
June 4, 2018 

Dear family, 

I just got back to Raquel and our home in San Jose, Mindoro after being gone for close to 
three weeks. For the first 10 days I was in Tacloban, Leyte meeting with our Waray 
translators. Once again I had a great time with the team and we got a lot done. 

Then I went to Nasuli, Mindanao (where Raquel and I lived for a decade) to mainly attend 
the wedding of Erjun Embudo – one of my soccer guys/sons of Nasuli past. It was a 
grande kasal – outdoors at a neat ranch style restaurant with horses and all and with a 
great view.   

After the wedding (I share more about it below) Jorge and I  with Pastor Nono Gumban 
and Jorge’s young brother went to the Western Bukidnon Manobo country. The Elkins 
translated the New Testament a number of decades ago and I then oversaw the 
translation of the Old Testament.  We had the dedication some 4 years ago. A couple of 
months before the dedication I had set up reading groups – I distributed passages in the 
O.T. for people to read on their own initially and then had them meet in groups to discuss 
the passages. Then at the dedication we asked those who had met with their groups at 
least half the time to come forward and over 100 came forward. Raquel and I then 
handed them pens and had them write their name on the Bible inside cover – meaning that 
the Bible was now theirs. I thought that the program we set up seemed to have worked 
very well and so we encouraged the pastors and church leaders to continue it. Four years 
later there are now 8 of these reading groups – in areas where there was no Christian 
ministry before. In some of the areas they have begun putting up meeting centers. Ezar 
commented to me of his big appreciation for initiating this program – saying that in the 
past Christianity was dead in these areas, but now it is well and alive. I with Jorge and 
the team visited one of the reading groups. The last 6 some kilometers was off the main 
highway and on a very poor gravel road. I was impressed with Jorge’s driving skills not 
going over any of the very near embankments. We got to the village safe and sound and I 
was able to initially minister to the kids since the parents were still working in the nearby 
banana orchards. I taught them some songs (Psalm 136 in Hebrew) and about Jesus and 
taught them about what Jesus did to the 10 men with a skin desease and how that only 
one went back to thank Jesus. I spent some time with them encouraging each of them to 
thank the Lord for whatever He has done for them or given them – with no repeats of 
what the previous one had said. 



  

Then at 2:30 we met with the adults – but I also had the kids sing to their parents the 
two songs I taught them earlier. Had a great time as I shared with them some basics of 
life in Christ. Of course they were impressed with my intermission – standing on my hands 
5 different ways. 

    

Below: teaching them Psalm 138 in song and actions – Hodu ladonay ci tov! 



Praise/Give-thank to the Lord/Boss for (He is) good!

    

Below is a picture of the reading group facilitators that went with Jorge and me. Nono in 
white T-shirt on far left also went with us. Nono was a member of our Light Team that 
did distribution of Scriptures throughout Mindanao for ten years. Next to him is Pastor 
Noel, then Jorge, then of course me, then Pastor Ezar and at far right, Pastor Yoyoy. 

 

Again I experienced how God marvelously orchestrates our lives. Just two examples of a 
multitude of occurrences: 

1. After meeting with the three pastors involved in overseeing the reading of the 
Western Bukidnon Manobo translation, Jorge and I left in his multicab for 
Maramag where I would catch a bus for Davao. After two kilometers (about one 
mile) I realized I had forgotten my cell phone that I had plugged in to recharge its 
battery and so it was kind of hidden from view. As we went back to retrieve it, we 
saw Yoyoy on the side of the highway with his motorcycle. Apparently it died on 
him as he was going home. We told him we’d stop by on our way back if he still could 
not get it going. Sure enough, after retrieving my cell phone, we saw Yoyoy pushing 
his motorcycle to town which was 6 kilometers (4 miles) away – up and down hills. 



We stopped and were able to get his motorcycle through the back of the multicab 
and give Yoyoy a lift to the motorcycle repair shop in town. (It seems that while we 
were sleeping at the parsonage, someone came in and stole a part from his 
motorcycle.) I thanked the Lord for allowing me to not see my cell phone so we 
could help one of our brothers in need. It would have taken him a number of hours 
to reach the motorcycle shop and a grueling trip at that – pulling his motorcycle up 
all those hills. Thank you Lord for orchestrating our lives. 

        

 

While I was at the Bethel school in Tacloban working with the Waray translators I 
noticed I was receiving a more than usually number of return emails – streams of them. 
So I had the IT at the school look over my program. He apparently is not all that familiar 
with Microsoft Outlook and  so did something wherein I could no longer retrieve emails. I 
figured I’d have it looked at by our IT guy with SIL in Davao. It so happened that Jeff 
(the main IT man) was leaving the country that Sunday – the day after my arriving at our 
Davao center. He had a couple hour window to look at my computer and take care of the 
problem. What timing. It would have been a stressful time for me if he was not there to 
save me. Again, thank you Lord for orchestrating our lives and the timing of events. 

While at Tacloban Tom Payne (with SIL), whom I did survey with around the western 
Visayan islands back in 1977 (which included Caluya), gave a two hour presentation to our 
Waray translation group on Waray grammar. It was great seeing him. Below: Rebecca, one 
of our translators, hosted him and me for an after church lunch. 



 

I’m now back at our home in San Jose, Mindoro. Below: Raquel having lunch with our 
panday/carpenter and his son and next to her, Angel, one of our apo/Mangyan grandkids, 
who just arrived having spent the summer on Caluya with Raquel’s sister and parents.  I 
was very surprised at how much Caluyanun she can now speak – being exposed to it for 
only a couple of months. 

   

 

Today (June 4) the rest of our Mangyan students arrived from throughout Mindoro to 
begin their 3rd year of education with us. Pray that we will once again have a great year. 

Some pictures of the wedding if you are interested: 

BTW, it was their 10 anniversary from the time Erjun asked Anne if she would be his 
girlfriend. They both wanted to finish their schooling first before they got married. 



 

Below:   left: Retchie (wife of Jorge); Right: Vangie (our house help when we lived at 
Nasuli) – sitting on the veranda of the large ranch restaurant (see also picture 
below)  waiting for the wedding to begin. 

 

Here comes the bride! 

 

View before the guests were seated. 



 

The wedding was outside with beautiful decorations and view. 

 

 

About 3/4ths through the wedding it began to rain and so everyone rushed into the hall 
of the large ranch restaurant. The hall was actually big enough to accommodate most of 
us. However as the last 1/4th  of the ceremonies were being performed it was obvious to 
me that Erjun was not all that happy. To confirm my thoughts I approached his mom and 
mentioned that it did not seem Erjun was happy. She confirmed my thinking. I then asked 
her if I could interrupt the wedding. She nodded that I could. So I went up and asked 
the officiating pastor if I could have the mic. He handed it to me and I mentioned to the 
audience that it did not seem to me nor to his mom that Erjun was happy, and the reason 
was probably due to it having rained (naulanan kami) and so Erjun probably was thinking 
the wedding was spoiled. I mentioned that the rain did not make any difference to us 
(“Wala kaso kanato, di ba?”) and the audience confirmed that with a big “Oo/Yes!” I then 



commented that “Malipayon pa gihapon kita, di ba?” (We are still happy, correct?)  Again 
the audience responded with a loud “Oo.” Erjun then had a big grin and the wedding 
proceeded after a few more encouraging words from yours truly. I felt I had the right to 
interrupt the wedding since I was a prime sponsor/ninong/maninoy/godfather. I thanked 
the Lord for sending me to the wedding, believing He used me at a critical point in the 
wedding. Afterwards many confirmed verbally and with thumbs up of their appreciation 
for what I did, being bold enough to interrupt a wedding – my first and hopefully last.  : ) 

I also had a great time in Davao, Mindanao seeing a number of our SIL friends of old. 
Again, thankful for Jeff being the savior of my computer even while he was packing up 
for furlough. The Lord even was gracious to me to have me at Davao when they play 
soccer on Sat. afternoon. That was fun, and I thank Him for giving this 67 year old man 
the stamina to be able to still play soccer. Also glad that Pastor Dante/Dan (also a 
member of the Light Team of old) happened to be in Davao at that time, and he found out 
that I was in Davao and so I was able to get a ride with him in comfort in his vehicle 
(Normally a five hour bus trip from Davao to Nasuli, and often standing since not enough 
seats). I could go on and on testifying to His goodness to me and those close to me, but 
you all have probably lots you want to get done, and so do I, so I’ll close for now. 

Enjoy Him and His many blessings, 
Kermit with Raquel Titrud 


