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The name ‘Bohol’ was supposedly 
derived from the word Bool, the place 
where a treaty of  friendship between 
two people of  different races, culture, 
religion and civilization occurred in 1565 between Datu Sikatuna, a native chieftain and 
Miguel Lopez de Legaspi, representing the King of  Spain through a ‘blood compact’ 
known today as the "Sandugo". In honor of  this occasion, the late Pres. Elpidio Quirino 
established the Order of  Sikatuna, a presidential decoration conferred upon diplomats. 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Blood Compact (‘Sandugo’), Bohol, 
Philippines



Having never been to the Philippines before, I was eagerly looking forward to the 
trip with an American expat friend of  mine (Kevan). I have had several Filipino friends 
over the years but never traveled with them to their homeland. This was also the first 
trip I have taken in decades  where I engaged the services of  a travel agent … the 
agency here in Chiang Mai was most helpful. For those of  you in the area, it’s called 
CNX P&P Travel. Ltd. and is located at 243-245 Thapae Road, next to Mahawan 
Temple.  

The flight to Cebu was pleasant enough (combination of  DragonAir & Cathay 
Pacific through Hong Kong) and was on time all the way. We arrived in the late evening 
and made our way to our lodging, a place called Sampaguita Suites Plaza Garcia. For 
roughly $15USD/night, one cannot expect too much and that’s exactly what it was … 
not too much of  anything … a place to sleep with very few amenities. Its location 
however was ideal for getting to the ferry port early the next morning which is why it 
was selected. 

The next morning, we made our way to the Port, a short 5min taxi ride, bought our 
ticket and boarded the Ocean Jet ferry at 7am … a bit earlier than expected & by 
surprise in that we thought we had bought tickets for the 8:30am departure. The ferry 
however didn’t leave for another 20 minutes or so. The trip took about 1-1/2 hours to 
the Port located at Taglibaran City, southern most end of  Bohol Island. Upon arrival, 
we were greeted by the taxi driver & family in tow and made our way to the rental house 
on Panglao Island. Along the way, we stopped & did some food shopping at a local mall 
in the city and I was able to get my sim card for my iPhone. 

When we arrived at the house, we were greeted by the housekeeper and she showed 
us around, gave us a few 
instructions and then left us to 
get settled, etc. For dinner, we 
decided not to cook but dine 
out so we hiked up to a local 
restaurant we had passed by 
ear l ier in the day ca l led 
LaVeranda which offered a nice 
view of  the Bohol Sea. As we 
would soon realize though, 
service at Filipino restaurants in 
general was not terribly swift 
and on this first occasion, the 
food was bland and in my case, 
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under-cooked. Wait staff  was very poor and unapologetic. We vowed never to return 
again for the remainder of  our stay on Panglao. 

A bit about the rental house itself  (owned by a guy who lives in Vancouver, BC) … 
it’s located at the Northeast sector of  Panglao Island & about a 15 minute walk to the 

‘ m a i n ’ r o a d . 
Given its location 
on the map, it 
appeared to be 
close to the sea so 
one might expect 
a beach. However, 
the only beach areas are at the South end of  the island. About a 5 minute walk due east 

of  the house, one comes to a 
cliff  that drops down to the 
sea, maybe 30-40’ and a view 
of  old fishing boats. No 
beach, but 56 steps gets to a 
landing below & at low tide 
one can venture out away 

from the cliff.  

On one of  walks I nearly bumped into this 
spider which scared the heck out of  me! I’m 
no expert, but I’m thinking it was a Giant 
Golden Orb Weaver or some species similar. 
I’m just glad I saw it when I did. 
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The house looks 
a bit like an oasis of  
sor t s g iven the 
i m m e d i a t e 
sur roundings … 
bamboo or word 
shacks with tin or 
thatch roofing … some of  the more upscale abodes were constructed of  concrete block 
with no architectural style to them at all. A grim reminder of  the poverty that still exists 
in this country in general.  

So the rental house with all its embellishments, pool, landscaped grounds, etc., had a 
‘mansion’ like feeling.  

In the mornings, I (Pooh & HK included) would awake, make coffee and sit just 
outside the front sliding glass doors and listen to the ‘tropical’ farm sounds … bleating 
goats, mooing cows, crowing roosters, barking dogs, and a few birds singing … perhaps 
telling the other animals to tone it down bit. Occasionally I would swim in the pool, 
usually in the late afternoon or late evening. I would sit and read my book on occasion, 
eager to complete the reading given it’s been months in the process. Undoubtedly, the 
most relaxed and slow paced I’ve been in quite awhile. 

The following day, we hired the taxi service to take us to the southern end of  the 
island so we could spend some time on the beach and grab some lunch. We arrived at 
Alona Beach, about 12 km from the house and started to walk around. This small 
village is basically a tourist haven for divers and snorkelers.  
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This vehicle is called by the locals, a tri-
cycle & almost every one of  them had a 
religions reference … this driver apparently 

also has an affection for Brenda Lee! 

We ‘discovered’ a place called 
Trudy’s Place and had a very nice 
lunch however, the food 
was plain … no spices and 
very few vegetables. Lots 
o f  r i c e t h o u g h , 
unfortunately, my Achille’s 
h e e l i n t h e f o o d 
department. Afterwards, I 
went for a swim in the sea 
which was refreshing and 
much needed. The boats 
in the photo are ‘dive’ 
boats … seems they take 
6-8 people out at a time. 

After that, as we were making our 
way back to the taxi, we came upon 
an e lder l y g en t l eman se l l ing 
handcrafted, wooden sail ships 
exquisitely constructed. He told of  
his journey that took 18 hours to get 
to this spot, both by vehicle and 
ferry, and how it took 2 months to 
build 5 of  the ships of  various sizes. 
I couldn’t resist and I bought the 
smaller model which he then took 
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and securely wrapped 
in cardboard and a ton 
of  tape. The cost (not 
nearly the value of  his 
time I’m sure) was 
1,000PHP … about  
$23USD. So this is the 
ship resting proudly on 
my cabinet at the 
condo. 

Just before we left 
A l o n a , w e w e r e 
approached by a guy 

selling tours and so we 
bought a tour of  Bohol 
Island which included the 
various attractions I had 
planned on seeing plus one 
or two more. Cost … 

400PHP or about $9USD. Not bad for an all 
day tour but we didn’t realize that it didn’t 
include entrance fees, etc. The extras amounted 
to another 500PHP … so about $20USD total. 
On the way back to the rental house, we went to 
a Hinagdanan Cave and explored the cavern 
which had a deep, clear water pool. Some 
people were swimming in the pool, perhaps to 
escape the warm air and humidity … not cool 
like some caves I have visited. The entry fee was 
only 25PHP.  
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From here we were taken to a hotel/resort called Bohol Plaza high atop the highest 
peak on Panglao. For a 150PHP entry fee, we were afforded a spectacular view of  the 

Cebu Strait and Bohol Sea as seen below. 

After spending time here we made our way back 
to the rental house for dinner and a movie on TV. 

The following day we hiked up the main road and 
waited to be picked by the tour van/guide … when 
it arrived, we joined about 6 other people who had 
already boarded. We first went to Chocolate Hills, 
so named because during the dry season they are 
tan/brown in color and look like Hershey Kisses. 
The place was crowded with tourists and there are 
several good views of  the surrounding landscape. If  
one is physically able, one can climb the 200+/-steps 
to a higher vantage point for viewing. Upon making 
it to the top of  the stairs, I felt grateful that at my 
age I could still easily make it up without too much 
huffing & puffing.  
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After we left this area, we went to a place called the Simply Butterflies 
Conservation Center near Bilar, Bohol. Entry fee was 40PHP and once inside we were 
assigned a guide who actually was quite funny and entertaining. After viewing a bunch 
of  butterfly mounts and learning about their culture we entered the garden expecting to 
see 100s of  butterflies. Unfortunately, there were not many to see at all and the reason 
given is that it was late morning and the time of  the year. This prompted me to wonder 
why the tour guide didn’t take us here first, but such is my luck. Nevertheless it was a 
pleasant and informative visit and fun as well. The following photos were taken, in part, 
by the guide … it was part of  the tour. 
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Colorful caterpillar on the left & butterflies doing their 
mating ritual below. 

 

And they say white men can’t jump! Hah! 
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Next stop was the Man Made Forest … 
another name for Tree Farm. We stopped 
along side the road and walked around a bit 
but time for a hike in the woods which I 
would have liked to have done. The story 
as it was explained to me is that the 8 acre 
tree plantation was established in 1969 in 
the midst of  the rain forest that surrounds 
the ‘farm’ on either side of  the road. It was 
established as part of  a government 
reforestation program at a time when 
perhaps mahogany was becoming scarce 
due to its popularity for furniture, etc., 
(similar to the teakwood industry in 
Thailand I suppose). The mahogany tree is 
now protected and there are apparently 
other similar projects throughout the 
Philippines. 

From here we went to the Loboc Tarsier Conservatory Center, home to the nearly 
extinct primate no bigger than an adult hand. Entry fee was only 50PHP … I thought 
later that perhaps they should charge more and provide a better environment for these 
animals. Unfortunately, I did not realize at the time that this center is unethical given the 
conditions the tarsier is subjected to which are harmful to their health. Knowing now 
what I know about this place, although apparently improved from its earlier incarnation, 

I would recommend 
going to another site 
known as the Tarsier 
R e s e a r c h a n d 
Development Center just 
18 km from Taglibaran. 
Of  course, being during 
the day, all of  the tarsiers 
were sleeping, under some 
canopy and in the shade 
which made it difficult to 
see them anyway. Aside 
from the walk-through, it 
was not a particularly 
good experience. 
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This was the best photo I could take … I think he/she was sleeping with eyes open. 

We left here and proceeded to the Loboc River Cruise which was an enjoyable but 
a somewhat predictable experience. We boarded a watercraft that had dining tables and a 
buffet lunch setting located down the middle of  the boat. Fee for this was 450PHP … 
about $10USD. The cuisine was all Filipino food which was good … quality was average 

I think but edible. I 
w e n t f o r s e c o n d 
helpings. While dining, 
there were musicians 
and a singer at the 
back end of  the boat 
serenading us the 

whole trip, complete with a 
karaoke echo. Along the way the 
boat stops at a floating raft filled 
with waiting guitar players and 
dancers and once along side, on 
cue, the traditional music and 
dancing starts which was most 
enjoyable and fun to watch. The 
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‘tinikling' dance is one of  the most popular traditional Philippine dances. It apparently 
originated during the Spanish colonial era and is danced to rondalla music, a sort of  
serenade played by an ensemble of  stringed instruments which originated in Spain 
during the Middle Ages. The boat travels to a point where it can go no further upstream 

and stops to allow passengers 
to get photos and explore a 
little before heading back 
downstream. 

Next stop was a place we 
stopped at presumably had a 
large anaconda or python but 
no one was interested in 
stepping out to see it so the 
driver continued to the next 

stop. Bacaylon 
Church What’s 
unique about this 
church aside from 
its age is the fact 
that it is made of  
coral stones and 
was completed in 
1727. What was 
p a r t i c u l a r l y 
evident was the 
s u b s t a n t i a l 
damage done to 
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the facility as a result of  a 
major, 7.2 earthquake in 2013. 
The church is under renovation 
but it appeared that it would be 
years before it will ever be 
restored to its former glory. 

Our final stop was the ‘Blood 
Compact’ statue as described on 
the cover of  this blog. All in all, it 
was a fun and enjoyable day … we 
were dropped off  where we were 
picked up and then we hiked back 
to our rental house to collapse and recoup. 

The next day we discovered that the motorbike that we were counting on for 
transportation was not in good working order so we had to spend time and additional 
money to rent a motorbike for the next 3 days. For the next few days we didn’t do much 
of  anything other than to scout out new restaurants for lunch or dinner, run errands, 
etc. One place we dined at was the Bohol Bee Farm Restaurant which had a 
combination of  bee hives, herb gardens, gift shop, handicraft displays and of  course a 
restaurant overlooking the Bohol Sea. Food here was very good, fresh and service was 
quick, friendly and attentive. 
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It was interesting to watch this lady 
weaving a new tapestry similar to what I 
have seen in Thailand. 

On two occasions we ate 
dinner at a place called Cafe 
Lawis sandwiched between 
t h e O u r L a d y o f  
Assumption Church and 
the sea. It features dining 
both indoors and outdoors 
and offers a small but 
delightful menu. Costs were 
reasonable and the food was 

well prepared. Apparently the nuns live upstairs so no beer is allowed to be sold, but 
wines were ok. The indoor section is adjacent to the gift shop.  

We had visited the church earlier in the week and like the Bacaylon Church, it 
suffered a lot of  damage from the earthquake in 2013. The church architecture is in the 
style of  Byzantine-Romanesque   with Neoclassical ornamentation and was built and 
completed in the early 1920s. There is an old story that’s told that during the Dutch 
invasion, the people of  Dauis locked themselves into the church. However, they soon 
ran out of  provisions and water. Then a miracle occurred: a well appeared at the foot of  
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the altar. This 
same well is still 
the main source 
o f  w a t e r f o r 
p e o p l e l i v i n g 
c l o s e t o t h e 
church. It is said 
that the water 
coming from the 
well has healing 
powers causing 
d e v o t e e s t o 
attend the church 
frequently. The 
photo the left was 
taken prior to the 
earthquake … the 

photo below taken from behind the church. 
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The day of  our departure from the rental house came on April 1 and we left early in 
the morning to catch the Ocean Jet ferry back to Cebu City. For some reason, this trip 
was bit more expensive than before. Kevan was staying a week longer than I so when we 
arrived at the port, we made our way to the condo unit he would be staying at called the 
Urban Home Condominium and was greeted by Cherry Mae, the owner. She gave us 
an overview of  the unit and some helpful suggestions regarding places to dine, etc. The 
unit was part of  a collection of  separate condo buildings within a gated area complete 
with security guards. The buildings are closely built next to each other and very plain in 
architectural style, but the unit itself  apparently worked out well for Kevan during his 
stay. After unpacking, we ventured out to do a bit of  sightseeing and to get some lunch. 
We made our way via taxi to the Ayala Center, an upscale mall built in the 1990s  and 
quickly found the dining section which was very pleasant. After a nice lunch at one of  
the many venue’s we got another taxi to take us to the Taoist Temple located in a 
secure, gated, upscale community called, appropriately enough, Beverly Hills. Now, we 
had heard there was a lot of  crime in the Philippines in general and that there were 
issues with taxi drivers, etc. So we were prepared and cautious. When we asked the cab 
driver the fare to get us the short distance we had to go, he quoted 250PHP … about 
$5.60 which seemed high to us so we asked him to set the meter. When we arrived the 
driver asked for his 250PHP which then started an argument since the meter only said 
99PHP, less than half  the stated fare. We left the cab in an agitated state and in the 
process of  getting out, my phone had apparently slipped out of  my pocket. I didn’t 
discover this until after the door was shut and the cab was taking off  with another fare. 
In this day and age, being suddenly without a phone is like losing an arm or a leg so it 
seems and I was desperate to retrieve my phone at any cost. Mind you, after passing the 
security gates, it was an uphill climb to the Temple. So it was a downhill run for me back 
to the security guards in hopes of  catching the cab driver before he retrieved his license 
but alas, I wasn’t fast enough. After much haggling with the security guards who spoke 
very little English, I was able to at least get the telephone number of  the cab company 
based on the time we had entered. After huffing & puffing back up the hill, we called, 
confirmed that it was the right company and in fact had the right cab driver but were 
told there was no way to reach him. Unlike in the USA, the drivers are not on a radio 
frequency phone nor reachable by cell phone so we had to wait until the next morning 
to see if  the driver had my phone. Unfortunately, I had to be at the airport by 6:30am, 
so Kevan placed the call later only to find out he wouldn’t be in until Saturday and when 
he called on Saturday, the person didn’t have any record of  the previous calls and hung 
up on him. When we left the Temple, we got another cab, a much nicer man, and he 
related that our experience was not uncommon and that particular cab company had 
many drivers who were on drugs and always looking to get extra money from tourists. 
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So, back to the Taoist Temple … unlike the many temples in Thailand, this temple 
is of  ‘modern’ vintage having been built in 1972 and financed by the large Chinese 
community in Cebu City. The temple is open to worshippers and non-worshippers alike. 

There are 99 steps 
leading up to the 
temple which is 
about 300 meters 
above sea level. The 
upper level 
entrance to the 
temple is a pseudo-

replica of  the Great Wall of  China. By comparison to 
the numerous temples I have seen in Thailand, Japan 
and Hong Kong in particular, this temple seems very 
‘artificial’ in that it is lacking the craftsmanship of  
ancient or even more modern day temples found 
elsewhere but at least affords a nice view of  the 
surrounding city. 
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The reminder of  the day 
and evening was spent 
doing nothing in 
particular and having 
dinner at a nearby mall. I 
hadn’t slept well that 
night and was up at 5am 
and out the door by 6am. 
I got a taxi and arrived at 
the airport in 15 minutes 
only to find out upon 

arrival that my 7:30 flight had been cancelled ( I was never notified of  this) and that I 
was rebooked onto another flight to Manila via Cebu Air. Made all my connections 
though and arrived safely back in Chiangmai that evening.  

So ends another chapter … I must say at the beginning of  this trip I was eagerly 
looking forward to traveling with my expat friend and discovering the Philippines. But in 
the end, while the trip was enjoyable, it was not like other trips I have been on. Perhaps 
it was the lack of  an intense itinerary or really interesting, exotic venues. Perhaps it was 
more ‘laid back’ by comparison … hard to describe but I left with a conclusion that I 
would not be returning anytime soon to this area of  the Philippines unless it was in the 
Alona Beach area and immediately adjacent to the beach. Certainly willing to explore 
other areas though such as Palawan, Davao City, Vigan and Boracay. This conclusion 
certainly had nothing to do with the people we met along the way for they were, for the 
most part, most pleasant, always a smile & willing to go the extra mile for us. I think it 
had more to do with my overall ‘sense’ of  the area, that “difficult-to-explain feeling” of  
something not quite right. Admittedly, while on Panglao and Bohol Islands, I felt safe, 
relaxed & at ease. It was the time I was in Cebu City that I felt a sense of  uneasiness, not 
feeling safe or secure with my surroundings. I thought maybe it was because it is a large 
city but then looking back, I don’t recall feeling this way in Singapore, Hong Kong or 
even Bangkok for that matter. I have concluded that my feelings were generated from 
years past and my relationships with Filipinos who always spoke of  tourists having to be 
careful while visiting their country … warnings given such as to look out for your wallet, 
don’t wear any jewelry, don’t carry too much money, etc. They would joke about it but 
serious at the same time. 

The good news is that what I came away with are the following observations; 
• The people are generally happy, very family and religious oriented. 
• English is widely spoken and wayfinding signage is also in English. 
• The culture is very Westernized. 
• The scenery and beaches are indeed beautiful. 
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• The Philippines is not as cheap as their neighbors but still cheaper than the USA 
by a long shot. 

Finally, regarding my phone … I figured out how to erase the phone via the internet 
and bought myself  an early birthday/Christmas gift in the way of  an iPhone 6+. I was 
due for an upgrade soon anyway, just arrived sooner than expected! 

Next stop, USA & Europe! 
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