
Week Thirteen: Easter Sunday — April 21, 2019
Da Lat, Vietnam                       
Alleluia! . . . He is Risen.

It finally occurred to me as to why our religious celebrations
seem to be so much more powerful here in Vietnam. I think that it
has to do with the fact that this is a Buddhist communist country
and Christianity therefore is treated more as a necessary
inconvenience by its society. The contrast between Vietnam and
the USA is really quite dramatic. Here you will rarely see any
mention of Easter on the television or more to the point in the
stores.  The Easter sales begin to show up in the USA seemingly
right after Christmas and by the time of the actual event you are

pretty much psychologically drained and confused. You
might wonder to yourself if your perceived joy is
because of all the awaiting Easter treats and sales or is
it actually the result of a
Faith driven expression of
great happiness at the
Resurrection. Thankfully
the Vietnamese Catholics
are spared from all of this
commercialism and they

are more focused on the actual religious experience. 

Our Triduum began with the Holy Thursday Evening
Mass of the Lord’s Supper at the neighboring Franciscan
Parish church of St Joseph. The church was completely filled
and the reverence was almost palpable. It’s interesting to

note that the traditional Washing
of the Feet ceremony was reserved for men only. I think that
this is typical of the traditional Faith of the Vietnamese
Catholics. After Mass the novices returned to the novitiate
house where they had created an Altar of Repose for the
Blessed Sacrament. They all remained there in the chapel until
after midnight.

The Good Friday service was a most edifying
experience as well. Most parishes in the USA might offer an
afternoon or evening prayer service that may or may not



include the Stations of the Cross. Here in Vietnam our service
consisted of a capella singing of the Stations of the Cross by
individual novices in an eerily felt melody that reminded me of
howling wolves. The individual vocalists entered into the
Passion of Christ as if they themselves were being tortured. The
service lasted for about two hours and the vocalists as well as

the audience were emotionally
drained. The singers wore white scarfs
similar to a stole to commemorate the
burial shroud on the body of the
crucified Christ. 

The Saturday Evening Easter Vigil was equally
inspiring. This past week we have been experiencing heavy
downpours in the afternoons and
into the evening hours as well but
on Saturday the skies cleared and
the night air was as still as the

waters of a mountain lake. The Easter Fire was blessed and
the Paschal Candle was lit and we processed into the chapel
to complete the evening celebration. The Candle remained lit
all during our procession. 

Easter is now here and the novices are enjoying the day
by playing volleyball, taking naps, and eating special treats. I
have begun the discomforting task of packing for my return to

Albuquerque at the end of the
month. I will be flying to Saigon on Friday in order to attend
the ordinations of five Vietnamese Friars which will take
place at the Thu Duc seminary next Sunday and then I will
depart for the States on Tuesday, April 30. This week will
be an emotional roller coaster ride for me as I prepare to
leave. The young novices have been a much needed catalyst
for these old bones. It is a delight to experience their
enthusiasm for our Franciscan way of life. It is so very easy
to grow cynical as the years go by and it’s refreshing to see
how they freely embrace our life together. Alleluia! He is
Risen.

Peace and All Good!

Bruce



Da Lat Farewell . . .


