
Epilogue: Easter Sunday — April 12, 2020
Da Lat,  Vietnam              
The Ongoing Saga . . .

Much to my surprise and mixed emotions, I am still in Vietnam.
Since March 22 my departure flights have been canceled, rebooked,
canceled, and rebooked at least a half dozen times, thanks to the Corona
pandemic. I am now scheduled for a Wednesday, April 15 departure
from Saigon to Tokyo which will hopefully connect to a flight to
Vancouver BC, Canada. From there I will fly to Dallas and then finally

to Albuquerque. Fingers crossed!
Vietnam has canceled all domestic
flights and inter-city buses which
means that I will have to travel 140
miles to Saigon  by car with the
Novice Director at my side in the hope that we will be able to
convince the authorities at the multiple roadblocks that I am
indeed on my way to the Saigon airport
to board a plane to Japan later on in the
evening. Fingers crossed! 

The latest wrinkle in the grand plan is that I am now sleeping at a
local Bed & Breakfast in order to establish my residency in case I am
asked for that information by the authorities at the airport. If I am fortunate

enough to actually get to the airport, I will
have to be tested there for the Corona
virus. Fingers crossed! If I show any signs
of infection, I will have to go into a
fourteen-day quarantine. Fingers crossed! As frightening as all
this might sound to some of you, I am really not all that
concerned. Vietnam has done a marvelous job at containing the
virus. It has a population of more than
ninety million souls and it only has about
three hundred reported cases of the virus.

Compare that to the numbers in the USA and you can form your own
opinion. Truthfully, I feel as if I am jumping from the pot into the fire.
Fingers crossed!

The silver lining to this dark cloud is that I have had the privilege
of celebrating the Triduum with the novices. It has always been the
highlight of my past stays in Vietnam and this year was no exception.
Holy Thursday, Good Friday, and Holy Saturday were all filled with
well-orchestrated services prepared by the novices. For the most part they resembled our western
style liturgies but the one big difference was their inclusion of a Good Friday two and a half hour
vocal meditation on the Contemplation of Death. I can’t adequately describe the nature and



feeling of the melody other than to say that it reminded me of howling
wolves serenading each other in the still of the night. The meditation was
sung by no less than fifteen of the novices who
sang for three to five minutes each. I was told
that this custom is very popular in north
Vietnam and it is based on some of the
Buddhist traditions. We all wore a white cotton
scarf, similar to a stole, around our necks as a
reminder of the burial shroud of Jesus. It is a
custom in Vietnam for the family and friends 
of the deceased to wear it during the funeral

rite. The weather on Holy Saturday evening was absolutely picture
book perfect. The skies were overcast as a result of an earlier
thunderstorm but the winds were nowhere to be seen or felt. It was a
perfect setting for the Blessing of the New Fire to begin the services.

The novices did a marvelous job in preparing the flower arrangements
as well as special vocal pieces. We
even had drummers!

As I prepare to depart my
beloved Vietnam, I am swamped
with feelings of gratitude for the
many grace-filled experiences I’ve
had during the past three months. I
can’t begin to count all of the special
moments that have touched my heart. The Corona virus certainly added
an extra layer of experiences that I would not

choose but it has also impressed me because of the kind and loving concern I
have received from my Franciscan Brothers. A day
does not pass without someone of them asking how I
feel and if I need anything. These young men have
shown me what Brotherhood is all about. We’ve all
heard the saying that every journey of a thousand
miles begins with one step. That’s how I feel about
my departure plans. I have an image in my mind of a
fast-moving stream in and I am standing by the
shoreline. There are a few large rocks sticking out of the moving torrent
and there is a safe place on the other side. I feel that I have to accept the
challenge to take that first step onto the rocks and hopefully a second step

after that. With God’s help I will get to the other side. Fingers crossed!

Peace and All Good!

Br Bruce


