Burkina Faso??
by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC – Life presents so many learning opportunities!   This past weekend, for example, I had the sad occasion to attend the funeral service for my dear friend, Janet, a fellow transplant recipient.  It was held here in Northeast D.C. at the Purity Baptist Church and Urban Center which is only a few miles east of the Capitol building.  
The neighborhood surrounding the church is mixed, that is, there is an interesting stew of older homes, most in good condition, occupied by affluent African-Americans and young whites and Asians who have renovated many of these older homes.  It is safe during the day, but one has to be careful after nightfall.  Muggings and murders are uncommon, but not unheard of on these streets.

The “Homegoing Celebration” for my deceased friend was conducted by Pastor Robin A. Toogood, II, Officiating.   Pastor Toogood more than lived up to his name; he led the ceremony in a speedy, but respectful, manner with scripture readings by a church trustee and a deacon.  A prayer of consolation was offered by a minister, and acknowledgements were read by the Church Clerk. Each of these was an older, African American woman.  The choir was seated in the front of the church, facing the congregation.  There was no apparent altar.  Next to the pastor, by far, the most important contributor to the entire service was the organist, a young man who was a superb musician.  He played essentially continuously and always without reading any music.  His role was not only to accompany the choir, but to build enthusiasm for the pastor as he gave the eulogy.  
It was indeed a magnificent eulogy given by Pastor Toogood.  He began slowly, but soon built to an arm-waving, bouncing-around, exciting performance centered on a few verses in one of Paul’s letters to Timothy.  The audience became part of the eulogy, shouting encouragement and praise to both the Pastor and to God.  After about 25 minutes of eulogy, Pastor Toogood was soaked with sweat and declared, “I am finished.”  He asked that some of us in attendance come forward to carry flower arrangements outside to the hearse.  
I have been to several such funeral services within the black community of metropolitan Washington.  Each has been unique, but each has also been far more of a celebration of the deceased’s life than the somber farewell found in many white congregations.  I find myself preferring the celebration mode.

The learning opportunity to which I initially alluded came in Janet’s bio, which was printed in the program for the service.    Janet was born in South Carolina, but moved with her family to Washington, DC at age 3.  She never left.  What was interesting was that she met and married Sambologo Jacques Rouamba, who was in Washington as a diplomat from Burkina Faso.  

As I read the name of that country, I had no idea that it existed or where it was located.  It turns out that it is a very poor, land-locked nation in western Africa midway between the Sahara Desert and the coastal rain forests on the Atlantic.  It is about the size of Colorado and has just over 15 million citizens.  Although there are 63 ethnic groups, most are members of the Mossi tribe which the French forcibly colonized in 1896, calling it Upper Volta (3 separate Volta rivers run through it).  When the French colonial system crumbled in the late 1950’s, the county gained its independence.  Several coups followed until an army officer named Blaise Compaore took control in the early 1980’s.  He changed the name of the country from Upper Volta to Burkina Faso in 1984, and has remained in power since.  There are elections, but Compaore always seems to win.  And here is the trivia question of the year:  what is the capital of Burkina Faso?   Answer is…. Ougadougol.   Good luck pronouncing it!
I thought you might like to know.
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