Hi!
This will be my last update sent from Kibuye! I’ll be flying home in less than a month. I am
amazed that my time here is almost finished. I wrote a blog post on our team blog about transition
and anxiety: https://mccropders. blogspot.com/2018/05/ reflections-from-rachel.html
A couple weeks ago, Burundi celebrated Labor Day. There was a parade in Bukirasazi, the seat
of our commune. A couple of our middle schoolers danced with Kibuye’s primary school children
so a group of us drove over there to watch. My new roommate (Kayla, a teacher from Lansing MI
here for 2 years) and I went with and attempted to stay on the sidelines. One of the Kirundi
teachers from our school grabbed us and led us over to where the hospital workers were lining up
for the parade. So we marched in the parade with the hospital workers! They all had matching
shirts. We stuck out like a sore thumb! But it was so much fun. The person next to me was giving
me a little tour as we walked the parade route. He pointed out the clinic and the market as we
went. I told him it was my first time in Bukirasazi. He said that it is very good to explore new
places, and that I can tell all my friends back home about this new place I went to. The parade
ended at the “stadium” (read: a stage with a large dirt area in front of it). Apparently the people at
the beginning of the parade (us) sit on the stage for the rest of the entertainment. So we followed
the hospital workers onto the stage. We tried to sit as far back as possible to not call attention to
ourselves, but someone stopped us before we could go to the back and they made us sit in the
front row. It’s just a thing here - white people sit in the front. Kayla and I felt very out of place! It
did give us a wonderful view of the festivities! There were traditional Burundian drummers, and
lots of schools that had children perform dances. Unfortunately we didn’t stay too long because
we had to get back to school, but we did stay long enough for all of us to get a significant amount
of color (ouch)!
Last week I was sitting in church next to a couple Burundian kids. They were carefully inspecting
my watch for a while, when one of them grabbed my wrist kind of tightly. I was confused what
was going on. Kayla pointed out that they were comparing the size of my arm to theirs! They were
using their fingers to see how big mine was. That was pretty entertaining, but not as exciting as
when they got to my upper arm. It seemed like they couldn’t believe how big it was! I just
reminded myself that being “fat” in Burundian culture is a good thing. In fact, someone telling you
that you are “looking fat” is a compliment. It can be hard to think about how we have so much to
eat in one of the hungriest countries in the world. Many of our neighbors are starving while we
sometimes end up throwing out food that has gone bad in the fridge.
My journey back will include staying in Amsterdam for three days. I’m looking forward to seeing
the sights and beginning my transition back into Western culture. Once I get back to the States,
I’ll be staying with my parents in the Chicago area for a few weeks before moving in with some
girls in Grand Rapids in July. I’m hoping to get a job there for a year before hopefully heading off
to medical school. My applications are in the works now. Then I’ll move in with Nate once we get
married in October. Who knows what the future holds for us in 2019!
I’m very excited to connect with all of you once I’m back!
In Christ,
Rachel

I held a baby goat on a recent hike!

A school field trip to our local coffee-washing station. The beans are drying.

The view from the stage as the Labor Day parade processed past.

