
Sharing of Julina Grace Tay-eo 
 
I am Julina Grace Tay-eo, 22 years old.  My father is from Bohol and my mother is from 
Mountain Province.  When my grandmother died in 2002, my mother, sister and I who were 
living in Baguio, went home to Teing, Tonglayan , Natonin in Mountain Province to live with my 
grandfather who was a rice farmer.  So at a young age, I had to help in the fields.  The very first 
day of classes in grade school was a disaster for me because I was bullied.  The bullying 
continued until we opened our house to children to come and watch television.  We were the 
only family with a TV in our barrio that time. It was an opportunity for me to gain many friends 
and the bullying stopped. 
 
I never knew my father because he left my mother and my sister when we were very young.  
My mother who was a day care teacher and a farmer acted as mother and father to the family. 
 
Several months after the death of my grandfather in 2007, my mother who was in her mid-30s 
introduced a man who was in his late twenties, who later became her live-in partner.  My sister 
and I accepted this new relationship because she needed a partner to do the work in the field 
and to act as the head of the family. Unfortunately, just when I thought everything was perfect, 
their relationship turned sour.  He became abusive and he was often drunk.  His behavior 
became worse and worse and we were relieved when he left for good.  He never came back 
and we never heard of him anymore.   
 
As early as 2012, I already heard from a friend about the Good Shepherd in Baguio accepting 
high school graduates from the Cordillera.  Without any knowledge about the work and the 
institution, I prepared all the requirements that my friend told me.  I did not tell my mother 
about the application.  When I had to get a recommendation from our parish priest, I was 
forced to walk 9 kilometers barefooted because the pair of slippers I was wearing got broken 
halfway.  That time while I was walking, I swore that I will do my best once I am accepted.  My 
mother was shocked when I asked money for my transportation to Baguio.  Her advices seemed 
unending before she gave me transportation money.  With the help of an aunt who was 
working at Good Shepherd, I was able to process my application. 
 
I was overjoyed when I was accepted in the student-workers’ program of Mt. Maid Training 
Center.  From June 2013 until my gradation May 2018, I worked part time and studied part 
time, having finished Bachelor of Science in Business Administration from the University of 
Baguio.   
 
My first year as a student worker was difficult because it was my first time to be away from my 
family.  I was homesick; my mother helped me adjust by talking to me through cell phone 
almost every day.  I stayed at Rose Virginie Hostel for girls which I considered my second home.  
It was here where I learned to value things, budget time and money and create good memories.  
Together with my housemates we shared meals, celebrated birthdays, cleaned our dorms, 
watched TV, marketed for our food and lived as a community.   
 



Because I was still below 18 years old at the time, I was not permitted to work more than five 
days a week or to work overtime.  I was first assigned to the Bread Section where I met new 
friends and who treated me like their sister.  I learned how to bake all kinds of bread and 
chicken empanada.  I was assigned in the Snackbar where I learned how to prepare and serve 
coffee.  At the main store I met showbiz personalities, artists, politicians and all sorts of 
customers.  It was a big challenge to my patience.  My last assignment as a student-worker was 
at the Finance Office where I was given the opportunity to gain knowledge and skills on how a 
social enterprise is operated.  This helped me in my studies in Business Administration. 
 
Late in 2016, I received a message asking me if I needed some assistance.  I ignored the 
message until I received a call.  The woman on the other line told me that my father wanted to 
talk to me.  I was shocked but I agreed.  With my mother’s permission, my sister and I went to 
Quezon City to meet our father.  Honestly, my sister and I felt nothing extraordinary when we 
met our father for the very first time in our lives.  We chatted about things, the reason behind 
his abandonment, their life and information about my other four half siblings.  I wish maybe, 
some day, when we meet again, I can call him “father.”  That day has not yet come. 
 
As a working student, life at Mt. Maid Training Center is not all work or all studies.  I am grateful 
to God for having brought me to this institution.  Not only did I understand the importance of 
being a good quality worker, it also helped me to persevere to become successful in my studies.  
I appreciate all the seminars, Masses, values formation, retreats and recollections, career 
guidance and counseling that helped me grow as a person and deepen my relationship with 
God. The activities like Sportsfest, Cultural Fest, Indigenous People’s celebrations, Tribute to 
the Graduates helped me grow in self confidence and appreciate my roots as a Cordilleran. The 
benefits, birthday and Christmas gifts, twice a year bonuses, awards and recognition motivated 
me to become more responsible as a worker and as a student. 
 
Presently, I am employed at Mt. Maid Training & Development Foundation, Inc. in the Finance 
Office and in the store as a cashier.  I am also taking up M.A. in Business Administration at the 
University of Cordilleras.   
Thank you for listening to my story. 
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Julina Grace in the grotto of St Mary Euphrasia 


