
Week Twelve: Monday — April 11, 2016
Franciscan Provincial House
Saigon (Dakao District), Vietnam

Time to Say Goodbye . . . 

As difficult as it is for me to imagine, three months
have passed since my arrival in Vietnam and it is sadly time to say goodbye.  On Sunday
evening I was escorted by two of the novices to the Da Lat airport where I boarded a

Vietnam Airlines flight to Saigon. Forty minutes after takeoff we
were preparing to touch down into the
steamy hands of Saigon. The contrast
between Da Lat and Saigon is
dramatic. Da Lat’s bucolic atmosphere
is intoxicating. The weather seems to
be “just right” no matter what time of
day it is. Saigon, on the other hand, is
like walking the beach barefooted on a
sunny day in July. Ouch, ouch  . . .
Oooh, Oooh as you hop along on the
hot sand looking for some relief.
Saigon is a boiling pot of humanity
that has somehow been mesmerized

into a fluid mass that manages to function in spite of the
overcrowding and traffic gridlock’s that are as common as
fleas on a dog. Everyone is alert and miraculously people and
traffic coexist without too many “encounters.” 

Last Wednesday I was invited for coffee at a
coffee shop in Da Lat which is owned by the sister of
our Aspirant, Peter Minh. If you can remember from
one of my earlier letters, this is the same young man
who drove me to the Aspirant house for lunch on the
back of his extremely
underpowered motor

bike. Well, having experienced the superior driving skills
of this eighteen year old from that previous adventure, I
didn’t think twice in accepting his invitation to have
coffee. So, as we are chugging along on the
underpowered motor bike (I think I can . . . I think I can)



directly into the on coming traffic I realize that the chariot we are riding on doesn’t have
rear view mirrors on it. OMG!   Needless to say, Brother
tried desperately to remember any and all prayers to
St./Mr Christopher. 

Life in Vietnam
is filled with drama.
This morning was a

good example. I woke up around 4:30 A.M. to take a
shower before Morning Prayer and Mass. I relished the

idea of a nice warm shower in a
relatively bug-free environment. I lathered up and right in the middle
of the process, the power turns off! I failed to mention that the
showers are electrically operated and they heat the water just before
it sprays on you. So, there I am . . . all lathered up and no hot water .
. .  in TOTAL DARKNESS! Don’t tell me that God doesn’t have a
sense of humor.

After recovering from the cold and dark shower, I had the
pleasure of visiting my
Cloistered Dominican Sisters
in Dong Nai, Vietnam later
on in the morning. The nuns
are doing extremely well

with vocations and their total number now is
eighteen. The Novices and Postulants were
fascinated with some of the English Language
applications that I demonstrated on my Ipad. And
they tried to convince me that I should come back next year to teach conversational
English to them. I wish that I could bi-locate. The nuns are patiently waiting for the

government to give them the green light to build
their monastery. The communist bureaucracy is
second to none in the world for its degree of
frustrating rules and regulations. I keep telling them
that they need to build their new monastery in the
Franciscan model . . . build it first and then ask for
permission! The nuns feel confident that they will
be able to start building sometime this year. 

Tomorrow morning I will fly to Hong Kong and overnight there. On Wednesday
afternoon I will fly from here to the USA. Every visit to Vietnam is both the same and
different. I am always blessed with teachable moments that I never expected. Over the



years I have discovered that I can live with less and still
be happy. My time here is a strong reminder of how
much we in the USA have become addicted to our

electronic gadgets. Cell
phones, laptops, and
tablets are certainly
available here but
nowhere near the numbers present in the USA. It is so
refreshing to be a part of dinner conversations without
being interrupted by the cell phone. People actually talk to
each other at meal times. Now, how refreshing is that? 

I return home with a head and heart filled with wonder-filled
memories. Upon my return to the States, I know that in a short
amount of time I will once again be saturated with our American
culture, both good and bad. Vietnam has provided me with alter
living and praying experiences. We
live in a multi faceted world with
myriads of cultures, all of them crying
out , “I’m the best.”  How sad that
some folks can’t seem to accept
diversity. We are all children of God,

no matter what part of the world we live in or what shade of
skin color we have. Deo Gratias!

Peace and All Good!

Bruce 


