
My first breakfast in DaLat —
Pho Bo (Beef soup)
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Home, At Last!  

I arrived at the DaLat airport around 9:00 P.M. on Sunday
evening and I was embraced by a cool 55 degree fresh mountain

breeze. What a welcome relief from the stifling temps in Papua. DaLat is
called “The Land of Eternal Spring.” Even though it gets chilly in the
evening, daytime temps hover in the mid to
upper 70's almost all year long. 

I departed Port Moresby, PNG on Friday
morning and flew to Brisbane, Australia where I

pampered my mosquito-bitten body to a hotel stay where I am sure I
qualified for the Guinness World Book of Records to having the longest

recorded hot shower on record. Warm,
constant flowing water baptizing a weary traveler. It just doesn’t get
much better than that!  Brisbane, by the way is a charming modern
First World city with all the conveniences and amenities to satisfy
even the most discerning traveler. I did, however, almost cause an
international incident at the airport
Customs and Immigrations check point.
The Papua Friars gave me some hand-
woven grass bags ( Muriks) as a farewell

gift. They were hand woven by craftsmen from several different
villages. I also received a beautiful wood carving, called a
“Garamut.” Larger versions are still used by villagers in the interior
of the country to communicate with neighboring villages. It’s their
version on morse code. I was told that I must declare them as artifacts upon entering Australia
and so I did. The elderly Inspector at Immigration and Customs took each bag and turned it
over while tapping gently on the bottom. As he did so, we both exhaled an audible “OMG!” as
an itsy-bitsy spider fell out onto his inspection desk. My head immediately filled with visions

of fines and possible incarceration but the wise old gent resolved the
“incident” by simply snuffing the globe trotting spider with his thumb.
He winked at me and stamped my passport!

I do want to mention that I had the distinct pleasure of celebrating
my 70th birthday in Papua. I entered the chapel on the afore mentioned
day (February 6) to be greeted with a “Happy 70th Birthday, Br. Brus”
poster on the wall. In the evening, we celebrated with a wonderful meal

of roasted chicken, freshly baked cake that did not rise for some reason, and ice cream that was
about 85% melted. The glass is either half full or half empty, right. So, we had vanilla tasting



The Custos, Fr Gianni is originally
from Italy.

Fr Norbert (Guardian) and Fr Gianni
(Custos).

Hand carved Tau Cross made
from a sea shell.

brownies and milk shakes! I never thought that I would be celebrating
this event in Papua, New Guinea. Truly, a lasting memory for me.

The Franciscan Custody of Papua is definitely a “work in
progress.” The country is struggling to fight its way out of poverty and

the apparent inefficiency of the government.
Transportation is extremely difficult because
there are very few roads through the mountainous
terrain. Most travel has to be by airplane of by
boat. The first mode being very expensive and the
second mode being very slow and undependable.
The Internet service is horrendous. It reminded
me of what it was in the USA back in the 90's. It

is slow, inefficient, unreliable, and expensive. Cell phone use is
widespread but it is also costly. The per
capita income of the average Papuan is about
$2,500.00 US. One US dollar is equal to
about 3 Papuan Kina. Kina is a type of
sea shell that is still used by some of the
inhabitants for currency. Many of the
residents spend their days just trying to
earn enough Kina to survive. The country
if lush with many natural resources and,

unfortunately, countries like Japan and China are circling the wagons,
as it were, to exploit those resources. Papua does not have the
financial resources to extract the hidden wealth. The dedicated Friars
of the Custody are working diligently in various social services to
assist the poor and needy. They also care for a few parishes in different parts of the island. Their
simplicity of life is inspiring to a “First World ” Friar such as me.

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


