
Dear family at Cannon Beach, 

I’ve now been back to San Jose, Mindoro for a couple of weeks and all’s well, 
thanking the Lord. 

Last week one of the girls came down with UTI, from probably not drinking enough 
water, but thanks to antibiotics and prayer, she is now back to normal. I regularly 
have to remind them (and myself actually) to drink plenty of water, being so hot 
here in the Philippines. 

We have a couple of teenage high schoolers presently with us. They are Americans, 
but were raised here in the Philippines, being daughters of our colleagues with our 
organization. They have been a big help with teaching our Mangyan kids English. 
For a couple of hours a day I divide our elementary kids of 14 into two groups, 
Vivian with one group and Anna with the other group. I recently had the kids write 
their own story in English about the “Princess From Balani”. Then I had Vivian and 
Anna correct them and discuss these stories with their group, encouraging Vivian 
and Anna to deviate from the story and talk about their and the Mangyan kids own 
lives, using the English words found in the stories. All seem to be enjoying the 
dialogues and learning a lot. Vivian and Anna will be with us for one month and we 
are happy for their wanting to be used by God this way. 

You probably received a long time ago the “Princess From Balani” story I told the 
girls here when they had a sleep over on the top of our flat roof.  I had made up 
the story as I was sharing it with them, not really knowing what my next sentence 
would be. However my “part 2”, which I’m sending via attachment, was made up as 
I typed it on my computer. Before you read part two, you might want to reread the 
initial “The Princes of Balani”, which I’m also sending via of attachment. Hope you 
enjoy it. 

Some of you wrote being concerned for us with regard to the last super typhoon 
that hit the Philippines. The eye of that typhoon hit the northern part of the 
Philippines. We are more in the central part of the Philippines, so we just got a lot 
of rain and some wind - no damage to speak about here. Thanks again for your 
concern, prayers, and support – much appreciated. Thanking the Lord for the good 
health He has given us and for a good sunset at the beach on Friday night where 
our Mangyan kids ministered to the little kids living next to the ocean. Our Mangyan 
students led the kids in song and yours truly was the one this time to tell the Bible 
story. 



For the next few months we plan to just stay put here in San Jose with our 
Mangyan kids. I also spend time with one of their kuyas (older brother) and 
sometimes with our students checking over our Taubuid translations. 

Yours in His service, 
Kermit for also Raquel 

 
 



The Princes from Balani, 

by Lolo Kermit 

 

There once was a little girl, actually not all that little, who was raised in Balani, a Mangyan town in the 
mountains of Mindoro, Philippines. She had read in school of fairy tales of beautiful princesses living in 
castles and she dreamed of being one herself. One day while she was up high in the mountains she met 
a large eagle. The eagle surprised her by asking her what she was doing. She told him she was strolling in 
the mountains dreaming of being a princess. The eagle told her to hop on his back and he would bring 
her to a large castle and introduce her to its king. However, right before she was to jump on he asked 
her, "You might fall off!" She replied, "Don't worry! I've ridden on a number of water buffalos before. So 
I'm sure I can ride on your back as well." So off they went soaring into the sky through the clouds. After 
a long ride the eagle landed inside the castle's courtyard. It happened that the king was outside enjoying 
his orchids. He and the eagle were friends. So the King asked the eagle who was this young lady he had 
on his back. The eagle responded, "I met her in the Mangyan mountains. She wants to be a princes." So 
the king asked her, "Are you willing to work for 3 years as a milkmaid milking my three cows and taking 
care of them?" The young gal answered, "Sure!" So the king brought her to his barn and told her she  
could sleep in the hay loft while she took care of his cows. The young lady began milking the cows every 
morning and evening and feeding them from the hay she slept on in the hay loft. She became fond of 
the cows and even gave them names, naming them Betsy, Nene, and Batata.  One morning though she 
noticed that Nene did not seem well and actually did not milk much. So she did the only thing she knew 
to do and that was to pray. The Lord answered her prayer since that afternoon Nene seemed to perk up 
and even milked her normal amount. One morning when our young lady went down from the hay loft to 
feed and milk the cows, she noticed that Betsy was nowhere to be found. She looked all over for Betsy 
up and down the rolling hills. After a couple of hours she found her under a guava tree. Monkeys were 
up in the tree throwing  guava's down to her. It was obvious that she was enjoying herself filling up 
herself with guavas. But the young lady knew that if the king found out there were only two cows left, 
that would be the end of her dream of becoming a princes. It was a good thing she brought a rope with 
her, with which she led Betsy back into the barn. After three years of her toil, the king visited her in the 
barn. He said, "You have been a faithful servant all these three years, keeping me well supplied with milk 
and taking care of my cows. Now I'll let you be a princess. You can marry my son." For a split second she 
was hesitant since she did not know if the king's son would be handsome. But she thought, "come what 
may" and agreed to marrying his son. So there was a glorious wedding party. It also turned out that the 
prince was very handsome and he in turn was well pleased with the princes his dad handed to him. She 
was not only beautiful and kind, but a faithful, responsible, and hard worker as well. And they lived 
happily ever after. They had three daughters and you can guess what they named them, Betsy, Nene 
and Batata. 

The End      



The Princes of Balani's Homecoming 

(Part 2) 

by Kermit Titrud 

 

[Introduction: Part 1 was about a young gal from Balani, Mindoro, Philippines 
flying to another country on the wings of an Eagle and after taking care of milking 
cows for 3 years became a princes and gave birth to 3 lovely daughters. Part 2 
continues the story.] 

 

One sunny day the eagle decided to soar in the beautiful skies and fly over the 
mountain range of Mindoro. As he flew over the village of Balani he noticed a 
woman high up in the mountains by herself. He became curious and decided to 
soar downward to get a better view. Perching himself on the branch of a 
mahogany tree he discerned she was in her 70s. She was crying and he could hear 
her mumble the words, "Lord, please help me, give me peace." Again curious as 
to what that meant, he asked her, "Lady, why are you crying and calling out to 
your God."  The old woman was surprised hearing a voice way up in a tree and in 
such a secluded place. She was even more surprised when she noticed it was an 
eagle talking to her, a brand new experience for her. She replied trying to keep 
from crying, "Many years ago, actually now over two decades ago, my daughter 
disappeared. Ever since, I've waited for her return. Even though the good Lord 
had given me 7 other children, I still miss her a lot. Now with my age and my 
feeble health, I no longer have any hope of seeing her again. I'm just crying out to 
my Lord telling Him of my broken heart and hoping He'd work a miracle." The 
eagle asked her the name of her child. She responded, "Roselita". The eagle was 
touched and then reassured her that Roselita was well. He said, "I know of your 
child. She is actually a princes in a far away country and has three daughters. 
Maybe the Lord had me fly over Mindoro for this very reason, to give you hope 
and reassure you that He has watched over your beloved daughter. I'll see what I 
can do so you can see her once again before you leave this earth." With that the 



eagle flew off and went straight to his eagle friends and told them the story. They 
too were touched and said they'd like to help out if possible.  

Four of them volunteered to help the eagle transport the family of Roselita to 
Balani. So after a hearty meal of various nuts, they accompanied the eagle to the 
palace. The eagle told Roselita in the presence of Prince Jasper and their 
daughters of his encounter with her mother. He told them that his four 
companions would be willing to take them to see her mom. It was Prince Jasper 
who responded first. He said, "Roselita, my dear, we must go and see your mom. 
She has been broken hearted for all these years not being able to see you." Of 
course the daughters were excited for the adventure and to be able to see their 
grandma whom they had never met. "Mom, please, we want to see grandma and 
our cousins." So off they went riding on the wings of eagles, a second experience 
for Roselita. But of course that was over two decades ago. However it was a first 
for the others. Roselita knew that her daughters and husband did not have the 
experience she had riding on water buffaloes during their growing up years. So 
since she was concerned that they might fall off, she said to her eagle friend, 
"Maybe we should fly under the other eagles in case any of them should fall off. 
We can catch them in the air." The eagle agreed. The daughters and the king 
found the ride exhilarating, both the experience of flying itself, but also seeing the 
breathtaking views of the world below, the land and the seas, and then the 
mountains of Mindoro with its valleys, cliffs, trees and a number of bald mountain 
tops. Finally they alighted upon the village of Balani safe and sound, and since it 
was a calm day, no one fell off the back of their eagle.  What a commotion that 
brought, five strange humans in strange clothing landing on the village on the 
backs of five eagles. Not an everyday occurrence for sure. Soon the whole village 
gathered around them. Even though it had been over two decades, Rosalita 
recognized some of the adults and called out their names. They were aghast and 
it took some of them awhile to realize that it was indeed Rosalita who was now 
very much a grown up herself. Rosalita asked where her mother was. Some of the 
younger ones standing there rushed off to tell her mom that Rosalita had just 
landed. When she did arrive on the scene you can imagine what a joyous reunion 
that was with lots of kisses and hugs. Actually they don't hug and kiss in Balani. It 



is not their culture. However Rosalita would kiss and hug her daughters having 
observed what they do in her new adopted country. The older ones of Balani 
received the hugs gladly. The younger ones of Balani where not to sure what was 
happening, being the first time to experience such a thing.   

The elders of the village agreed that they should have a welcome home party. So 
very early the next morning, even before the sun came up, the men of the village 
began roasting three pigs, a new experience for the prince and his daughters 
since they don't have pigs in their country. They just have a lot of cows and other 
barn yard animals like horses and chickens and turkeys. The women folk of Balani 
gathered lots of food from their fields in the mountains like bananas, cassava, 
sweet potatoes and other root crops, many of which were strange to the new 
comers. Usually the Balani villagers gather in their church early every morning to 
sing and pray and read from the Scriptures. This time the elders decided to have it 
at noon so the village would have time to prepare for the homecoming party. And 
oh what a party it was. After the usual songs of praise in their big church, they 
then asked Rosalita to share her experiences during the past two decades. 
Rosalita went up to the platform and related to those in attendance (practically 
the whole village) of her many experiences over the past couple of decades and 
how she became a princess and how the good Lord from above watched over her. 
She also told them what the country and houses looked like in her new home and 
of many of their strange customs and clothing. She told them she'd like to take 
them all there for a trip, but there probably were not enough eagles around to 
give them a ride. After Rosalita spoke, the leaders of the church prayed for her 
and her family and for the food and they all enjoyed the feast. Betsy though was 
not a big lover of the sweet potatoes - a little too strong of a taste for her liking. 
She preferred the plain potatoes of her country. But there was plenty of other 
food there of her liking and she was happy none the less. Of course the one who 
was most grateful and most happy was grandma.  She had been waiting many 
decades for this reunion and now she was experiencing the fruit of her hope 
beyond hope. 

The end, but not the total end. What happened after the party, you'll just have to 
wait and see. Even the author does not know yet. 


