
DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE

On the Occasion of the 15th National Press Forum "Reporting Governance and
Human Rights" and 2011 General Membership Meeting

22 June 2011
1:30pm - 2: 15pm

Embassy Ballroom, Traders Hotel
Roxas Boulevard, Manila

KEYNOTE SPEECH
delivered by

.-l-_, lJeila M. Dc"'Lima
Secretary

Friends, ladies and gentlemen:

The Nation marked two occasions last Sunday, the 19th of
this month.

We remembered our national hero, Dr. Jose Rizal on the
occasion of his 150th birthday. And, with the rest of the world,
we celebrated Father's Day.

I guess that makes two things inevitable-: first, that I
should make reference to "Rizal" in my message to you this
afternoon; and second, that I should pay tribute to the fathers
in this gathering.
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So, let me do the inevitable - or shall I say, the
unavoidable. Let me' greet the fathers here a belated "Happy
Father's Day".

Here's a fact. No matter how one feels about one's father,
or about the father of one's children, one has to admit that
fathers do leave lasting imprints in a person's character, in a
person's aspirations, and in the mission in life that a person
adopts.

Let me, therefor~, begin the afternoon by refreshing your
memories about one very memorable father and his equally
unforgettable sons.

First, the father.

The man was not a native of the Philippines. For him, the
Philippines was a country of choice. He chose to be here. He
chose to practice his craft and his profession here. Like you, he
was a journalist and a publisher.

,. . !.-':~~,

When Asian invaders came to our shores in the 1940s, this
man was arrested on accusations of subversion. His publication
and his profession were both deemed. incompatible with the
brand of regime that the invaders established here. His
publication was closed down and he was thrown in jail. He was
later released due to poor health, only to be arrested again,
subjected to mock trial, and killed by firing squad with only the
cemetery keeper as witness.

Interestingly, the publication - and the passion - did not
die with the man. His two sons inherited both the publication
and the passion. And interestingly, they also inherited their
father's fate. A little over two decades after their father's death,
they were deported by the Philippine government following
accusations similar to those cast against their father.
Indeed, like father, like son.
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The father's name was YuYiTung.

The older son's name was Quintin.

Interestingly, the younger son was named after our
national hero who, too, died the way their father did - by firing
squad. The younger son's name - Rizal Yuyitung.

And just like our national hero, both Quintin and Rizal
Yuyitung suffered the pain of a long and lonely exile. But unlike
our national hero, they neveJ;.,returnedto their motherland.

What is it with fathers and sons? Why is that sons are
often driven by that which ruled their fathers' lives?

I don't know. I can only surmise that it is what is called a
genetic imprint. But when I look at myself and my own life, my
own pursuits and the professional standards that I set for
myself, I would - inevitably - find the deep imprint of one
Vicente de Lima.

j . .I~

It is possible that the saying could also be true, that "like
fathers, like daughters".

Now, I did not come here for a Father's Day talk.

I related the story to make an important point very clear.
And this is the point: that the Philippine journalistic
community is the son, is the daughter, of its fathers.

And, that today's Filipino journalists carry the deep
imprint of their forebears.

You are your fathers' children.

There is in you a deep genetic imprint that dates back to
the days before we were an independent Nation. To the time of
the first Filipino writer cum printer. To the era of PlarideI. To
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the days of underground journalism during the occupation of
the Philippines before the Second World War and during that
war. To the time of the emergence of the post-war Philippine
media. And to the return of the underground media during the
days of martial law.

Because of this deep genetic imprint, nothing much has
changed in Philippine journalism, I believe.

Then and as is now, the pen and the Filipino journalist
have always been a dangerous combjnation.

When the two combine, there is much discomfort to some.
And in many instances, that combination contributed a lot to
the downfall of tyranny and dictatorship.

Sadly, then as it is now, Filipino journalists are still being
kidnapped and killed.

Then, Filipino journalists were kidnapped and killed one
at a time, as if to .keep pace With the analog speed of
information.

Today, Filipino journalists are being kidnapped and killed
faster and in wholesale manner, as if to keep pace with the
digital speed of modern information technology.

Nothing has changed. Your tradition remains. The deep
genetic imprint your forebears have given you is still there, very
much evident.

Really, what is it with you, journalists and publishers?

What makes you such an attractive object of so much hate
and resentment - the kind that could drive some parties to
savage rage?

41Page



I could only venture a guess. It is because of this pesky,
bothersome, unpalatable thing called ... truth. Truth about the
world. Truth about what's happening around us. Worse, the
truth about ourselves.

The problem is we sometimes don't like the truth. And you
have a way of reminding us about it. You have a way of shaking
us out of what the American author Jonathan Swift calls "the
felicitous state of self-deception". And in this age of micro-
botox, glutathione and other similar cosmetic interventions,
"deceiving ourselves about who we are an4 what we look like as
a Nation and individuals" is precisely the favourite pastime.

And then, you, ladies and gentlemen of the journalistic
community ... you come in with this thing called the mirror of
truth. And you begin to show us, the sags, the lines, the
pockmarks and the wrinkles in the face of our Nation's and of
our people's soul.

And that hurts. That really, really hurts.

And that mirror of truth is hurting a lot of people in
Maguindanao and in many other communities in the various
regions of our country.

In lonely, deserted Ampatuan town, in 2009, someone
tried to bury close to 30 mirrors of truth. The assumption may
have been that by doing so, someone could perpetuate one's
"felicitous state of self-deception". But that someone was
wrong. In 1942, a firing squad composed of kempeitais tried to
bury a father who was then a mirror of truth. They were wrong.
The two sons of that father emerged as mirrors of truth
themselves.

Here's the point. Bulldozing and burying mirrors of truth,
at the end of the day, is a bad idea. A very, very bad idea. It
never, never works. Especially, in this country.
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Today, you want us to see ourselves from two perspectives.

One, from the angle of how we govern and run this Nation.

Two, from the angle of how we respect and uphold Human
Rights.

Ladies and gentlemen, the two are inseparable. Our
aspiration for better governance, for transparetlcy and integrity
in the economic and social transactions of government - all
these should lead to one important thing: to the creation of an
environment where we can all be fully human and attain our
fullest human potential.

If the concept of "better government" and "effective
governance" does not lead to that goal, then we are all living in
Mr. Swift's "felicitous state of self-deception".

''Matuwid na daan" is a philosophy of good governance.
Today, you want to make us face the mirror and to ask
ourselves, "are we walking that path?".

Some people have remarked that the philosophy is
precisely that: "a felicitous state of self-deception". That,
perhaps, only the President and a handful of his colleagues in
government follow that principle of governance.

In fact, I have been told a number of times that there are
elements in the bureaucracy who have the gall to tell private
citizens who transact with them that as far as "matuwid na
daan" is concerned, "sila lang 'yun", meaning, only the
President and his fellow believers in the philosophy.

It also implies that those who have adopted the philosophy
of "sila lang 'yun" have decided to stay on the old path and
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perpetuate the culture of mediocrity and extortion in
government. ~

That is not far from the truth.

I will not be lulled into a "felicitous state of self-
deception". I will admit today before the journalistic
community that the syndrome of "sila lang 'yun" continues to
be prevalent.

The conclusion is clear: you and I, we have much, much to
do and big task ahead of us.

When you, ladies and gentlemen, confront this cohort of
non-believers, you will make them face the mirror of truth -
ang salamin ng katotohanan.

When I catch them, I will respond similarly ... with a little
variation, of course :Kukunin ko ang salamin at ihahampas ko
sa mukha nila.

In today's affair, you will be presented with the trends and
initiatives at good governance and human rights. The
presentations underscore the determination of the present
administration to mark major gains on both fronts.

But as physicists have cautioned us time and again, for
every force, there is an equal but opposite reaction. The
presentations are good indications of where we want to go.
They are also, conversely, indicators of the magnitude we face
in both fronts. Many will travel with us on the "straight and
narrow road". Many others will say, "kayo na lang".

Show us on the mirror of truth who our fellow travellers
are and who are those who would choose to tread a different
path.
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Today, you are recognIzIng in a special way the
contribution of community newspapers and social media to the
journalistic sector. They both represent a stunning contrast.
One is a constant reminder to us of how ancient the journalistic
profession is. The other, a reminder that technology is growing
by leaps and bounds and that the access to information has
grown at a similar pace.

Yet, both community newspapers and social media
represent one thing: your lasting, indefatigable and untainted
commitment to truth. f?j

Your predecessors in the profession should be proud of
you. In the journalistic profession, it is true that "like fathers,
like children".

In closing, let me share a little story with you.

As you all know, the job of Justice Secretary is not an easy
one. And today, one of the major concerns of my office is the
quest for justice of the victims of the Maguindanao massacre. In
one of the many, many tense moments that accompanied that
issue, a young lady journalist asked me a rather difficult and
sensitive question.

I had a long pause before I answered her question. I went
into deep thought, reflecting on the immense significance of the
truth she wanted.

She must have been worried about the long pause. She
then said, "Ma'am pasensiya na po; trabaho lang po".

"Trabaho lang po."

Her words struck me. "Trabaho lang po. "
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I looked at her, and finally managed a smile. Then I told

'her, "hindi iha; hindi trabaho lang ang ginagawa mo; mas
mahalaga sa ordinaryong trabaho ang ginagawa rno".

Ladies and gentlemen of the Philippine Press Institute:
you will continue to make us all uncomfortable for a long, long
period of time. Your mission of holding up the mirror of truth
so we can confront our failures, frailties and follies are far from
over. For ages to come, you will continue to insist that we take a
clear and close look at the sags, the lines, the pockmarks and
tbe wrinkles in the face of our Nation's soul.

And there are many.

Thank you for fulfilling this nlission.

And when you do so, please remember that it is not
"trabaho lang po".

You do it because you are the children of the proud fathers
of-your profession. ~?7,

Congratulations, PPI.

91Page

J


	00000001
	00000002
	00000003
	00000004
	00000005
	00000006
	00000007
	00000008
	00000009

