
Dear family,    

Jesson and I are now back at San Jose after having spent an incredible 6 days in 6 Mangyan villages
tucked up in the mountains. When people ask Jesson how it went, his response is: “Hindi mabayaran,”
(literal meaning: “Not can-be-paid”) meaning no amount of money could be given in exchange for the
experience. Besides the beautiful relationship we as a group of 8 (Jesson, I, three translators and three of
the teachers I had just trained) had with one another and the great reception we received from the
communities, we were most blessed seeing the joy of the kids as we taught them.

Raquel in the meantime had a good relaxing time with her family on Caluya. The two young German
ladies who accompanied her seemed to have had an enjoyable time as well.

This week we are working with the Taubuid translators. I also asked the three teachers to come back for
one day for some follow up instructions and training, especially concerning how to teach the 1st graders.
We had one full day with them along with two new teachers for two more villages. Pray for wisdom for
these teachers and translators, and give praise to Him along with us for how He so wonderfully took care
of us in the hinterlands last week.

If you would like to read in more detail of our journey and what we did in the villages, read on. And below
that are some pictures of our life during the past month.

Yours in His service,

Kermit and Raquel Titrud

Office Address in the U.S. and for contributions:

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

ONLINE GIVING:

www.wycliffe.org/Partnership.aspx?mid=BB7514



Each day we (Jesson and I with 3 of our Taubuid Old Testament translators and the 3 I had just trained to
be teachers) would hike to another village (the villages are about an hour or two apart on foot - and often
times pretty steep climbs up and down the slopes). Once we arrived in a village we would first meet with
the elders of the church to get their permission to teach the kids of the village. We also were able to meet
with the public teachers expressing our desire to help them educate the Mangyan kids. All the public
school teachers are lowland Tagalogs and teach in Tagalog. They though seemed to be familiar with the
relatively new policy of the government trying to get the kids to also learn in their own language and not
just in Tagalog and English. (It has been demonstrated that young elementary kids who have had
education in their own language do even better in Tagalog and English than those who only get their
education in Tagalog and English, bypassing education in their own language.) We then would meet with
the 1st, 2nd and 3rd graders. However many of the 4th and 5th graders wanted to participate as well.  So we
also accommodated them. We would first teach them around 4 songs as the 3rd graders sang along
reading from the printed copies we brought with us. These were songs we had translated from another
language only a week before. One of our Taubuid team members then would tell the story of Jonah. We
then would ask them if they could tell us as much as they could remember about the story. They are
pretty shy, so often their only response was Jonah was eaten up by a fish. We would follow up on that
with another question like: why was Jonah eaten by a fish? They often would answer: Because he
disobeyed God. How did he disobey God? They generally answered: By not going to Nineveh and telling
the people there they need to repent. We asked a few more questions including: Do you think Jonah
knew how to swim? To see if the 3rd graders could read, we would hand out the printed copies of Jonah to
them and observe if they could read the verses along with us. It was obvious that they needed more
practice reading together. We then checked to see if they could read individually. A number of 3rd graders
seemed to be able to read to some extent. We then gave all the three graders a printed out
activity/exercise to fill out in pencil or color. These three print outs we produced the previous week. For
the third graders they were to color the pictures that were related to the story of Jonah. There were 9
picture frames on the paper we handed out – half of them were related to Jonah (like a boat, fish, and a
man with a balloon above him which read in Tawbuid, “Go to the city of Nineveh.”) – the other half of the
pictures did not relate to the book of Jonah (like a house, a banana tree, and a man with a balloon above
him which read in Tawbuid, “Go help your mother in the banana grove.” I was pleased with the results.
Most did OK, but only a very few got 100%. We had simpler activities for the 1st and 2nd graders. In some
of the villages I of course did my magic tricks and impressed the kids with fufuama (grandpa) being able
to stand on his hands 5 different ways.

Other misc. items/events on the trip:

Even though at times it was tiring going up steep sloops, the views were fantastic, seeing the mountain
slopes and valleys miles away, and often times even being able to see the ocean in the far horizon. In a
couple of villages the sunsets with the ocean on the horizon were sooo relaxing. Wonder if you can
picture me after the afternoon devotion service sitting on the window sill  of one of the churches (no glass
panes on these very simple structured churches) just eating up the view in the distance and now and then
being entertained by a couple pounding rice in harmony and goats roaming loose. The goats seem to like
to sleep next to the church at night. So there is a fairly powerful aroma – but I’ll take goat smell over
chicken or pig smell any day. By the way, the Mangyan word for cow dung (pies) or carabao/water-buffalo
dung (pies) is “keyk” – pronounced as “cake”. I found that kind of interesting and humorous. As we hiked
the trails, every now and then we were warned by a companion in front of us of a “keyk” on the path.

I mentioned the long hikes and steep sloops. But it could have been worse if I would have had to carry my
back pack as well. However, our young companions took compassion on the old man and would not let
me carry my own bag. They carried mine as well as theirs, which included the teaching materials as well.

The Mangyans (as do most Filipinos) just sleep on the wood or bamboo floors. However I’ve never been
able to sleep without some padding, at least on my hips and tailbone. So I thanked the Lord more than
once for my 2 X 1 _ foot and one inch thick foam I rolled up and stuck in my back pack.  

During our hiking, the Lord protected us from the heavy rains. Twice, within a few minutes after we
reached our destination it poured. Our fourth of a sack of rice we brought with us including our materials
and clothes would have been soaked. It would have been a long night sleeping in wet clothes. We could
not thank Him enough. Once again we sang “hodu ladonay ci tov” – “thanks/praise be to our Lord for He
is good”. Everywhere we went we taught the Mangyans that Hebrew song (found in Psalms 136) - with



action expressing the meaning of the words. They seemed to love it.

In all the 6 villages, the people gather every sunrise (around 5:30 AM) and afternoon (around 5 PM) for
devotions – singing, praying and sharing from the Word. I had heard that is what they do in all the
Taubuid churches, and Jesson and I can now vouch that it is indeed their practice. Pray for the translation
team I work with that we’ll be able to get them the Old Testament soon.

When we arrived back at San Jose, we turned on our computers which we stored here during the week
we were hiking in the mountains. However there were a ton of ants that came out of Jesson’s computer
and it appears they damaged his computer since his enter and shift key would no longer work. We
brought it to a computer shop to get it repaired and as we were about to leave on the motorcycle my
brother-in-law loaned out to me, a friend from Caluya was getting out of a tricycle. She told me that Titing
(her sister-in-law) is totally healed. When I first arrived on Caluya in 1977, I was still single and Titing
(around 18 year old at the time) became my cook and helped with household chores. She was/is like a
younger sister to me. She became a diabetic and then around a year ago cut her toe. It became badly
infected and black and blue and swollen. The doctor told her it needed to be amputated. But she did not
want to have it amputated – just wanted to trust in God. It got worse to the point that the doctor told her
she needed her whole leg amputated. Again she refused and continue to trust in God. When I saw her, it
looked very bad. She told me that she would prefer to just trust in God. If God did not heal her, that would
be ok as well. She knew where she would end up – in His hands in heaven. I prayed for her, though I’ll
admit I did not have a ton of faith. I’ve seen another friend as well as my close cousin Dennis die from a
similar situation. But God answered her prayer. Another evidence of His power and love to His children.
Hodu ladonay ci tov!

I could probably go on for a number more pages sharing our joys and experiences with our loving God
and His children, but I better close for now. We’ll have all of eternity to catch up on the wonders of His
graces in each of our lives. As I close, Raquel and I pray that you too will be most blessed by Him. And
thanks again for being our partners in our various ministries in Asia.

Kermit teaching Taubuid teachers how to teach elementary kids in their own language.



On the trail up to Balani, a Mangyan village tucked into the mountains. The banana leaves gave us a little
protection from the rain, as long as the rain is not pouring.

Below: attending one of their twice a day devotional services.



Teaching the elementary kids in their own language.

There are really no extra plates around, so we make due with freshly cut banana leaves – just throw the
rice on the banana leaf and whatever viand (whatever is eaten with rice) is available. Too bad I forgot to
get a picture of this before and not just after the food was devoured. Jesson cleaning up some of the
scraps. No silverware is also needed when hands do just as good of a job.



In a number of the villages, water was scarce. Here we took our baths and washed our clothes on the
path. You can see the water coming out of the hollow bamboo.

Approaching a typical Mangyan village.

And once again teaching more kids. Often the older kids and adults came to observe and be entertained.



Below was when I was in Tacloban a couple of weeks earlier – playing soccer with “Coach Topher” (in the
yellow shirt).

In the background is the triplex Raquel and I stayed in. We stayed in the middle part. As you can see the
roof is now back on, having disappeared with the last typhoon that swept the town.



Below, Topher and I going one on one. Score ended up a tie.

The below shots are of me training our Winaray translators in Tacloban.

 


