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Franciscan Novitiate
Da Lat, Vietnam

Packing Up Memories . . . 

I am happy to report that my bout with Gastroenteritis
has come to a happy conclusion. It finally ended this past
Friday when I celebrated a twenty-four-hour absence from
having to visit the loo. It’s difficult to say what caused the
problem. The common remedy for flies is to cover the food

with a wicker or screen basket
but all that does is allow for the flies to form a cue once the
protective covering is removed. They, of course are a major
cause for food infestation. I mention the Asian delicacy
called “balut.” For the uninitiated it is the cooked embryo of
a duck. And then there was the cooked Easter bunny. If it

was sick before being cooked, there is a good chance that you will get sick too.
Whatever the reason, it’s over! Thanks be to God.

This week will be spent packing in preparation for my
return to the USA on April 13. The physical packing will be easy
and I have eighteen willing novices to help me. The more difficult
task will be to carefully wrap and store all of my memories and
learning experiences. It seems as if each week had its own special
message for me. Living here in the Asian culture allows for a
slower pace and a slower pace allows for more introspection.
There seems to be a greater appreciation for what one has and a
very strong willingness to share it with others.

One of my most powerful lessons
learned has to be a greater appreciation for
my Catholic Faith. By and large, many people in the USA attend
church services when it is convenient: “Maybe it will rain or snow?
Cancel church.”; “Have to be at work by 8:00 A.M.. Cancel
church.”; “What a party! Let’s sleep in on Sunday. Cancel church.”
Over and over I have witnessed the Faithful here attend 5:00 A.M.
Masses (or earlier) before they leave for work. I have seen the
churches filled to overflowing even when it is not a big Holy Day.
Perhaps their Catholic Faith offers the people a sign of Hope in a
country filled with the contradictory ideals of communism?



The strong sense of community and family is almost
palpable.  It is obvious not only with the Franciscans but it is very
much a part of the Vietnamese culture. Old people are revered
rather than criticized. They are cared for lovingly by their family
members and the Friars do the same. To sit and listen to one of the
old ones is considered to be an
honor and a privilege and not
something to be dreaded. (I love
being called Grandpa!). 

An appreciation for all things beautiful in God’s
creation is quite evident here as well. The beautiful
flower arrangements in the chapel were designed and created by young men who had no
training as floral designers. They just observe, select, and then arrange. This sense of
placement carries over to other areas as well. The
use of color and form come to life in their ability to
garnish food dishes. 

As an old song lyric says, “These are a few
of my favorite things.” I will treasure the
memories and I am sure that I will have flashbacks
when I return to Albuquerque. I pray that I will

always be open
minded enough to embrace new ideas and cultures.
Doing so affords a wonderful opportunity for humble
appreciation for what you have. Is the Asian culture
better than our Western culture? The more important
question to answer is “How much do I appreciate what
I have from God?” He chose to place me in the loving

arms of my parents in the USA. That is where I have been called to nurture my Faith and
Love of God. And you?

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


