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Brought to My Knees . . .

This past week was filled with multiple “memorable” events.
I’m reporting them a bit out of sequence because I want to focus on the
most significant one first. My McMiracle experience occurred when I
paid a visit to the Marian Shrine of Our Lady of Lavang. It is situated
in a small out of the way village about forty-five miles from the Imperial

city of Hue (pronounced HWAY). The Shrine
marks the area where Our Lady appeared to a
group of Vietnamese Christians who were
hiding in the jungle to escape persecution by the
emperor in 1798. A number of them were afflicted with various
maladies but they did not have access to medicines. The refugees prayed
a rosary every night at the foot of a hundred-year-old Banyan tree to ask
our Lady for help. One night she appeared to them along with two
angels. She held the Infant Jesus in her arms as she consoled and
comforted them and she asked them to endure their hardships and to
keep their Faith. She told them to gather the
herbs which were growing around the Banyan
tree and to make a tea from them. They did so
and discovered that it had healing powers. She

promised to answer the prayers and petitions of the faithful who would
come to this sacred spot in the future. 

Vietnamese Catholics have been visiting this holy place ever
since that momentous occasion. The original church was destroyed by
bombs during the Vietnam War. Fortunately, the people are in the

process of building a new structure which, to
borrow a descriptive from the extensive
lexicon of “The Donald” (a.k.a. Trump), it is
going to be HUGE. The construction has been going on for the past
ten years and it will probably take two or more years to complete. It
reminded me of the famous St Joseph’s
Oratory in Montreal. The structure is
situated on top of a hill and so the pilgrims
will have to climb a great number of steps

to enter. It is destined to become the premier place of pilgrimage for the
Catholic Christians of Vietnam and beyond.

All right, the stage has been set so now I can tell you about my
McMiracle. I was walking around the grounds, enjoying the flowers and statuary when I came



The poor man didn’t stop pedaling for
the entire hour and he wasn’t even

sweating! 

upon one of many images of Our Lady. I started to walk closer to get a better look and I did not
see the stairs in front of me. So, down I went, KABOOM!  I totally
missed the step and fell to the sidewalk, with my two knees hitting the
concrete solidly. My smart phone was in my hand
and it too crashed to the ground unceremoniously.
My sunglasses laid next to my face. I laid there on
the concrete for a moment without moving in
order to assess by bodily condition. My head was
spinning with questions . . . Oh My God! How
many bones did I break? Is there a doctor or a

nurse close by? How am I going to get back to Dalat? Will I have to stay
in a hospital? And the questions kept coming. Finally, I decided to try
getting up to see what was still in one piece. To my total amazement and
surprise, not one bone was broken nor did I suffer any bruises to my
knees. The smart phone screen was not shattered and somehow it
managed to document the fall without my knowing. My sunglasses were in one piece. And, to my
utter surprise and relief, there was no pain. What was Mary telling me by this experience?

I had the distinct feeling that she wanted me to become more mindful of the present
day. That thought exploded in my head. It is so difficult at times to focus on the current here and

now. The tendency of many folks (that would be me) is to spend their
time dwelling on the past which can’t be changed or worrying about the
future. We get caught up in our daily life work, our health issues, our
relational issues, etc. and forget to appreciate our environment and the
people around us. We don’t even notice the acts of kindness that
others do for us. We often take each other for granted. Simple
“Hello’s and Thank You’s” are forgotten,
along with “Good Morning, Good
Afternoon, or Good Evening.” Is it a sin to
compliment a fellow worker for a job well

done? And then there is the topic of cynicism. It is so easy to be
critical of others. Would it kill me to compliment someone rather
than criticize? Do I have to focus on the dark side? Her message
to me was very clear, . . . focus, focus, FOCUS. Forget about
yesterday and tomorrow. Be mindful of the NOW. Appreciate
God’s creations and His people. Mil Gracias, La Señora de
Lavang. Lesson learned!

 The city of Hue is a mid sized town of about three hundred fifty
thousand but it is as vibrant as the big
metropolises of Hanoi and Saigon. I am
absolutely mesmerized by the symphonic chaos of
the traffic flow. It is like watching two dancers
perform a complicated Tango. You have hundreds
of motorbikes competing for space with cars,
trucks, buses, and bicycles as well as bicycle



taxis. The motorbikes weave in and out of traffic as if they were a school
of fish negotiating a coral reef. Smooth, quiet, effortless forward motion.
Two lane roads are generally defined by the Vietnamese to have at least
three lanes and an occasional sidewalk (if you have to) lane. It is common
to drive directly into the oncoming traffic and everyone seems to make the
necessary adjustments without too much fuss. It would never happen in the
USA. I guarantee that there would be a raging driver gun event in a New
York minute.

I also had occasion to visit the ancient fortress known as the
Imperial City. It is a large walled-in compound which contains the remnants of the former capital
of Vietnam. The compound contains many significant artifacts from the last remaining dynasty of
emperors (The Nguyen Dynasty — pronounced NWIN). It covers more

than 1200 acres of land. The family ruled the country
for 143 years. It began in 1858. The communists
moved the government of the country to Hanoi in
1943. Some say it was done so that they could have
closer ties with the Chinese communists. 

I am not so naive as to think that life in
Vietnam is the greatest discovery since sliced bread.
Like any other country, including the USA, it has its
trials and tribulations. What I find extraordinary
about its people and culture is that they are able to negotiate a relatively

comfortable way of life in spite of the many hardships. The people are resilient to a fault.
Because they have had to suffer so many hardships as a result of war, they have become experts
at eking out the maximum benefits in their religious lives, work environment, family lives, and
social lives. They don’t focus on the past. Mindfulness is as natural as breathing for them and
it seems to be a part of their psyche. I am forever impressed. 

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


