
Outdoor classes are my favorite

Sometimes all I can do is chuckle
at the responses I receive

I am on Holy Ground as I listen to
each vocation journey story

“We want to live simply and in
humility. We want to serve the

poor.”

Week Eight: Sunday — March 15, 2015
Ho Chi Minh City (Saigon) Vietnam ! Franciscan Seminary, Thu Duc

A Day in the Week . . .

I find it hard to believe that I have been here in Vietnam for eight weeks already. The
days and the weeks blend together as I ever so gently become acculturated into the Vietnamese

world. To be truthful, I do not enjoy my first morning “sip” of
oppressive humidity that gently embraces me on my walk up two
flights of stairs to the chapel. The air is seasoned with the smell of
smoke from the many wood burning stoves and smoldering trash
and I am greeted by eighty degrees or more of moisture. But,
within a short time I find myself being
absorbed into the Morning Prayer and
Mass with the Aspirants and the
discomfort is much diminished. 

My daily routine is centered around classes with the
Aspirants, either in a formal classroom setting or outside in a gazebo
where we have informal small group English conversations. Because
there are so many students, I shuttle between the three classes
throughout the week. I have given up on following any formalized

syllabus. I have basically adopted the “shoot and run” method!
Some days we will talk about idioms and some days we discuss
sentence structure and the use of past, present, and future tenses.
Like most language beginners, the students are stuck in the present
tense mode. 

My favorite classes are the informal sessions outside under
the gazebo. I have six to eight
students at a time and I can focus on
each of them with a little more care.
This past week I asked them to tell

me about their vocation journey. Once I cleared up their
confusion between vocation and vacation we were on a roll! I was
on Holy Ground as each young man told me his story. What are
they seeking? They come in order to live simply and to live with
and serve the poor. They want to live in a community that is a
brotherhood. They want to pray together. They want to share
deeply with each other in a safe and non-threatening environment.
Their comments were a déjà vu experience for me. I found my self
thinking, “YES! Me too.” Why is it that people from a second world country can see things so
clearly while we first world folks are so easily caught up into our own independence, our own
comfort, our own freedom, etc.? I am humbled by their example.



The Vietnamese version of
American fast food: fried egg;

french fries; bread; mystery beef
and gravy.

The city busses have a
driver and a conductor to

seat you and take your
fare. The man in the blue

shirt is our conductor.

Br Bong was so pleased that he
could take Brother out for lunch.

The seminary grounds are filled
with many grottos. 

Lam is a thirteen year old
Vietnamese boy who speaks

perfect English. The Nuns invited
him to meet me. 

My weekly routine was pleasantly broken by two very
enjoyable events. Last Sunday I was invited to go out for lunch with
two of my former students who are now in their third year of studies
here at the Thu Duc seminary. Now, keep in mind that these young men
live a very simple life as Franciscan students and they have very little
money to spare on such luxuries as a meal
in a restaurant. We took a city bus to a
nearby neighborhood with many shops
and restaurants and they proudly invited
my to “get whatever you want, Brother.” 
The food was a Vietnamese version of

“American” style with the required french fries, bread, and gravy.
Even though it was a fast food type restaurant we ate off of real

plates. I’m sure you can guess that
Brother treated them to the meal
which cost about ten USA dollars for the three of us. God bless
‘em.

And the most enjoyable treat of the week was my visit to
the Cloistered Dominican Nuns at their “Our Lady of the Holy
Spirit Monastery” in Dong Nai,
Vietnam which is basically a suburb
of Saigon. The Monastery enjoys a
special relationship with the
Monastery of the Blessed Sacrament

in Farmington Hills, Michigan where my sister, Sr. Mary Thomas,
resides. She was the Prioress of the Michigan Monastery during
the time that the Vietnamese Monastery was being formed and so
the Nuns have a close bond with each other.  I suppose that the
original dream of establishing a new Cloistered Dominican Monastery in Vietnam began about
ten years ago. The Monastery is now a reality and it has a loving and prayerful Community of
eighteen holy women. They are still living in a very crowded make-shift building until they are
able to convince uncle ho that a new building is needed. The government is very deliberately

putting up roadblocks for
construction of any Christian related
facilities. And so the good sisters
continue their prayers in silence and
in hope. I pray that my next visit will
be to their new monastery. 

We are fast approaching Holy
Week and Easter. I am looking
forward to spending it here with the
students and seminarians. I am sure

that it will be a memorable experience. I pray that your Lent offers many blessings to you.

Bruce


