
Week Four: Sunday — February 17, 2019
Da Lat, Vietnam                       
The Far East Meets the Southwest . . .

For me, one of the joys of travel is that it provides many
opportunities to experience new and exotic foods. Our traditional
Western diet is gradually causing all of us multiple health

problems. Our American foods
tend to be served in too large
portions that are big enough to
feed two or more people. We are
head over heals in love with fried
foods, sugar, and salt and we just
can’t ever get our fill of protein in
the form of beef, pork, or chicken.
And we just have to have gravy with our roasted meats and 
mashed potatoes. What would they taste like without that creamy
smooth blanket of deliciousness? I am just as guilty as the next
person when it comes to eating
the wrong foods and not
watching my portions. 

One of the real blessings for me while I am here in
Vietnam is that I have been exposed to a totally different mind
set regarding nutrition. Instead of the protein coming from beef,
pork, or chicken, it is more often provided for in fish or tofu
and occasional dishes with eggs. Garden grown vegetables

comprise about 75% of the usual
meal served here along with a
healthy portion of steamed rice (at
every meal.) It’s almost as if the
small portion of meat which might
be served is an afterthought. I
marvel at how the young novices
will actually pass up a meat item to have a second helping of greens.  

Every year that I have come to Vietnam I have always been
asked if I would prepare an “American” meal. As much as I would
enjoy doing so it is very difficult to find the ingredients for such an
endeavor. Fortunately I did have the presence of mind to pack some

bags of authentic New Mexico red chile powder in my suitcase with the idea of preparing a
simple pot of the delicious dish for the novices. The recipe is very simple and I figured that I
could find what I needed at the local version of Walmart which is called “Big C.” All I needed



for my dish was some ground beef, garlic, and flour. Simple
enough. So, off I went with one of the novices to purchase the
supplies. The store has a relatively decent butcher
shop and so I picked out a piece of meat that might serve my
purpose. We asked the butcher if he could grind it up but he
informed us that the machine was not working. I took the meat
anyway and decided to worry about how to grind it later. Oddly
enough, the most difficult item to find was the wheat flour. It’s
an ingredient that is not
commonly used in Vietnam. We
did eventually find it but I had
to pay almost as much for the 8-
oz package as a 5 lb. bag would
cost back in the USA. It’s all
about supply and demand.

When we returned to the novitiate I met with one of the
Aspirants who is studying at a local culinary arts school and he
agreed to assist me. Here’s where the Far Southeast collided with
the Southwest — big time! I discovered that a meat grinder was

not available so we had to chop
the beef into tiny bits with an
Asian knife that is similar to a
meat cleaver. Thankfully the young Aspirant was adept with the
tool and he proceeded to produce a “coarse grind” bowl of
chipped beef. OK, the next step was to brown the meat in some
oil and it was at that
point that we discovered
we were out of propane
gas! “Not to worry”
says the Aspirant. “We
will use the wood
burning stove.” I have to
say that it produced a
very good amount of
heat and we were on our

way to creating the New Mexican delicacy with a
Vietnamese twist. The Aspirant watched me with eagle
eyes as I proceeded to season the meat with freshly
chopped garlic and sea salt. We Added the red chile and
wheat flour to make a roux and then added water to the pot and allowed the mix to come to a
slow boil. After correcting the seasoning with a bit more salt and garlic we were good to go. The
bowls of New Mexico Chile Rojo (ro-ho) were served up at lunch time and it seemed to be a big
hit with everyone. For a short time, I felt like I was back home in New Mexico.



Another joy for me is my teaching routine with the novices.
The teachers among you already know the joy in your hearts when
the students you are teaching actually want to learn and they are
excited to do so. My time with the novices is just that. To see the

face of a 25-year-old student light up
when he can identify a picture with
its English name is truly
unforgettable. I am constantly being
asked by the novices to correct their
pronunciation or to give the English
name for common everyday items
such as knife, spoon, fork, bowl, or
plate while we are enjoying our
meal. The Vietnamese people put a
high value on education and they know how important learning
English is for them. The novices are required to pass English
competency exams if they are to continue in their studies. I
certainly feel a sense of
accomplishment in know

that I am contributing to their future success even if it is
in a very small way.

And on a practical note, I was in need of a
haircut this past week and to no ones surprise I had at
least five offers from that many novices to do the deed.

When I asked each of
them where they learned
to cut hair each one
explained that they
developed their skills by watching You Tube! I am happy to report
that my chosen barber did an excellent job. He asked me how
much a haircut would cost in the USA and I told him that it would
range from eight to 10 dollars on up to 25 or more. He was
flabbergasted! He told me that in Vietnam the average cost would
be about one or 2 US Dollars. 

There is a steady rhythm to my days. I’m up at 4:45 A.M.
and usually sawing logs by 9:00 P.M. Each and every day is
regimented but each one also offers something new and unusual. I

start the day wondering what new experience will come my way and in the evening I am gratified
that our God has shown me another facet of His face in my Vietnamese brothers and sisters.

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


