
In the last update we sent to you we had just arrived in Manila. 
Since then much has happened, so you might want to grab a cup 
of coffee. 
Raquel and I were able to ride in a "door to door" van from 
Manila to San Jose (southern tip of the island of 
Mindoro).  Actually Raquel and I got off midway down 
Mindoro so we could attend Beth's wedding. Beth is one of our 
Hanunuu translators whom I put in charge of overseeing the 
Hanunuu translation. The van though brought our luggage to its 
final destination in San Jose. 
Raquel and I noticed that during the wedding Beth was 4 in 1. 
She not only was the bride, but the wedding coordinator (as you 
can see in the first picture below of her giving instructions to her 
bridesmaids), decorator, and overseer of the food preparations. 
(If interested in more details of the wedding see pictures and 
captions below.) 
After the wedding Raquel and I once again got on the back of a 
for-hire motorcycle that took us back to the highway where we 
caught a van going to San Jose.  After a couple of days in San 
Jose, Jesson and I took off for the Mangyan mountains. After a 
one hour bus ride, we then hiked up the mountains for two hours 
to the first village of Balani where we tested the kids who want 
to enroll in our special education program. We spent the night 
there in Balani and then for the next two days trekked to 4 more 
villages testing the children in those villages as well, sleeping 
overnight in two of them. All went very well in spite of my 
stumbling down the wooden stairs and landing hard on the edge 
of the base board tearing up some skin and a fair amount of 
flesh. I was glad Jesson brought with him a clean bandage and 
that Freddy (one of the Mangyans I had trained to teach kids in 



their own language) had some alcohol, which did sting plenty. I 
think the young kids watching the event were amused at seeing 
an old white guy groaning with pain. At the last village, I 
noticed I had a little scratch on my leg. I was concerned seeing 
flies on the scratch enjoying the feast. And sure enough it did 
get infected. I thought it to be interesting that the fairly large 
wound on the bottom of my foot did not get infected, but the 
tiny scratch did. Both wounds are now healed though, again 
thanking our Lord for how He put together our bodies to heal 
themselves, replacing lost flesh and skin and defeating whatever 
bad bacteria or foreign substances that get into our system. Hodu 
ladonay ci tov! We ended up with choosing 15 kids from these 5 
villages that we thought would be able to handle our 3rd grade 
class. I really got excited with the last four we tested. Even 
though they were much younger (7, 8 and 9) than most we 
tested, they were very sharp and very fast learners. 
Jesson and I with our companions then walked down the 
mountain where we found a tricycle to take four of us to the 
highway. (Jesson and I started with two companions and ended 
up with four as the teachers I trained in the other villages joined 
us as we went to the next villages.) Jesson and I got on a bus 
going south back to San Jose. Our two Mangyan companions 
got on a van going north back to the area of their villages. I 
noticed that our Mangyan companions were asked to climb on 
top of the van even though there were plenty of empty seats 
inside the van. I asked Jesson why this was so. Jesson responded 
that it is due to discrimination. The Mangyans are looked down 
upon by the lowlanders as backwards, uneducated, uncivilized 
and kind of sub-human. 
This is another reason for why I’m doing this educational 



program for the Mangyans – to give them self respect and to 
demonstrate to the lowlanders here in Mindoro that the 
Mangyans are their equals and have just as great of a potential as 
they do, and should be respected. I hope to get one lawyer out of 
this group of kids so they can help their fellow Mangyans with 
their land rights and other civil rights. Others I hope will become 
Bible translators/consultant, evangelists, missionaries, teachers, 
and whatever profession they are gifted in that God calls them to 
do. By the way, after the test we met with those whom we felt 
could enter our program. We asked them if they wanted to go to 
school in San Jose. They replied, “Ken!” which means yes 
(happens to be yes for Hebrew as well – maybe they are one of 
the last tribes). We then asked them if they loved Jesus. Again 
the reply was “Ken!”. We then asked them to promise us three 
things: (1) that they would be masipag/industrious studying, (2) 
that they would be masunurin/obedient, and (3) that they would 
not marry until they finish their high school (often Mangyans 
marry very early – even at the age of 14). They all agreed to the 
above and we also had their  parents agree to number 3 as well – 
not marrying off their kid until he/she finished high school, and 
hopefully college as well. 
After a two day rest in San Jose, Jesson and I took off again on a 
5 hour bus ride going to the northern part of Mindoro where the 
Taubuid Oriental live. There at the village of Safa we stayed 
with Lenie in her very humble little hut. Lenie has been with 
Raquel and me for over 20 years helping us with multiple 
translations, and much of her time is now with the translators in 
Safa. I had put her in charge of the Taubuid Oriental translation. 
With Lenie and Tonio’s help we again tested probably around 
30 kids there who wanted to join our program. We ended up 



choosing 12 of them. There were others from the very remote 
villages who also wanted to join. I asked Tonio and Rosilie who 
will be the dorm parents to test them to see if they think they can 
handle our program. [Recently we received word that many 
came to Safa to be tested by Tonio and he passed 3 of them.] 
Jesson and I, again accompanied by Tonio, once again hiked for 
about an hour to the road, crossing the river at least a dozen 
times. On the way we happened to meet up with the father of the 
child I was told who also wanted to enter our program and was 
very sharp and from the remote village of Tipson. Again I 
thanked the Lord for “circumstantially” allowing us to meet this 
father so we could give him the scoop about the program and so 
he could get to know us. Over and over again I’m impressed by 
how He leads our way and works things out so beautifully. 
Once again Jesson and I got on a van that took us to Roxas 
where we transferred to another van that took us to Beth’s place. 
There was waiting for us 4 Hanunuu kids who wanted to attend 
our school who were accompanied by their parents, having 
walked about two hours down from the mountains to take the 
test. I was impressed with the analytical thinking skills of all 4 
and they all seemed to be very sharp, as well as fast readers and 
quickly understanding what they read. We wanted 30 kids. We 
now have 34. Others since have been asking us if they could 
join, but we’ve had to tell them that we are full. 
After testing the Hanunuu kids, Jesson and I continued on our 
journey back home arriving around 7:30 PM. Boy, was I 
fatigued and my nose started to run like the Nile River. For the 
next two days I had no energy as my body was working 
overtime clearing up whatever bug/virus I ended up catching on 
the trip. Once again though I thanked Him that I did not have 



any other pressing schedule or obligation and was able to be 
babied by my dear wife. Over and over again He has been so 
gracious to me in this area – often I’ve been gone for a month or 
more on a very intensive teaching or training schedule with lots 
of people dependent upon me being well. I can’t remember ever 
getting sick during these times. But often I’ve gotten sick the 
moment I arrive back at home – where I can rest in the comforts 
of my own home with no one being dependent upon me being 
well. Again I can only praise Him for healing me again of 
whatever virus/bacteria that had invaded my system. 
I could go on and on sharing of many more blessings and 
wonders the Lord has blessed us with. But you probably have 
your own work you need to get back to. So I’ll close for now. In 
heaven we’ll have all of eternity sharing stories of His wonders. 
For those of you who are interested, scroll down to see some 
pictures of our travels and to get a glimpse of the Mindoro 
mountains and Mangyan culture. After the pictures I have pasted 
a write-up of how we tested the kids, again for those of you who 
might be interested. We mainly were trying to find those who 
can read and understand what they read and those who have 
good analytical skills and seemed to be fast learners. 
Thanks again for your prayers and being our partners. Again, 
much appreciated. School starts June 13 and even though we are 
now pretty much ready for these 34 kids we could still use your 
prayers. During the next few weeks while waiting for school to 
begin I hope to spend much of my time checking our Waray 
translation. 
Yours in His service, 
Kermit with Raquel 



Phone # in Philippines: 0947-697-9635 - Smart;    0917-914-
8113 - Globe 
Email: Kermit_Titrud@sil.org; Raquel_Titrud@sil.org 
Headquarters (for gifts – please enclose a note saying 
“preference for the ministry of Kermit and Raquel Titrud”): 
Wycliffe Bible Translators, P.O. Box 628200, Orlando, FL 
32862-8200 
Below: Beth giving final instructions to her bridesmaids right 
before the wedding while they do last minute decorations made 
of local palm leaves. 

 
Of course one has to have lechon 



 
and pancit – favorites here in the Philippines. 

 
  



B 
Hiking up to the family compound of the bride. 

 
Here is where Raquel and I hanged out and spent the night – 
Since it is the hottest month here in the Philippines, I kind of 



liked not having any walls. The breeze was refreshing. 

 

 



 
Raquel ended up being the manugpaguapa – can’t remember 
what that is in English – the one-who-causes-to-be-pretty. 

 
Beth in front of her home. 



 
Now on the way to the church which is only a couple of hundred 
yards/meters from Beth’s family compound. 

 
Buen (whom I put in charge of the Taubuid Occidental 
translation) and Elyas (one  of our Hanunuu translators) also 



attended the wedding. 

 
The recently built Mangyan church – now decorated by the bride 
and her bridesmaids. 



 
People came in all kinds of attire – including the traditional g-
string/loin cloth. 

 
A very happy bride and groom. 



 
As well as happy godparents/(maninoy and maninay). First time 
I think I wore a tie in the Philippines. I brought it along in case 
the bride wanted me to wear it. She did. 

 
  
Below: Jesson and I on our tour among the villages in the 
Taubuid Occidental Mangyan mountains: 



 
Above: Freddy (whom I trained to teach the Mangyan kids in 
their own language) and I sharing with the kids about our new 
educational program and giving instructions about the test. Since 
the kids know virtually no English and very little Tagalog, 
Freddy interpreted and expounded upon what I told them in 
Tagalog. 
Below: taking the test using as desks the pew benches in the 
church. 

 



Below: trekking from village to village. Jacob (our Mangyan 
teacher for the village of Balani) and Daniel (one of our main 
translators for Taubuid Occidental who also lives in Balani) 
walked down the mountain to met Jesson and me at the highway 
and accompanied us for the next four days as we toured and 
tested the kids in 5 villages. Notice Jacob (on left) wearing his 
homemade “lanbong” and Daniel (on right) carrying my 
salvation. I cannot sleep like they can on just a wooden or 
bamboo (or even cement) surface. My hip bones in particular 
become very sore. So I bring along with me an exercise mat. 
I’ve never actually used it for exercise – only for sleeping.  : ) 
[Linguist note if interested: In one of the Taubuid languages 
“lanbong” means both shade and clothes. In Raquel’s language 
(Caluyanun) “lambong” would be clothes, while “landong” 
would be shade. I’m guessing though that Raquel’s ancestors 
probably also used the word “lanbong” for both meanings. 
Before the Spanish came to the Philippines, Filipinos really did 
not have much for clothing. So when the Spaniards brought in 
shirts, pants, dresses, etc., what do we call it? One of the main 
purposes for wearing clothes here is protection from the sun, just 
like what shade does for us. So might as well just call it 
“lanbong”/shade. Raquel’s ancestors though ended up giving 
them (clothes and shade) a distinct pronunciation to alleviate 
any ambiguity.] 



 
Us humans utilize lanbong (shade and clothes) to protect us 
from the heat of the sun, whereas “Carabao” (water buffaloes) 
prefer the mud holes. 

 
Below: as we arrived in one village we saw these two men on 
their way down the mountain to sell their bananas. Bananas is 
probably the Mangyans’ main staple – for food and for income. 



 
Here we also met Jacob’s grandma/lola on her way to the 
mountains to plant sweet potatoes. 

 



 
Every little barrio/village had a church where the community 
meets 14 times a week, every morning and evening to worship 
our Lord – singing, praying and reading from the Scriptures. 
Most of our testing of the kids where in these village churches as 
you can see below. What I like about Mangyan culture is that 
one does not need to wear a shirt, even in church. Often the 
speaker himself does not wear a shirt and often just wears a g-
string. Raquel won’t let me go that far though.   : ) 

 



 
I really enjoyed trekking up and down the mountains going to 
the various Mangyan villages. Actually my problem is that as 
I’m walking the trails I’m usually checking out God’s creation 
and enjoying it all praising our Father for His creative skills, and 
I rarely am looking down at the trail. As a result there were a 
number of times I almost kissed the ground as I stumbled over a 
rock, tree stump or getting my legs entangled by crawling vine 
type vegetation. I thanked the Lord more than once for giving 
me quick reactions keeping myself from falling hard on the 
ground. 

 



Can you guess what the above is? It is actually the equivalent of 
an outhouse. As you can see it is made out of sticks, palm leaves 
and some old tin. Even though I’m short, I myself had a hard 
time dunking low enough to get inside to do my thing. Actually 
most of the homes don’t even have something like this. They 
just go out into the woods or brush. 

 
Above: At the fifth barrio where we tested kids, this is where we 
hung out and ended up sleeping. Jesson is on the right and the 
rest of my companions are resting after our walk to the village. 
The nice thing about bamboo floors and bamboo benches is that 
there is more air movement. It is always hot in the Philippines, 
but the month of May is the hottest. 
Below was my perch during the night. As you can see, my mat 
(which in this picture I was using as a pillow) is pretty thin, 
however it is infinitely better than nothing. At least I was able to 
get a fair amount of sleep. Thank you Lord for mats, and again 
thanks for watching over me and my companions on our 
trekking the mountains, and thanks so much for the enthusiasm 
you are giving to these kids who want to learn as well as to their 



parents. Looking forward to this new adventure and vision you 
have given this old man. And thanks for the prayers of those 
reading this, and thanks in advance for answering their prayers. 

 
For those of you who are curious with regard to the test we gave 
to the Mangyan kids, read on. 
First we… 
1.      Checked to see if they could read numbers (random numbers on the 
page) 
2.      Checked to see if they could read letters (random letters on the page - 
caps and small) 
3.      Checked to see if they could read simple English words including colors 
and nonsense words. 
If they could not do the above or found it very difficult, I really 
did not follow up with those individuals. Most of those we tested 
could do the above. They generally could read red, yellow, and 
blue, but most had difficulty with purple. Those who 
pronounced it as it looks, that is p u r ple (pronouncing the e in 
ple) I let it go thinking that at least they can read phonetically. 
Next I had them answer a few simple math problems like 4 + 3 



and 8 – 4. Most could do these. 
Then I gave them more difficult math. Most could not handle the 
addition and subtraction of more than one digit numbers.  Many 
actually for 389 plus 458 answered it as 71317. Instead of 
carrying the 1 to the top of the 8 of 389, the 1 went to the 
bottom.  Only a few could do the subtraction of 3 digit numbers. 
I usually did not have them answer all the questions on a given 
page – just a few – if they could not get a few, then they 
probably could not get the others and vice a versa. 
We also had them answer patters such as 21 23 25 27 _   and 45 
40 35 30 _   and other patterns with squares and triangles. Most 
could not figure it out (writing 28 after 27 or 31 after 30) until I 
corrected their mistake, then most were able to continue with the 
correct answer. 
We handed them the following peso bills: 100, 50, 20 and two 5 
peso coins and four 1 peso coins and asked, “Magkano ang 
pera?” "How much?" Maybe only half of them were able to give 
the correct answer. 
Also only about half of them gave the correct answer for "What 
time does the sun rise?" and "What time does the sun set?" 
For those who could read simple words and could do simple 
math and figure out the patterns, we then had them individually 
read Mark 7:31-37 out loud in their own language (from the 
New Testaments we had in their language) in the presence of 
one of our companions who spoke their language who would 
then ask them the following: 
a.      What was the sickness/karamdaman of the man? 
b.      How did Jesus heal him? 
c.      What was the reaction of the people? 



Many had difficulty reading and answering the questions. We 
only accepted those who could read and comprehend what they 
read. 
We also checked to see if they can tell time with the printouts I 
had of pictures of clocks with hands on them. I found out that 
many if not most of even those who have gone through 5 years 
of schooling could not tell time.  Some got it, but many mixed 
the Spanish hour with the English minutes, so two twenty five 
would become alas dos twenty five. Of course I accepted it – 
kind of cute.  : ) 
There were a number of other kinds of questions we asked using 
the print outs I collected from various sources. 
Most of these kids, even the ones we accepted, are really the 
equivalent of 2nd graders (even though some of them have 
passed 5th grade in the public schools) when it comes to overall 
knowledge; but within the end of the year I hope to get them to 
have advanced at least two years and with some, maybe even 
three or more. Also by the end of the year I’m trusting that their 
English will be good enough for them to understand a teacher 
from the USA who cannot speak their language. Please contact 
us if you know of a retired teacher for example who would like 
to come and minister to these kids teaching them via English. 
The house we are building for teachers should be done by next 
year. It is already close to half done. A large amount of our 
(Kermit and Raquel’s) time will be teaching and overseeing 
these kids and the staff, but in subsequent years we hope to get 
others to teach them. 
We now have 34 students who passed our testing and want to 
study here in San Jose. I’m getting very excited.  : ) 



All’s working out beautifully. 
Again thanking the Lord to the max for His goodness and how 
He is orchestrating it all, and for how He is marvelously 
fulfilling this vision He gave me. Thanking Him also for my 
supportive wife. She does though express concerns and fears 
now and then (mainly with regard to the logistics of meeting all 
the needs of these students). Pray that our loving Lord will ease 
those concerns and fears.	


