
Simple boiled potatoes dipped
in sugar for dessert.

Take salad greens in hand, fold
into a neat wad, and insert into

mouth.

Tablespoon in right hand to
scoop up food and fork in left

hand to push the food on 
to the spoon.

Week Ten: Monday — March 27, 2017
Franciscan Novitiate House
Dalat, Vietnam

I Say “To May To” . . . You Say “To Mah To”

 I am still haunted by the lesson I learned while visiting the
Marian Shrine at Lavang. Being attentive to the here and now is not
easy. This past week, I found myself focusing on the cultural differences

between Vietnam and the USA. We are all
creatures of habit and we are taught to follow
established social norms by our parents and
mentors. It can become very easy to fall into the
misconception that our cultural norms are universally practiced. Many of
us go through life wearing cultural blinders. We can begin to rationalize
that those who are different from us are somehow inferior and should be
treated with suspicion. After all, the USA is NUMBER ONE, right? 

Having the privilege to travel and
experience other societies and cultures has been a
true blessing for me. Our United States is a vast
country and it is entirely possible to live and die

there without ever leaving its borders. However, it is still possible to
experience new cultures and customs even in our own backyard. I can
still remember the first time that I visited California and saw Palm trees. I

was so excited that I called my parents up in
Detroit to tell them about it. And just about every
town or city in the USA has multiple ethnic
restaurants to visit. Do we always have to eat a
hamburger, fries, and a coke?

I remember being told in one of my
college psychology classes that changing one’s
regular routine can be a catalyst for creative
thinking. If one follows the same routine day
after day, it is very difficult to conceive of a
different solution to a problem. It’s as if your
brain is locked in and you forgot the password
to open it up. If you are skeptical of this idea,

try changing your morning routine upon waking up and see how it
makes you feel. If you usually put on your right shoe first, put the left
one on first. If you turn on the light switch with your right hand, try
using your left hand. Or, drink your morning coffee, tea, juice or water
using the opposite hand from your usual one. Or, if you’re participating
in a meeting and your group is having a mental freeze, get up from your usual chair and sit in a



Fresh brewed Green Tea after
every meal. Beverages are not
usually taken during the meal.

Hot Pot Goby Fish does not
taste much different than

sardines.

new spot. Take a moment to think about how you feel after the exercise.
Basically, our bodies do not like change. Daily routines offer comfort
and safety.

My time here in Vietnam has certainly challenged me
physically, mentally, and spiritually. I have become so accustomed to
having a comfortable bed and easy chair back home in Albuquerque, but
here I have to be content with a straight back desk chair and a thin cotton
mattress that is about as comfortable as sleeping on a sack of flour. The
“mystery foods” are sometimes a challenge but I
manage to rationalize the experience by deducing
that no one at my dinner table has died of eating
the food in question so, therefore I should be able
to survive also. And the religiosity of the Catholic

Christians here has been an eye opener. Not only is it a common practice
for people to attend daily Mass. It is also the norm for families to offer
daily prayers at home for their deceased relatives. Most families have
shrines in their homes filled with pictures and mementos of their loved
ones. Family rosaries in the early morning hours or in the evening are
common occurrences. I often hear some families who live close by
reciting the rosary after their dinner. 

I’m not sure if you read anything new
from me in this letter? Perhaps it was just a rehash of the same old, same
old? For myself, I do know that experiencing a variety of places and
activities give me a sense of belonging to a larger family of humanity. My
insignificant life is but one small piece in God’s grand plan. We
Franciscans are meant to be missionaries. It’s in our DNA to be the
pilgrims and strangers. We Franciscans live life to its fullest. We share
our joy of life with all those we encounter. And we see God’s Goodness
in everyone, even beyond our comfortable backyards.

Peace and All Good!

                                       Bruce


