
Week One: Sunday — January 24, 2016
Franciscan Novitiate
Dalat, Vietnam

Homecoming Week . . .

Thankfully my journey from Albuquerque to Dalat
(with intermediary stops in Dallas, Hong Kong, and
Saigon) went very smoothly. The most tedious portion of

the journey was the 15+ hour flight
from Dallas to Hong Kong, but
watching four in-flight movies
made the time go by a bit more
quickly. I was met by Br Vincent who is the Secretary of the Province
and taken to the Thuduc Seminary where I spent the night. It allowed
me the opportunity to greet all of my former students before departing
for Dalat the next day.

My arrival in Dalat on Saturday evening was met with a little
confusion because no one was at the airport to meet me. I waited outside
for about fifteen minutes, fending off the advances of six taxi drivers

who entertained me with their persistent chant of
“you take taxi? . . .you take taxi?” I had the
distinct feeling of being surrounded by a bunch
of sharks. After four phone calls to Br Vincent I
was finally able to speak with the Novice
Director, Fr De (pronounced Day) who got
delayed but was on his way. 

The schedule at the novitiate is quite
ambitious by American standards. It begins with
a morning wake up bell at 4:30 AM and ends

with Night Prayer at 7:30 PM.  Suffice it to say that
Brother is sawing logs well before 10:00 PM each night,
in spite of the less than comfortable mattress which was
placed on top of a wooden slat platform.  If you ever went
to summer camp as a child I am sure that you remember
the old lumpy cotton filled mattresses that seemed to be
standard issue? Well, my first night had me dreaming of
the Princess and the Pea fairytale except it was more like
the Prince and the Potato. The friars were appalled that I
had a difficult nights sleep and so they brought in a
second cotton mattress and placed it on top of the first

one. So now it feels like I am sleeping on a carpeted floor rather than on tile floor. I will survive.



My teaching schedule is rather gentle. I am teaching
three Aspirants who are living in a separate house in the city
as they complete their college studies at some of the local
schools. They come here
to the novitiate on
Monday, Wednesday and
Friday for two hour
sessions. Three
evenings a week I have
the pleasure of teaching
three of the Solemn
Professed Brothers who are assigned here and working in
the flower greenhouse. I’ll tell you more about that in a
future letter. And, of course, I am also teaching the nineteen
novices. 

I was asked what kind of food I liked and so I told
them that if it didn’t bite back I would eat it. The Vietnamese

diet consists of rice, fish,
and vegetables and for
variation they will have
vegetables, fish and rice.
About the only difference in
breakfast, lunch and dinner is that the food amounts might vary
but the items are pretty much the same for every meal. Not very
good news for my American palate. OK, so I told Fr De that I
could eat just about anything. I

mentioned that eggs, beef, pork, chicken, fruit and vegetables
were all ingredients that I enjoyed. No problem, says he. God
bless the friars because they are bending over backwards to

accommodate my needs. So far
I have “enjoyed” huge portions
of pasta with carrots and peas
with a mystery meat sauce on it
for breakfast. And one time
they served me two tubes of what seemed to be a liverwurst
type sausage. Thank God for Jif! I will generally eat as much as
I can of the special meal
and then pass the rest on to
the novices who are seated

at the table with me. Their appetites and curiosity are both
monumental. I have also been treated to steaming bowls of
Vietnamese Pho Ga (chicken broth soup with noodles and
vegetables) and grilled pork and beef and so my daily meals
are both curious and tasty. 



On Monday afternoon I was invited by one of the
Aspirants to visit their house. Naturally I accepted, before
realizing that I was going to be taken there on the back end of
a very small motor bike. Oh well, you only live once! I have
seen refrigerators and stoves being carted around on motor
bikes here in Vietnam so I felt reasonably sure that the young

aspirant could handle his
200+ pound payload. Off we
went, into the afternoon
traffic of Dalat. Halfway to
the house, my feet slipped
off of the footrests and I ended up holding them up in the air as if
I was sliding into first base! What a sight it was.

Life in Dalat is
much more calm and pleasant than Saigon. The weather is
idyllic with day time temps in the mid 80s and evening
dipping into the mid 60s. It reminds me of San Diego. And
there are flowers everywhere. It is a perfect location for the
novitiate. I will be traveling to the Franciscan mission in
Thailand on Friday for a two week visit. I am looking
forward to meeting the friars and students there. This will

be my first trip
to Thailand and
I am looking forward to experiencing new sights and
experiences. My absence from Dalat won’t be
missed much because everyone here will be
celebrating the Chinese Lunar New Year which is
called “Tet.” The whole country of Vietnam stops
what it is doing and celebrates Tet. Even the novices
will be able to enjoy the holiday week because all of

their classes will be suspended. 

I am thankful for the opportunity to share Franciscan life with the friars and students of
Vietnam. The sense of fraternity and brotherhood is almost palpable. These are my brothers
and I am humbled to be in their presence.

Peace and All Good!

Bruce


