
Dear family,

For those interested, below I share my story of the longest hike I’ve ever made, and that
in the steep mountains of Mindoro. We were told it would be around a 6 hour walk –
ended up being more than 10 hours.

Work wise, we continue to be very busy as we try to finish off the Tagalog and Cebuano
translations. This month I’ve also been overseeing a Mangyan translation workshop. In
the mornings I bike to our Mangyan translation workplace and work with the translators
from the three Mangyan language groups. They have come from all over Mindoro to do
concentrated translation work and to be helped by us consultants. Fellowship is great.

Then after a very simple lunch of rice and a cup of viand I bike back to the OMF group
house center and work with Raquel and the Tagalog translation team and with Jesson
checking our Cebuano translation. See picture below of the Tagalog team (Beth, Maan
and Eman) and me showing my sister Debrah and nephew Jerico the various translation
helps and programs we have on our computers. Debrah came to visit for one month and
Jerico stayed for an additional month. He flew back to Iowa on Monday. We enjoyed
having him and he also seemed to have enjoyed his time on Caluya and hiking the
mountains of Mindoro.

 



I would not survive very long just doing translation work, so at least every other day,
Jesson, Eman and I play basketball and/or indoor soccer with the Mangyans and at times
go on a bike ride with my informally adopted grandchild, Natalie.

One of the Hebrew songs we sing almost everyday is “Hodu ladonay ci tov…” – Psalm
136 in Hebrew: “Give thanks to the LORD, for he is good! His faithful love endures
forever.” Indeed, the Lord continues to bless our translation teams, all of us being blessed
with good health and only a couple of our computers have acted up on us. Also even
more important is the unity we all have and the great fellowship we can experience with
one another. We’ve also received emails from the Winaray team of their progress on their
translation with the new computers we were able to get to them (since many of them lost
theirs in the typhoon that hit their town of Tacloban).

Thanks again for your prayers and support. Keep praying for health and stamina. The
only real health issue I’ve experienced lately has been a red and sore tongue – maybe I’ve
become allergic to something I’ve eaten.

Yours in His service and for His Word,

Kermit and Raquel Titrud

Wycliffe Bible Translators, PO Box 628200 , Orlando , FL 32862-8200

Keep reading if you would like to go on a hike with me. 

I knew my nephew would like to go on a hike in the mountains of the Mangyans here on
Mindoro and since I myself too needed a break from all the heavy translation work I’ve
been involved in, I asked two of the Mangyan translators I’m working with about the
possibility of hiking from the village of one of them (Renato) to the village of the other
(Yumunsan). I was told that the villages are a three hour hike apart. We all agreed to take
the weekend off to do the hike.

So Saturday morning at around 6 AM we left the OMF compound here in a van, that is
Jerico and me, along with 6 of our Mangyan translators,  Jesson (one of our Cebuano
translators), Eman (one of our Tagalog translators) and Natalie. Raquel and two of her
Tagalog translation companions joined us for the ride.



Below: what it looks like on a typical Mindoro highway

About 8 AM we began our hike to Renato’s village. Raquel and her two buddies (Maan
and Beth) joined us for about 20 minutes until we reached the first river crossing.

The three of us who were wearing shoes took ours off before we crossed the river. The
rest in our group were wearing flip flops/thongs. After a couple of crossings of the river
(knee deep), taking on and off our shoes, Jesson and Jerico gave up and just walked
barefoot on the rocky path. Eventually I gave up too and just crossed the river crossings
with my shoes on. There were probably about 20 of these crossings.



Most of the time we saw no one else on the trail hugging the river, but now and then we
would be met with interesting travelers.

Below: Daniel crossing a smaller river that was feeding into the bigger river.

Finally we reached Renato’s village, 4 hours later



While Renato went to his home to cook a large pot of rice, the rest of us went to the
village church to rest.

But right away we were bombarded by the children in the village. They wanted to check
out these white guys who entered their village. I showed them my few magic tricks and
my ability to stand on my hands 5 different ways. Then I taught them a couple of Hebrew
Scripture songs with action.



We then asked them to sing a song for us in their language. Wish you were there to see
them joyfully singing praises to our Lord with some energetic dancing.

I then handed it over to Jesson to continue to teach them some more songs. Jerico and
Eman helped. Eventually the large pot of rice arrived. Since there are not a lot of extra
utensils in these mountain villages, Jesson and I scooped the rice onto a large banana leaf
we placed on two of the board slabs used as pews. We opened up the cans of sardines and
tuna we brought with us, sprinkling them on the rice along with some left over scrambled
eggs we had for breakfast. After giving a thanksgiving to our Father, we had a wonderful
lunch, our hands as silverware with our common banana leaf plate. We were not able to
eat it all, so I asked Renato if he thought the kids would like to finish it off. He told the
kids to gather around the banana leaf and ready set go – you could not believe how fast
they scooped up the leftovers devouring it up within 20 seconds. Actually the Mangyans
living in the mountains rarely eat rice – can’t really afford it – and so their main diet is
cooking bananas and “singapore” (a kind of sweet potatoes). So this was a big treat for
these kids.



Ready, set, go!

Why go out the door when it is more fun to go out the window?

After cleaning up (which did not take long – no dishes really to wash and we merely only
had to throw our now empty banana plate out the window of the church), we continued
our hike. This time though instead of crossing a river umpteen times we pretty much went
straight up a mountain.



At the top we then went down the other side of it, but this time the trail was a rocky
stream bed with very slippery rocks. After my young Mangyan companions saw me
almost fall a number of times, one of them took my hand to give me some stability. I’m
now at that age where I’m not too proud to be helped by others and I was grateful for this
act of love and concern for the old man. Otherwise I’m sure I would have ended up with
a number of bruises or something worse. Jesson was not so lucky. Half way down the
stream bed he sprained his foot pretty bad. However being still young and after some rest,
he pretty much hopped down much of the way on one foot.



On the way up the next mountain, one of the Mangyans found a couple of sturdy
branches/sticks to act as crutches for Jesson. He still though hopped much of the way on
one foot not wanting to slow us down. Around two hours later we came to a small
Mangyan village. [The village church is in the middle of the picture below.]

Here a young man climbed a coconut tree so we could drink from the juice from the
young coconuts. Boy was that delicious, probably the most delicious drink I’ve had in my
whole life – due partly to fact that my body was getting pretty dehydrated. I guzzled two
young coconuts in no time – equivalent to around 6 average size glasses. [I don’t think
I’ve ever seen young coconuts in the U.S. – only matured ones with not much juice and
the juice being a little too strong. There is nothing better than the juice from freshly
picked young coconut.]



Yumunsan was also able to see one of his grandkids there since one of his kids married
into one of the villagers.

I asked how many more hours to our destination. Since Renato and Yumunsan now
realized that we were not as fast as they were up and down mountains, they told us
probably another 3 hours. At this point in time though my right knee began to hurt. I just
prayed I and Jesson with his sprained foot could make it the rest of the way. After close
to another two hours, again up and down mountains and at times crossing streams, we
finally made it to yet another little village. It was now around 6 PM and the sun was
setting. I asked how much further to Safa. Two more hours I was told. Can I make it. I
briefly enquired about us staying the night in the village, however I did not press the
issue knowing that even though my companions would have stayed there with me, I knew
that they would like to continue on to Safa where most of our group had family. I also
knew that my German apo (granddaughter) would also like to spend the night in Safa, her
second home (since she recently had spent around six weeks there learning the language
and being a companion to Hannah who was working on the Tawbuid translation during
her Christmas break from her college studies in New Zealand). I asked Jesson if he was
ok to continue. He seemed to be more than willing to do so. I thanked the Lord that there
were no clouds and we had a half moon to give us light. I found out soon though that
when you are under a jungle cover, not much of the reflection of the moon gets through.
Thankful though that my wife was wise enough to send me off with a flash light. Every
now and then I had to stop to rest mainly due to my stressed right knee. At times we were
able to rest at a clearing of sorts and were able to enjoy the moon and the various
silhouettes of trees and mountain slopes in the distance. At these rest stops it also gave us



a break to brush off the leeches that found their way upon us. I don’t think my nephew
from Iowa has had too many experiences with leeches in the past. One of the many
experiences he’ll never forget. Those last two hours walking in the dark up and down
steep mountain slopes was a first for me as well. Part of me was enjoying the adventure
and being with such beautiful people and being able to see another aspect of God’s
creation – kind of neat – but the other part of me was feeling the pain and tiredness and
fatigue and hunger. I just kept praying that God would give me the strength I needed and
that there would not be any permanent damage to my knee. There were a few times I
thought of just quitting and sleeping flat out on the jungle trail and let the mosquitoes and
leeches and eventual cold have their way with me. But I knew that if I would do so, the
rest of the group would have stayed there with me. So I plowed on. Right when we came
to a very steep embankment, one of the young men from Safa showed up with a strong
light empowered by a small battery he held in his other hand. It brightly guided us down
the steep and dangerous slope. I actually tripped and fell forward once into the brush
facing downward. My companions were afraid I was going to continue to free fall down
the slope, but there was enough brush that held me. Grateful to our loving Father that I
did not get scraped up in all the brush. Finally we made it down to the bottom of the
mountain, and after crossing one more river and one more mile hike, we made it to the
village of Safa.

Jesson getting a piggy back ride so he would not get his shoes wet. Daniel also willingly
with a big smile gave me a number of these piggy back ride crossings as well.



Upon our arrival at Safa, the whole village seemed to be at the entrance to the village
waiting for us, all with wide smiles. [Sorry, no pictures of this. It was dark (around 9 PM)
and I was too tired to even think of taking a picture anyway.] The Mangyans had built a
little home for Lenie to live in which also serves as her translation office while she is in
Safa. [See above picture]. Here is where Natalie, Jerico, Jesson, Eman and I crammed in
to spend the night - Jerico, Eman and I on a bamboo bed, Jesson on the small table and
Natalie on a mat under the table. We appreciated it as much as if it would have been a 5
star hotel.

Below: those of us inside the translation office were great entertainment for the village
kids. They were very curious as to the why there were these white people in their village,
and of course watched our every move. Natalie asked if we wanted the window shut. We
told her to leave it open knowing there were no TVs in the village and we did not mind
being entertainment for the young kids.

Above and below: the Mangyan church. Also me checking out their Bible. They do have
the New Testament in print. But they are waiting for us to finish the Old Testament.
Pretty much everyone in the village goes to church, and as you can see they have a large
church for such a small village. Many of them actually go to church 14 times a week
(every morning and every afternoon) to sing, pray and hear from His Word. This is a
common practice among many of the Mangyan communities.



During the Sunday morning church service I was asked to share, and after the service, as
I had done the day before in another village, I entertained the young kids with my magic
and hand stands and teaching them some Hebrew songs with action. I then had Jesson,
Jerico and Eman take over teaching the kids some more songs with action. Below is what
the church looks like inside and from the front. If I would have been on the ball, I would
have gotten a picture packed with the 200 plus people in attendance. My only excuse is
that Raquel was not with me and she is usually the photographer.

Afterwards, Jesson brought the kids outside and taught them some fun relay games.
Pretty much the whole village showed up to be entertained by the kids excitedly running
and jumping. [The translation office on the right.] Continue to pray for our translation
teams. Within the next 6 years we hope to be able to print the whole Taubuid Bible for
these children of God so they can further grow in Him and His Word.



Below we send you some pictures Raquel shot of flowers in our front yard here at the
OMF group house, Calapan, Mindoro. Enjoy God’s creation with us.

 



A couple of weeks ago, Raquel and I and our translation teams were entertained at main
street, Calapan, where about a dozen schools in this area paraded dressed up and carrying
lights (candles inside jars), including lights on their heads. May we all continue to be a
light to the world, and may the translations we are working on bring light to the paths of
His children throughout the Philippines. Kabay pa!


