybe the stuff of 
butterflies is there too.”

Chapter 5
Stripe made much faster progress this time. He was 
bigger and stronger since he had taken time out. From the 
beginning he determined to get to the top.
He especially avoided meeting the eyes of other crawlers. 
He knew how fatal such contact could be. He tried not to 
think of yellow.

He disciplined himself neither to feel nor to be distracted.

Stripe didn’t seem just “disciplined” to 
others—he seemed ruthless. Even among 
climbers he was special.

He didn’t think he was against anybody. He 
was just doing what he had to if he was to 
get to the top.

“Don’t blame me if you don’t succeed! 
It’s a tough life. Just make up your mind,” 
he would have said had any caterpillar 
complained.
Then one day he was near his goal.

Stripe had done well but when light finally filtered down from the top, he was 
close to exhaustion.
At this height there was almost no movement. All held their positions with every 
skill a lifetime of climbing had taught them. Every small move counted terribly.

There was no communication. Only the outsides touched. They were like cocoons to 
one another.

Soon after, he felt tremendous pressure and shaking. 
Then came screams and falling bodies.
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Then silence; lots more light and less weight 
from above.
Stripe felt awful with this new knowledge. 
The mystery of the pillar was clear.
He now knew what had happened to the three 
caterpillars.
He now knew what must always happen on the pillar.
Frustration surged through Stripe. But as he was 
agreeing this was the only way “up” he heard a tiny 
whisper from the top.
Then one day Stripe heard a crawler 
above him saying,

“None of us can get any higher without getting 
rid of them.”
“There’s nothing here at all!” It was answered 
by another:
“Quiet fool! They’ll hear you down the pillar. We’re 
where they want to get. That’s what’s here!”

Stripe felt frozen. To be so high and not high 
at all! It only looked good from the bottom.
The whisper came again,
“Look over there-another pillar—and there too—everywhere!”

Stripe became angry as well as frustrated.
“My pillar,” he moaned, “only one of thousands.”
“Millions of caterpillars climbing nowhere!”
“Something is really wrong… what else is there?”

His life with Yellow seemed so far away.
That wasn’t it either—not quite.

“Yellow!” He let her image fill his being.
“You knew something, didn’t you? Was it courage to wait?”
“Maybe she was right. I wish I were with her.”
“I could go down,” he thought. “I’d look ridiculous but maybe it’s better than what’s 
happening here.”
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But Stripe’s thought was interrupted by bursts 
of movement all over his level. Each seemed 
to be making a last effort to find some entry 
to the top. But with every push the top layer 
tightened.
Finally one caterpillar gasped, “Unless we try 
together nobody will reach the top. Maybe 
if we give one big push! “They can’t hold us 
down forever!”
But before they could act there were cries and 
commotion of another kind. Stripe struggled 
to the edge to see the cause.

A brilliant yellow winged creature was circling 
the pillar, moving freely—a wonderful sight! 
How did it get so high without climbing?

When Stripe poked out his head the creature seemed to 
recognize him. It extended its legs and tried to grab him.
Stripe caught himself just before being pulled out of the pile. 
The brilliant creature let go and looked sadly into his eyes.

That look activated excitement 
Stripe hadn’t felt since he first saw 
the pillar. Words from the past 
returned, “…butterflies alone.” “Is 
this a butterfly?” And what did it 
mean— “the top… they’ll see…”?

It was all so strange and yet like 
it was supposed to be. And those 
eyes with the look of Yellow.

Could it be…?
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Such impossible thoughts! Yet the 
excitement inside wouldn’t stop.

He grew happy. Somehow he could 
escape, he could be carried away.
But as this possibility became real, 
something else grew inside.

He felt he shouldn’t escape like this.

Chapter 6
He turned around and began down the pillar. This time he didn’t curl up. He stretched out 
full length and looked straight into the eyes of each caterpillar.

Looking into the creature’s eyes he 
could hardly bear the love he saw 
there. He felt unworthy. He wanted to 
change, to make up for all the times 
he had refused to look at the other.

He tried to tell her what he felt. He 
stopped struggling.

The others stared at him as though 
he were mad.
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He marveled at the variety and beauty, amazed 
that he had never noticed it before.

He whispered to each, “I’ve been up; there’s 
nothing there.”
Most paid no attention; they were too intent on 
climbing.
One said, “Its sour grapes. He’s bitter. I bet he 
never made it to the top.”

But some were shocked and even 
stopped climbing to hear him better.
One of these whispered in anguish, 
“Don’t say it even if it’s true. What else 
can we do?”

Stripe’s answer shocked them all—including himself!

“We can fly!
“We can become butterflies! “There’s nothing at the 
top and it doesn’t matter!”
As he heard his own message he realized how he 
had misread the instinct to get high.
To get to the “top” he must fly, not climb.
Stripe looked at each caterpillar inebriated with joy 
that there could be a butterfly inside.
But the reaction was worse than before. He saw fear 
in eyes. They didn’t stop to listen or speak.
This happy, glorious news, was too much to take—
too good to be true.

And if it wasn’t true?
The hope that lit up the pillar dimmed. All seemed 
confused and unreal.

The way down was so immensely long.

The vision of the butterfly faded.
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Doubts flooded Stripe, The pile took on 
horrible dimensions.

He struggled on—barely—blindly. It 
seemed wrong to give up believing seemed 
impossible.

A crawler sneered, “How could 
you swallow such a story? Our 
life is earth and climbing. Look 
at us worms! We couldn’t be 
butterflies inside. Make the best 
of it and enjoy caterpillar living!”
“Perhaps he’s right,” sighed 
Stripe. “I haven’t any proof. 
Did I only make it up because 
I needed it so much?”

And in pain he continued down searching for 
those eyes which would let him whisper.

“I saw a butterfly—there can be more to life.”

One—day—finally—
He was down.
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Chapter 7

Tired and sad, Stripe crawled off 
to the old place where Yellow and 
he had romped.

She was not there and he was too 
exhausted to go further.

He curled up and fell asleep. 

When he finally awoke he found the yellow 
creature fanning him with wings of light.

“Is this a dream?” he wondered.

But the dream creature acted awfully real. 
She stroked him with her feelers and most 
of all looked at him so lovingly that he 
began to trust that what he had said about 
becoming a butterfly might be true.

She walked a little distance away, then flew 
back. She repeated it as if he should follow.
So he did.

They came to a branch from which 
hung two torn sacks.
The creature kept on inserting her 
head, then her tail, into one of them.

Then she would fly to him 
and touch him.

Her feelers quivered and Stripe knew she was 
speaking.

He couldn’t make out words.
Then slowly he seemed to understand…
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…Somehow he knew what to do.

Stripe climbed—again.

It got darker and darker and he was afraid. He 
felt he had to let go of everything…
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…until one day…

The End

…or the beginning
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“Hope for Us”
1. What is the main theme of ‘Hope for the Flowers”

2. Where did the story happened?

3. What is the conflict of the story?

4. What is the ending of the story?

5. What life lessons did we learn from the story?
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Criteria 5 4 3 2 1 Score

Quality of 
Writing

contains complete 
elements of a 
short story

One element are 
missing in the 
piece

Two elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Three elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Four or more 
elements are 
missing in the 
piece

Grammar, 
Mechanics & 
Punctuation

No errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 

One to two 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Three to four 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Five to six errors 
in punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Seven or more 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, and 
spelling errors 

Faithfulness 
to literary 
text

Narratives are 
congruent

Narratives are 
90% congruent

Narratives are 
80% congruent

Narratives are 
70% congruent

Narratives are 60% 
or less congruent
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Activity 3
Upon discovering the various ecological landmarks in your community, it is 
time to discover and re-discover the myths and legends associated with your 
community. Remember to take notes, pictures or make rough sketches or 
drawings and keep them in your journal. These are things you can look back too 
while conceiving your narrative about a specific ecological spot.
Myth –a traditional story, especially one concerning the early history of a 
people or explaining some natural or social phenomenon, and typically involving 
supernatural beings or events.
Legend –a traditional story sometimes popularly regarded as historical but 
unauthenticated.
Read: The Legend of Maria Makiling

As re-told by: Jose Rizal

http://literature-westfieldsos.blogspot.com/2011/06/legend-of-mariang-makiling.html

The Legend of Mariang Makiling
-Retold by Jose Rizal

The many legends of Mariang Makiling tell of a young woman who lived on 
the beautiful mountain that separates the provinces of Laguna and Tayabas. Her 
dwelling place was never definitely known, because those who had the good luck 
to deal with her would wander about for a long time lost in the woods, unable to 
return; neither did they remember the way, nor were they agreed as to the place 
and its description.

While some say her home was a beautiful palace, bright as a golden reliquary, 
surrounded by gardens and fine parks, others assert that they saw only wretched 
hut with a patched roof and bamboo sides. Such a contradiction may give rise to the 
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belief that both parties were romancing, it is true but it may also be due to the fact 
that Mariang Makiling, like many persons in comfortable circumstances, might 
have had dwelling places.

According to eyewitnesses, she was a young woman, tall and graceful with big 
black eyes and long and abundant hair. Her colour was a clear pure brown, the 
kayumangging kaligatan, as the Tagalog say. Her hands and feet were small and 
delicate and the expression of her countenance always grave and serious.

She was a fantastic creature, half nymph, half sylph, born under the moonbeams 
of Filipinas, in the mystery of its ancient woods, the murmur of the waves on the 
neighbouring shore. According to general belief, and contrary to the reputation 
imputed to the nymphs and goddesses, Mariang Makiling always remained pure, 
simple, and mysterious as the genius of the mountain. An old maid-servant we had, 
an Amazon who defended her house against the outlaws and once killed one of them 
with a lance thrust, assured me that she had in her childhood seen her passing in 
the distance over the reed grass so lightly and airily that she did not even make the 
flexible blades bend.

They said that on the night of Good Friday, when the hunters built bonfires 
to attract the deer by the scent of the ashes of which these animals are so fond, 
they have discerned her motionless on the brink of the most fearful abysses, 
letting her long hair f loat in the wind, all f looded with the moonlight. Then she 
would salute them ceremoniously, pass on, and disappear amid the shadows of 
the neighbouring trees.

Generally everyone loved and respected her and no one over dared to question 
her, to follow, or to watch her. She has also been seated for a long periods upon a cliff 
beside a river, as though watching the gentle currents of the stream. There was an 
old hunter who claimed to have seen her bathing in a secluded fountain at midnight, 
when cicadas themselves were asleep, when the moon reigned in the midst of silence, 
and nothing disturbed the charm of solitude. In those same hours and under the 
same circumstances was the time when the mysterious and melancholy notes of 
her harp might be heard. Persons who heard them stopped, for they drew away and 
became hushed when any attempt was made to follow them up.

Her favourable time for appearing, it is said, was after a storm. Then she would be 
seen scurrying over the fields, and whenever she passed, life, order, and calm were 
renewed. The trees again straightened up their over-thrown trunks, and all traces of 
the unchained elements were wiped away.

When the poor country folk on the slopes of Makiling needed clothing or jewels 
for solemn occasions of life, she would lend them and besides, give her a pullet white 
as milk, one that had never laid an egg, a dumalaga, as they say. Mariang Makiling 
was very charitable and had a good heart. Now often has she not, in the guise of a 
simple country maid, aided poor old women who went to the woods for firewood or to 
pick wild fruits, by slipping among the latter nuggets of gold, coins, and jewels.

A hunter who has one day chasing a wild boar through the tall grass and thorny 
bushes of the thickets came suddenly upon a hut in which the animal hid.

Soon a beautiful young woman issued from the hut and said to him gently, “The 
wild boar belongs to me and you have done wrong to chase it. But I see that you are 
very tired; your arms and legs covered with blood. So I come in and eat and then you 
may go on your way.”

Confused and startled, and besides charmed by the beauty of the young woman, 
the man went in and ate mechanically everything she offered him, without being 
able to speak a single word. Before he left, the young woman gave him some pieces of 
ginger, charging him to give them to his wife for her cooking. The hunter put them 
inside the crown of his broad hat and after thanking her, withdrew in content. On 
the way home, he felt his hat becoming heavy so he took out many of the pieces and 
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threw them away. But what his surprise and regret when the next day he discovered 
that what the he had taken to be ginger was solid gold, bright as a ray of sunshine. 
Although he tried to look for them later, he could never find even one.

But for many years now, Maria Makiling’s presence has not been manifested on 
Makiling. Her vapory figure no longer wanders through the deep valleys or hovers 
over the waterfalls on the serene moonlight nights. The melancholy tone of her harp 
is no longer heard, and now lovers get married without receiving from her jewels and 
other presents. Many fear that she has disappeared forever, or at least, she avoids 
any contact with mankind.

Yet on the side of the mountain, there is a clear, quiet pool, and the legend persists 
that the vapory figure may still be seen reflected in this pool in the mists of early 
dawn, and from time to time people of the countryside go to watch for her there.

The Maria Makiling that I know

1. What characteristics does Maria Makiling have that can be associated with 
Mount Makiling?

2. What symbolizes Maria Makiling?

3. What are the Values in The Legend of Maria Makiling?

4. What is the moral lesson of this legend?

5. In your opinion, is Maria Makiliing still alive?

Write a short story or re-tell us a story wherein an ecological landmark becomes 
a big part of your community’s culture and tradition. 
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Activity 4
Identify living things and ecological landmarks that have been endangered and 
perhaps died due to pollution. Write an ELEGY in honor of them.
Read again:

Trees
I think that I shall never see

A poem lovely as a tree.
A tree whose hungry mouth is prest

Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast;
A tree that looks at God all day,
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;
A tree that may in Summer wear

A nest of robins in her hair;
Upon whose bosom snow has lain;

Who intimately lives with rain.
Poems are made by fools like me,

But only God can make a tree.

Now re-work on this lovely poem. Imagine the air has been covered with 
smog. The soil polluted with poison. The fresh rain has been turned into acid 
rain. Everything around the tree has been overwhelmed by various sources of 
pollution. What will happen to the trees? Then came the illegal loggers. Cutting 
down trees ceaselessly. What do you think will happen to your ecological 
community? Write an elegy for the tree or for any living creatures who died while 
living in your ecological community.
Elegy –a poem of serious reflection, typically a lament for the dead

Criteria 5 4 3 2 1 Score

Quality of 
Writing

contains complete 
elements of a 
short story

One element are 
missing in the 
piece

Two elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Three elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Four or more 
elements are 
missing in the 
piece

Grammar, 
Mechanics & 
Punctuation

No errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling

One to two 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Three to four 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Five to six errors 
in punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Seven or more 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Faithfulness to 
literary text

Narratives are 
congruent

Narratives are 
90% congruent

Narratives are 
80% congruent

Narratives are 
70% congruent

Narratives are 
60% or less 
congruent
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The Trees are Down
By Charlotte Mew

—and he cried with a loud voice:
Hurt not the earth, neither the sea, nor the trees—

(Revelation)

They are cutting down the great plane-trees at the end of the gardens.

For days there has been the grate of the saw, the swish of the branches as 
they fall,

The crash of the trunks, the rustle of trodden leaves,

With the ‘Whoops’ and the ‘Whoas,’ the loud common talk, the loud common 
laughs of the men, above it all.

I remember one evening of a long past Spring

Turning in at a gate, getting out of a cart, and finding a large dead rat in the 
mud of the drive.

I remember thinking: alive or dead, a rat was a god-forsaken thing,

But at least, in May, that even a rat should be alive.

The week’s work here is as good as done. There is just one bough

On the roped bole, in the fine grey rain,

Green and high

And lonely against the sky.

(Down now!—)

And but for that,

If an old dead rat

Did once, for a moment, unmake the Spring, I might never have thought of 
him again.

It is not for a moment the Spring is unmade to-day;

These were great trees; it was in them from root to stem:

When the men with the ‘Whoops’ and the ‘Whoas’ have carted the whole of the 
whispering loveliness away

Half the Spring, for me, will have gone with them.

It is going now, and my heart has been struck with the hearts of the planes;

Half my life it has beat with these, in the sun, in the rains,

In the March wind, the May breeze,

In the great gales that came over to them across the roofs from the great seas.

There was only a quiet rain when they were dying;

They must have heard the sparrows flying,

And the small creeping creatures in the earth where they were lying—

But I, all day, I heard an angel crying:

‘Hurt not the trees.
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An Ellegy for a Tree

1. What are pollutants?

2. What is deforestation? How can we stop them?

3. How do we protect and save our ecology?

Activity 5
Write a travelogue describing a specific ecological landmark attraction in your 
community.
Definition of travelogue
1: a piece of writing about travel
2: a narrated motion picture about travel

Saving the environment from home:
There are several things you can do at home to help reduce your impact on the 

environment.

• Eat less beef and pork. Fish (check Seafood Watch from the Monterey Bay 
Aquarium to see what types are OK) and poultry have a much lower impact on the 
environment, while other protein sources such as nuts and organic soy are even less 
damaging to the planet.

Criteria 5 4 3 2 1 Score

Quality of 
Writing

contains 
complete 
elements of a 
poem

One element is 
missing 

Two elements are 
missing 

Three elements 
are missing 

Four or more 
elements are 
missing 

Grammar, 
Mechanics & 
Punctuation

No errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 

One to two 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Three to four 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Five to six 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Seven or more 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors 

Faithfulness to 
literary text

Narratives are 
congruent

Narratives are 
90% congruent

Narratives are 
80% congruent

Narratives 
are 70% 
congruent

Narratives are 
60% or less 
congruent
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• Think about packaging before you buy products. Individually-wrapped candy uses 
resources and generates a lot of trash, while fruits and vegetables are healthier and 
mean less waste.

• Turn off lights and other electrical devices when you don’t need them. When light 
bulbs burn out, replace them with energy-efficient bulbs.

• Do not waste water.
• Recycle.
• Encourage your parents to drive fuel-efficient cars and not to overheat their house.
• Don’t let your pets go when you don’t want them anymore. Feral pets can have a 

destructive impact on the local environment. Before buying a pet be sure that you 
are ready to take care of it. Having a pet is a responsibility.

• Think about where the things you buy come from and how they are made. 
Sometimes it’s better not to buy something new, and buy it used instead. Or skip 
buying it altogether if it’s not necessary.

• Get involved! Join a local environmental group that is working to make a difference. 
For example, mongabay has selected the following organizations as recipients of 
its annual conservation award, which recognizes groups that are using innovative 
methods for protecting forests, oceans, and other ecosystems: the Amazon 
Conservation Team, for its work with indigenous tribes in trying to protect the 
Amazon; Health in Harmony, which is helping protect rainforests in Borneo by 
providing health care to local communities; and Wildlife Direct, which has created 
a system for funding park rangers and other conservation workers at dozens of sites 
around the world.

• Tell your family, friends, and relatives that you want to do more to protect the 
environment and why it’s important to do so. Spreading the word is very important.

Sample travelogue: 
Written and Directed by: 
Angelico Jeremiah A De La Cruz

Photo of backpack, camera,…

Grab a backpack and ride along as we traverse 6 interesting destinations in Baguio 
and its outskirts.

First stop:  Hidden in a pocket side stree in Barangay Balili of La Trinidad, near 
the border of the city of Baguio stands the serene and humble Bell Church, founded by 
Ng Pee in 1954. Here one can hear quietness and experience inner peace.

Its hilly landscape according to the Chinese devotees reminds them of their 
hometowns Mainland China. Wow these Chinese have gone a long way.

As we leave the serenity of the Bell Temple, we wove through light traffic and took 
a 2nd stop.
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The Bell Temple

The road to The Valley of Colors, or Colorful Houses is a place that emanates 
vibrant artistry. From eye level, they look like houses in Brazil. From a higher 
perspective the people around the Valley of Colorful Houses claims that it looks like a 
giant mural. Please remind me to get a drone camera next time.

The Valley of Colors

Let’s move on.

La Trinidad, Strawberry fields

Let me take you down
‘Cause I’m going to Strawberry Fields

Nothing is real
And nothing to get hung about

Strawberry Fields forever

(The Beatles)
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The Beatles, have been inspired by such a beautiful field. Down here in La Trinidad 
Valley lies our very own Strawberry Fields, except that here everything is real and we 
can all hung about when disaster strikes.

It is teeming with wild greeneries dotted with bright red strawberries. Noting the 
sentiments of the strawberry farmers, they say that this magnificent field is a catch 
basin for rain. During stormy months the entire plantation can be flooded up to 10 feet 
of water. From a strawberry field into a river bed. But Filipino natives are very resilient, 
they replant right after the very day the flood subsides. And for then, it’s strawberry 
fields forever. Back to the road, a winding ride brings us up to a garden up in the sky.

Tam-awan

Tam-awan Village in Pinsao Proper, Baguio City, the garden in the Sky, uniquely blends 
indigenous beauty and profound Cordilleran craftsmanship adapting to Baguio setting.

In 1998, the Chanum foundation started out to build Tam-awan Village with three 
knocked-down huts transported from Bangaan, Ifugao. Now Tam-awan village has 
seven Ifugao huts and two Kalinga houses.

Truly a revelation. The simplicity of the houses makes one move to become 
minimalist. Contrary to the complexity of plant growth surrounding the village one 
cannot help but feel life in the forest.

Tam-Awan, a native word which means over-looking definitely gives us an deeper 
insight of life and the artistry in the high lands. Next, the “castle” of a living National 
Artist for Visual arts. <BenCab Museum>

Benedicto Reyes 
Cabrera or BenCab, 
is widely hailed as a 
master of contemporary 
Philippine art. And 
his castle: The BenCab 
Museum is on Asin Road, 
a 15-20 minute drive 
from the center of Baguio. 
Built on a headland, the 
museum commands a 
breathtaking view of the 
adjacent garden, farm, hill 
and mini-forest, and the 
surrounding mountains.

Equally breathtaking is 
the collection of art works 
in the museum. Bulul is a 
carved wooden figure used 
to guard the rice crop of 
the Ifugao people. The 
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sculptures are stylized representations of ancestors and are thought to gain power 
from ancestral spirits. Bulul in all its forms has taken its various pedestals all around 
the museum.

Master BenCab has collected various art works of other masters and houses them in 
his master museum. Modernity and antiquity blends together in this vast collection.

It is reality mixed with dreams and fiction interwoven with none fiction.

Diplomat Mansion

After a downpour of great art, we head for our final destination, the once proud 
Diplomat Mansion. It is an old seminary and retreat house but according to history 
during the World War II, a lot of nuns and priest were beheaded here. Then it became a 
place of healing with so-called Faith healers. A mixture of death and healing. The local 
government’s move to turn it into an art museum in a sense has changed its ambiance. 

Yet despite the renovations and innovations still the walls of the mansion stands as 
eye witness to its violent history.

Standing on the top of Dominican hill, the top floor of the diplomat hotel gives its 
visitors an overlooking view of Baguio City.

From a serene temple, to brightly colored houses, down to a lively strawberry field, up 
again to a garden in the sky, and on the edge of a fantastic museum to a creepy structure 
that is witness to a violent war. This is some highlights of Baguio and its outskirts.

Still on the side pockets of that backpack is Maharlika Market, where fresh 
veggies are cheap, and its just down the end of Session Road and adjacent to it is the 
Bayanihan Center, the center of Ukay-ukay stores.

Baguio City

This is Baguio and its outskirts in a backpack.
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Protecting the Environment

1. What steps do we take in Saving, Protecting, Preserving our ecological heritage?

2. How do we expound on this basic slogan Take Only Memories, Leave Only 
Footprints for travelers visiting an ecological attraction?

3. How do we promote our ecological attractions yet maintain the protection and 
preservation of it?

Criteria 5 4 3 2 1 Score

Quality of 
Writing

contains 
complete 
elements of a 
travelogue

One element are 
missing in the 
piece

Two elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Three elements 
are missing in 
the piece

Four or more 
elements are 
missing in the 
piece

Grammar, 
Mechanics & 
Punctuation

No errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling

One to two 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Three to four 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Five to six errors 
in punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Seven or more 
errors in 
punctuation, 
capitalization, 
and spelling 
errors

Faithfulness 
to literary text

Narratives are 
congruent

Narratives are 
90% congruent

Narratives are 
80% congruent

Narratives are 
70% congruent

Narratives are 
60% or less 
congruent
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Additional Activities
1. Read your poem in front of your family and ask for their comment write their 

comments in your journal.
2. Make a home survey: First tell them about the activity, read out to them your 

response to the activity then, ask them to answer the questions from your activities.
3. If it is possible, read your poem on video and publish it in You Tube or Facebook 

and record people’s reactions.

From your Journal Entry:

List down 3 found ecosystems in your community:

1. 

2. 

3. 

I realized that trees are 

I learned that simple stories like “Hope For The Flowers” can change perspective in 

life by

I realize that with pollution ecosystems can 

I realized that writing an elegy for a plant, a tree, an animal can give meaning to 

I learned that my community and its ecosystem must 
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