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JOURNAL OF A BUNKHOUSE
*First of a Series ?

Five or six years ago it was almost a privilege to be an evacuee.

The evacuees werc the novelty in Zamboanpz: One might have thought as well

that theJ would b ecome a "tourist attraction'.

Tt became fashionable to speak of the refugees that weire unloaded
b y droves in Zamboangaz. So some government and private agencies found in
them an excellent opportunity to exercise their philaonthropism and/or gain
some political or social credits.

" *In that context of collaboration/competition  between agencies and
"clubs" and the coverage of the publicity, the bunkhouse of Tumaga was
built. Iir. Peter Morga, in an evangellcal geature of self-dispossession,
offered his land,

The newly orrived pcople from Jolo, Basilan, Zamboanga del HNorte
and del Sur and the uplands of Zamboanga City for a moment forgot their
worries and the sorrow for their dear ones left behind in the cemetery,
in common improvised graves, or just. .floating on the river . . . The
bunkhouse, sfter all, was not so bad. They slso had plenty of space
around it that they turned into a vegetable garden. Some of them looked
for job, others ' busicd themselves with some occasional trade.

If cverybody, however, is wvulnersble to the 'ningas cogon' virus,
more so is the publicity and those who work only under its focus, be they
individuals, agencies or clubs. The cvacuces passed soon from the peak of
fame. to the buttom of oblivion as though they cxisted no more, Anyway,
according to-a government ageincy, ofter two years they are no longer
considered cvocuees. .Hence, if they aro "molongcr cvacuecs'' they arc not
cntitled to stay in the bunlchouse anymore, ospecially if the owner of the
land nceds it for a more profitable usc.

In the middlc of this year the ovmer of the land adopted » counvincing

approach to drive the evocuees awsy. He started difgging out the soil all
around the buikhousc as deep as six feet. One can guess what became of the
vegetobles ond other plants the people have growvm as supplement for their
necessitieg, One building had to be demolished to give way to the bull-
dezers. Literanlly the place became small islands as the river swelled .
and flooded the dug-out arca., The message with no words spelled out
clearly: "GO HOMZ, or.simply, "GO OUT", The pcople got it. They
wondered what to do, lest the bulldozers would dig the soil under tholr
feet ond mix them with the filling materianl.

They held a meeting on October 3, discusscd possible solutions to
their problem, and finally decided to voicc out their gricvances to Mr.
Pedro Iaustino, Regionsl Dircctor, :SSD, Region IX, in the form of a
petition. = Seven of them were oppointed by the group to draft the petition.
A certain iMr. Felisan who was once an occupant of the bunlchouse himsclf
voluntcered to type it for them. Iis gesture was strongly supported by
Pedro, the 8PDA coordinator of the bunkhouse. The typing was purpascly
delayed, giving some alibis to the pcople. i

On October 17, at 12:00 noon,the cvacucos received a notice from

-the Presidentiol Regional Officer for Development (PROD) signed by Col.
Jose Comendador inviting them to o neeting ot their office at 2:00 p.n.
thot some doys Six of them went ond were confronted by Col. Santos,

Col, Comendodor, Hr. Horga, Miss Zenoido T.ojono and lirs. Coridad Villanueva

of 1i3SD and My, Hamsadji of SPDA-SDD. They iere told to leove the land
and wes given time till the end of the month. ‘hey bargoined and they
-~ managed to heve an extension of two more months, il.ce., until December 31.
Relocotion in Mulu-Muwluan was offered, but ounly for thirty of them. Vhen
" the group asked, What about the others?", Col. Santos replied, "Hindi na
" namin probleua 'yan." ("It's not our problen anymorc.')

After knowiaeg the result of that mecting five fomilies took the
risk of goins bacl +hair, cwn places rlthough they ore aware that it is
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not yet safe for them to stoy therc, Anyhow, Zamboon¢u~City offered then
storvotion and official harassment, minus a few squarc feet of ground.
Back home they will haove ot leost some ground where they can be buried.

Prior to this, 15 fomilies werc forced to leave the bunkhouse on the

grounds thot they corn cnough to put up their own individual houses. They
build their shocks by the river bank, some were swept oway by the streem
as it swelled. -

There ore still 78 femilies that have nowhere to go. So they decided

to approoch the MSSD, corrying a written petition, Its content is very .
simple: "If we connot stay herc ony longer, provide us.a ploce occessible
to the city where we can corn our meager living'. Fifty-onc of them went
to the MSSD Regional Officc in the-morning of Oct. 24, lr. Foustino, the
Director, wos not there so they handed the petition lettor to lir. Romeo
Fernandez, Administrotive Officer I. Mr, Fernandez roceived the original
copy and gave them a written appointment to go back and meet Mr. Faustino
on Friday, Oct. 27,2t 1:70 p.m.

That day, Iriday, Oct. é?,_fifty—two of them storted leaving ‘the

bunkthouse as corly os 10:00 a.m. in order to be on tine for the appointment.

, It started roining after 12:00 noon, they were already o their way to the
158D office. They asked one anothcr, “Shaoll we continue walking or shall
we wait for the rair to stop?" since only a fow of them had umbrellas.

Their deocision wos unanimous: we continue walking. Those who hod umbrellas

shared them with the mothers who had brought their small children along.
The heavy downpour cought them on the way. They reached the office a few
minutes 'eforc 1:00 pe.m. and looked for lir, TFaustino. One of the workers

rcplied thot he arrived the day before and was around, but another onc’ said

he had an attack and was hospitalized in Dipolog, the place where he wos
supposed to come from. The group then looked for lir., Fernandez beccause it

was he who told them to come back thot day. They werc told that he hod an

emergency conference ot Southcom. Then one female worker went down and
toalked with the group. She said "that they studied the petition and
reciterated that they have no other placc to offer but Hulu-luluan., The
group unaenimously voiced their opposition to the place'which was some 5
kilometers from the city, with no water available and no ground for
cultivotion. The woman wos cornercd and looked for lir. Fernendez instead.
The group handed her a copy of their follow-up letter and requested her to
receive it; she just reod the letter and gove it back to the group, trying
to avoid the group's insistence. Then she went bock to the office. The
group wanted to follow her but the doorway wos blocked by four men, At
about 3:00 p.m. Miss Lejono of the MSSD City Branch arrived. Someonc in
the group ‘overheard from the workers thot a neoting was going on upstairs.
It took quite some time befonpe liss Lejano went down and talked with the
group.: She asked the group why they went straight to the Regional Office
whercas they could hove gone first to her officc. 'The group was told right
there and then, thot Iir. Horge wants his land back and thot the help he has
cxtended them for five ycors was enough. Again,  the rclocation at Mulu-
.Muluan wos meationed.. The group reocted negatively for the second time.
Finolly Miss Lejono said that if the group does not want to go to lMulu-
Ifuluan, the lost help she con extend them is to give them some money for
transportation bacl: to their hometowns; aside from that, she cannot give
anything clsc. Then she turned her back end left the group. The group
waited until zlmost 4:00 peit., hoping thot I Fernandez would come back to

the office. He did not show up. Then the group headed back to the bunkhouse.

They went home with heavy hearts,: #ay do they treat us like dogs?,
onc asked. '"Jc became cvacuccs not on our oun desire! Vhy don't they f100
us ond talk to us? Ve arc not going to kill them or cat them up! o 4 .

" These were some remarks they mode after their exporluncc of four’ 1ong hours

undcr the rain, shivering in cold, hungry. -

Later, they found out that MHr. Foustino wos in his office that after-

noon. Again, they osk, "Why do they trecat us like dogs?" . . .
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