
Week Three: Sunday — February 5, 2017
Franciscan Formation House
Port Moresby, Papua New Guinea

Rain Lord, Oh Rain Lord . . .  

It has rained every day since I arrived in Papua. I’m not talking
about the gentle “female”rains that the Navajo People describe as slow
but steady so that Mother Earth can receive its nourishment but rather a
“cats and dogs” kind of rain where your thoughts immediately go to
serious consideration of building an ark. And with the storms come the
flooding and power outages. So far, during my time here we have had
five outages with the longest lasting eighteen hours. And of course,

with all of the rain, we have mosquitoes by the
pound. A lizard the size of a Buick has set up housekeeping above my
bedroom door but he can only eat so much and therefore my arms, legs,
and neck have become the favorite dinner table for the survivors! I
have more or less adjusted to being “wet” most of the time. The high
humidity and my body are not the best of friends. Remember that in
New Mexico the average humidity is between 15% and 20% whereas
here it is usually 75% or higher. It
brings back memories of my childhood
when we went to the beach and put our
clothes on after a swim without drying

off. You sort of got used to the damp feeling.

This past week the classes went very well. The students
are eager learners. Their English has a British flavor to it but I can
usually understand what they are saying. Pidgin English, on the

other hand, well that’s another
story. It was created by the early German missionaries who came
here as a way of unifying the various villages because it seemed
that each group had its own dialect. The country has more than
eight hundred known languages or dialects. As best as I can
surmise, Pidgin attempts to consolidate sentences or phrases into a
minimal amount of words. For instance, “onetak” (pronounced
like “One Talk”) describes how you are of the same opinion or
share the same ideas as another person. You are perhaps from the

same village and therefore have similar experiences. The language is taught in the schools along
with British English. So, combine one of eight hundred known languages, Pidgin English, UK
English and you have a recipe for linguistic disaster! And, to top it off, the students are very
soft spoken. I have to strain to hear them speak most times. 

I am impressed with how the student friars’ community share the housekeeping chores.



Every evening, after dinner, two students bake a fresh batch of bread
rolls for our morning breakfast. It is a simple recipe of flour, water, salt,

and yeast. No shortening is added. On most
mornings, it is usually all that we have for
breakfast (breads, margarine, and a cup of
coffee.) On occasion we will have some thin
sliced cheese to go with the bread. During the
school year, the students will return to the Friary
to have their noon meal and it too, is prepared by

them. It is generally a very simple array of rice, potatoes, stewed
vegetables, and fish. The evening meal is a variation of the same with
perhaps the addition of small portions of chicken, beef, or lamb. My sense is that it is either feast

or famine. Today, for instance no food was prepared for lunch and
so I scavenged a fresh tomato and a red bell paper from the meager
pantry and enjoyed each morsel with a glass of orange/papaya juice.
The lack of adequate refrigeration makes storage for more than one
meal very difficult.

The Franciscan Friary is one of
about six or seven religious houses in
the compound. The Carmelite nuns

have a monastery next to us on our right with four courageous nuns
making up the community. They are available to all of the students
for spiritual direction. Down the road to the left are houses for the
Capuchins, Salesians, Divine Word, Vincentians, Marists; Sacred
Hearts; and Dominicans. Like the OFM community, their origins are most likely Australia or

Indonesia. The Dominican friars are from the Solomon Islands but
they bring their students here for schooling. There is also a School
for the Consecrated Life nearby. It offers classes to the Religious
who are preparing for their Solemn or
Perpetual Vows.   

I will be here for four more
days and then I return to my Brothers
in Vietnam. I am grateful for the

opportunity given me to share life with my Papuan Brothers. These
outreach experiences reinforce my sense of being a member in an
international community. I believe that we become more alive and motivated in our Franciscan
life when we go beyond our own borders. I certainly feel that I receive a lot more than I give. I
pray that the Friars from this isolated island country will accept the challenge to have more
interaction with their Brothers in the surrounding countries of Australia, Indonesia, Singapore,
Thailand, etc.

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


