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Save the Date: 
October 13, 2018, Saturday 
Nation-wide Rosary in the 
Public Square at 12 noon 

Jesus I Trust In You!
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Event draws hundreds for 
park named after highest-rank-
ing Filipino-American in San 

Diego Police history
 
San Diego – As part of his com-

mitment to break ground on or 
upgrade 50 parks in fi ve years, 
Mayor Kevin L. Faulconer was 
joined today by San Diego Police 
Chief David Nisleit and commu-
nity members to offi cially open 
the new Cesar Solis Community 
Park for South Bay residents.
The park is named after retired 

Assistant Police Chief Cesar Solis 

and marks the fi rst in City history to 
be named after a Filipino-American. 
Chief Solis spent 32 years with the 

San Diego Police Department before 
retiring in 2014. Working his way up 

Hoping to reconcile with his ex-girlfriend, Dante knocked at the door of Mimi’s 
residence. A maid let him in. She offered for him to sit at a sofa in the living 
room and went upstairs to inform Mimi of her guest.

“Ate,” she knocked at the door. “You have a visitor.”
Mimi had an inkling who he was. She opened the door slightly and peered from the inside.
“Who is it?”
“It’s the guy you went out with this morning.”
“Tell him I don’t want to talk to him. I am not feeling well.”
The maid looked surprised. A few hours earlier, Mimi was amiable to the guest.
“C’mon, tell her that.”
She reluctantly went downstairs to relay Dante her message.
“Ate Mimi couldn’t not come. She’s not feeling well.”
“Tell her it is me, Dante.”

Jovic Yee, Inquirer.net | MA-
NILA, 9/20/2018 -- Sen. Frank-
lin Drilon expressed concern 
on Wednesday about the huge 
number of Chinese workers in 
the country, as he noted that their 
presence was depriving Filipinos 
of the opportunity to be gainfully 
employed.
During the deliberation of the 

Department of Labor and Em-
ployment’s (Dole) 2019 budget, 
Drilon said he learned from 
“industry people” that there were 
about 400,000 foreign workers in 
Metro Manila alone.

Of this number, 150,000 workers 
are supposedly located in Para-
ñaque’s Entertainment City.
Labor Secretary Silvestre Bello 

III disputed Drilon’s fi gures, 
pointing out that the Dole issued 
40,000 Alien Employment Per-
mits (AEP) only over the last 18 
months. Of these, about 25,000 
went to Chinese nationals.
Bello said that while he stood by 

the fi gure, it was “possible” that 
this only represented the number 
of legitimate foreign workers.

GMA News | Ney York 
9/19/2018 -- Kapuso actor Heart 
Evangelista was listed as one of 
Kate Spade New York's favorite 
faces at New York Fashion Week.
On their Facebook page Wednes-

day (Manila time), the brand 
listed seven of their favorite 
attendees at Kate Spade New 
York Spring 2019 presentation, 
which included the Darling of the 
Philippines.
Heart was listed alongside 

other fashion A-listers including 
Heart Evangelista

ABS-CBN News | MANILA,  
9/20/2018 --  The Ateneo de 

Manila University and the De La 

As the search goes on for 
landslide victims, the number 

of deaths continues to rise

Rappler.com | MANILA, 
9/20/2018 – The number of peo-
ple killed by Typhoon Ompong 
(Mangkhut) rose to 88 on Thurs-
day, September 20, with fatalities 
from the Cordillera Administra-
tive Region (CAR) climbing as 
the search for landslide survivors 
continued.

Below is the breakdown from 
the Philippine National Police 
(PNP):
CAR - 72
Cagayan Valley - 10
Central Luzon - 3
Metro Manila - 2
Ilocos Region - 1

The PNP said 64 people remain 
missing, while 69 others were 
wounded. Of the 64 missing, 60 
are in CAR.
Itogon police chief Senior 

Inspector Heherson Zambale said 
54 deaths have been recorded in 
the town alone, while 47 people 
remain missing. The area suffered 
from a tragic landslide, which 
was allegedly exacerbated by 
small-scale mining. 
The National Disaster Risk 

Reduction and Management 
Council also said over 1.4 million 
residents have been affected by 
the typhoon.
Search and rescue operations are 

still underway, while many resi-
dents look to rebuild their homes. 
– with reports from Rambo 
Talabong and Sofi a Tomacruz/
Rappler.com
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I never really liked the name 
Military Brat. To me, the title 
came with a negative connota-
tion. I didn't really enjoy the 
experience of having a military 
parent either. My Dad was away 
from home a lot, and I missed 

him. But all the hard work was 
worth it, I think, because of the 
benefi ts to him and our family. 

Dad says that he liked his job fair 
enough. He was a machinist in the 
navy. He basically manufactured 
repair parts for the ship's systems 
– such as valves and pumps. He 
never really dealt with racism or 
discrimination outright. There were 

Benefi ts and drawbacks 
of being a military brat

Racial Collision: Being Filipino 
in East Asia and the U.S.

by Marjon Saulon September 18, 
2018

“Hei gui!” (Racial slur for 
people with dark skin)

“Glad to have you serving the 
Filipino community in San Di-
ego.”

The evident polarity of the two 
phrases manifests the two immigrant 
experiences that have galvanized my 
life with rich purpose and compas-
sion; twelve years in the wondrous 
island of Taiwan, and three years 

in the esteemed melting pot of the 
world – the United States. If my 
immigrant experience had to be 
encapsulated up in one sentence, I 
am an American-educated Filipino 
born in Pasay City, who grew up in 
the trouble-free, southern port city of 
Kaohsiung, Taiwan. After six years 
of experiencing the ever-loving mo-
ments with my Lolos, Lolas, Titos 
and Titas, my family moved two 
hours north on a plane to a place 
formerly known as Formosa, the 
“beautiful island.” It was there when 
as a Filipino, I was exposed to the 
darker angels of our nature; racial 
and social hierarchy. When I was 

eighteen years old, it was time for 
another move. This time, fourteen 
hours across the Pacifi c on a journey 
on my own, to the United States. 
While the two experiences have 
taught me lessons of persistence, 
cultural acceptance, and adaptabil-
ity, both have culminated into one 
overlying theme: what it means to 
be a Filipino immigrant in East Asia 
and the United States.
My fi rst immigration experience 

bears remarkable memories of a 
happy childhood and high school ca-
reer, but the fi rst word that comes to 
mind in my Filipino immigration ex-
perience in Taiwan is “hei gui.”The 
translated English equivalent carries 
hundreds of years of American his-
tory, including a civil war. It start 
with an N. I was called that name 
numerous times throughout my 
middle-school years, especially on 
the local basketball courts. Countless 
times, I did not want to play under 
the sun, in fear of getting darker and 
being subject to racial jokes.
To provide context, approximately 

137,000 Overseas Filipino Work-
ers (OFWs) live in Taiwan, and 
the overwhelming majority work 
as caretakers, home servants, and 
manufacturing operators. The 
skewed demographic in East Asia 
unfortunately has led to skewed 
stereotypes, as Filipinos are viewed 
as dark-skinned laborers, rarely 
as respected doctors, lawyers, or 
engineers. In fact, the Philippines 
was recently ranked the second most 
hated country in Taiwan – second 
only to North Korea. Among the 
137,000 Filipino migrants in Taiwan, 
I was one of the fortunate few to 
grow up in a well-to-do family, with 
my father being a managing engi-
neer at Intel and my mother, a music 
teacher. We had moved to Taiwan 
when I was six years old because my 
father accepted a job at Intel Taiwan. 
To this day, he is the lone Filipino in 
his Intel offi ce. I studied in a private 
international school during my 
twelve years in Taiwan and received 
an American education – learning 
U.S. history, contemporary American 
literature, taking the SAT, and going 
to prom like most American kids did. 
My best friends were all Taiwanese-
Americans, and I felt accepted and 
gained brothers for a lifetime.
While I gained my high school 

diploma in an American school, I 
had my fi rst lessons in race rela-
tions in the streets of Taiwan – being 
called ‘hei gui’, seeing images of my 
country’s fl ag set on fi re by locals, 
and being scared to walk the streets 

after intensifi ed Philippine-Taiwan 
relations between the two countries’ 
maritime territories fi lled news 
cycles. It was a simple difference of 
nationality, race, and power.
During January of 2015. I was with 

my high school varsity basketball 
team traveling to Beijing, China for 
the fi nal basketball tournament of 
my career. Our coach had told us to 
dress appropriately in the airport, so 
we wore button-down shirts, ties, 
and jackets as we landed in Bei-
jing. We went through customs and 
headed to the exit door, looking to 
go through the falling white snow 
and onto the buses. I was dressed 
in a grey dress shirt and cardigan, 
but was pulled over to the side by 
security and forcefully asked to put 
my bag on an extra scanner. Puzzled, 
I looked ahead and saw that it was 
only me left behind, so I turned 
around. It was a line of brown faces, 
mostly fatigued women in worn-out 
t-shirts, jeans, and fl ip-fl ops, mainly 
domestic helpers returning from the 
Philippines. I looked ahead and saw 
the mix of my Taiwanese teammates 
and Caucasian coaches looking back 
at me with looks of confusion. I felt 
humiliated. Why was I subject to 
another scan? Did I look low-class 
in my attire, like the rest in line? 
Was it my skin tone? I regret having 
felt embarrassed being in line in an 
airport with the only people I shared 
my heritage and nationality with, 
amongst a sea of nations and colors.
Five months later, I departed 

another terminal on a plane cross-
ing the Pacifi c, carrying an indubi-
table excitement for a peek into the 
country many in Asia clamor over, 
and one I had never witnessed with 
my own eyes – the United States. 
My fi rst year in the U.S. was dif-
fi cult. FaceTime was the only means 
of seeing my parents and brother, 
I initially had no friends, knew no 
one, and often questioned which 
community I truly belonged to. Was 
I Taiwanese? Filipino? I had learned 
Mandarin and had fallen in love with 
the people and quality of life Taiwan 
had given me, while slowly distanc-
ing myself from my Filipino roots. 
I was afraid to join Filipino clubs in 

San Diego because my upbringing 
was so unalike many students. I was 
still learning what it meant to be a 
Filipino in America. What struck 
me was how my brown skin did not 
inspire questionable looks, stereo-
typical prejudice, or judgement from 
locals. After changing my major and 
gaining work experience as an intern 
for several government agencies in 
San Diego, my immigrant experi-
ence took a great turn for the better.
After two and a half years at San 

Diego State, I had grown accus-
tomed to the cultural pulse that 
moved the city off its feet. As time 
went on, I harbored doubts and ques-
tions about my cultural identity and 
immigrant experience. I needed to 
know how I would be accepted as a 
Filipino, and I was yearning to give 
back to my own country. I got my 
chance when I was hired to work for 
the Philippine Consulate of San Di-
ego. Upon my fi rst month of work, I 
grew fonder and fonder of my native 
language, speaking it in my limited 
imperfection, but with great zeal and 
pride. “Glad to have you serving the 
Filipino community in San Diego,” 
my boss said. For the fi rst time, I 
felt that I had a purpose in the com-
munity that I had for so long tried 
to distance myself from. One I had 
never felt truly a part of for much of 
my life.
While I still hold the pen to which 

I am writing my immigrant experi-
ence in America, my experience in 

Marjon Saulon

Taiwan draws parallels and dissimi-
larities. Being a Filipino in Taiwan 
is diffi cult. Because Asian countries 
are mostly racially homogenous, 
there is a lesser necessity and desire 
for cross-cultural understanding and 
dialogue. Like any continent, there 
is a racial hierarchy that factors in 
wealth, skin tone, and nationality. 
I found myself at the bottom as a 
Filipino in Asia.

The United States on the other hand, is 
a nation of nations, where ethnic groups, 
foods, and music around the world can 
be found in a myriad of enclaves and 
cities. I fi nd that Filipinos in America 
are generally seen as successful doctors, 
nurses, military members, and even law-
yers and engineers. Here, we are known 
for our family values, our hospitality, 
kindness, and work ethic – as opposed 
to hungry, desperate workers fl eeing the 
homeland to taste the sweeter fruits of 
neighboring developed nations.
Upon my two divergent immigrant 

experiences, there is on indisputable 
fact about our people: we are a people 
of limitless potential, when given an 
opportunity. I have been so fortunate to 
have sailed on shores millions before 
me have anchored and navigated, and 
who have tasted the bitterness the world 
sometimes brings to our people.

I can choose to forget our struggles 
and happily march on my new, fortunate 
life – or I can carry it with me, and shine 
a light on how half the world sees our 
color.

I choose the latter.


