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IN WITH THE NEW
Nigeria XI & XII Are Coming

Approximately 240 volunteers will be arriving in Nigeria
in the next two months. 60 are expected in August to
begin work in agriculture and rural development. 180
will take up teaching posts in September.

It is felt that agriculture and rural development are
areas where outside help can make significant contributions.
Some of the anticipated projects the volunteers will under-
take are: Demonstrating up-to-date farming methods at
farm training centers, dairy work, organization of

farm youth clubs, tsetse eradication in the Hadejia Valley
(North), farm machinery maintenance demonstration and
training, village water supply construction and conservation,

village-level public works, and organizing participation
by villagers in development schemes. The primary aim of
the program is to work at the grass roots level. Thus,
there will not be duplication of US/AID efforts. Eight
weeks training is taking place at Central State University
(Ohio) and six more weeks will be spent in Nigeria (some
will be trained at the Awgu Community Development
Training Centre in the East). Experiment in International
Living is providing training and overseas assistance.
Language training in Hausa, Igbo, or Edo will be more
intensive than that provided for school teachers. In a
departure from past groups, the agriculture people will
not need university degrees. Sufficient experience is the
major requirement. In view of the duties and living
arrangements available, few single females will be utilized.

The teachers are currently training at Columbia
University. Job assignments are currently being worked out.
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FROM
STICKNEY
WITH
LOVE

Little is known about Ben Stickney’s past. One day he
came into Abuja like some sort of Johnny Appleseed.
Only he carried basketballs. Since then he’s become
something of a town legend, and coach is a title only less
esteemed than waziri. In Abuja the basketballs seem to
grow on trees.

While the town is now chiefly noted for its team and its
pottery, its past is rather heroic. It was a Habe stronghold
during the wars of the nineteenth century. Never were the
Fulani successful in their insolent attempts—the last in
1893—at capture, and only with the coming of the British
was the town’s independence lost. Her emir, Ibrahim, was
slain in battle, and the date, 1902, not forgotten. Ben
Stickney arrived in the autumn of 1962.

Abuja teams have become the standard bearers of a past
sung with pride in the bush metropolis. Her sneakered
men, garbed for battle in the pre-shrunk, pre-run, red and
white unforms  of her coach, are the vanguard of a
sophisticated citizenry. Courts are being built in the town
to feed talent to the secondary school. In Abuja only
football is for losers.

It was to an unknown North that the Abuja team set out
recently. An invitational tournament had been announced
at Zaria, and the location alone was enough to inspire the
team’s supporters, conjuring up as it did thoughts of the
past. To many of them it was an ancestral home. They
traced their lineage to the Habe ruler of the city, Muhammed
Makau, who had been driven from prayer beyond the
Zaria walls by the Fulani invaders, and who had settled
finally in Abuja. There were many miles of rail on which to
consider that past; the players arrived to the expected
sneers of their Fulani competition. Mutterings of *bushman’
greeted Coach Stickney as he tried to make contact with
his fellow volunteers over the  pre-tournament evening
festivities. As he put it later, the drying reception more
than anything else solidified his boys.

Ben said that he didn’t get much sleep that night. He
saw to it that his team ignored the Indian movie down the
road. In interview he described the scene next morning as
the tournament got under way.

The breeze was slight over the fields as the players
emerged from the buildings. Indian music blared like
bagpipes. Barefooted students watched silently as horseless
heroes threw introductory epithets at opponents. The
rituals of warmup were followed; dormitory windows

filled with faces before the coming spectacle. The tourna- .

ment procession began.

From the blue van of Katsina Training College came
iron mallams whose forebears had forged the intellectual
greatness of the region. From Maru came men of the
teacher training frontier force, proud of their isolated
heritage of scholarship, their literacy in the Sokoto Empire.
The toughened feet of the Kaduna teams came next,
Kaduna, new seat of regional power, identitiless child of
Englishmen and Fulani. Coach Stickney and his team
grew quiet at their entry. They had prepared themselves
for such competition. Stickney sent the waterboy off for
cigarettes. The following Zaria teams would be no problem.
Victory over the Sardauna’s own men from Government
College would be as sweet as it would be easy.

There was a delay as the Abuja team withdrew to its
dressing hut for some last minute instructions, a chicken,
a few pills, “just to help the boys along”, the coach com-
mented later.

“Abuja Potters” read the scarlet letters on the shirts
that emerged. Few on the courts bothered to notice.
Coach Stickney wiped the stains from his hands. The
cry that was to haunt the weekend of losers echoed in the
clipped accents of the bench, “Wake up, Abuja”. Morning,
noon, and night that cry would be repeated, in coaches’
ears would be shouted. Parrots trained would seem to
sing “Abuja”. From the years past the spirits of battle
came to watch, but a little way over the players’ heads.

Little remains to be said. The days that followed are a
blur of jumps, whistles, sun. One remembers the archers
of Maru lobbing set-shots from the outside, their rising
from the dust at the game’s conclusion. One remembers
the tenacity of the PSS Zaria team, aggressive in defeat;
and through it all the land of the Sultan being ravaged,
Abuja awake, “Big Samuel” laying in basket after basket,
commanding the field with Mohammed Usman, later
voted the most valuable player, by his side; Coach Stickney
walking off across the fields as the games went on, perhaps
returning for the quarter breaks, enthralled by the cloudless
sky, the slight breeze in the dried grass, quoting poetry
softly to himself, '

He was quiet after the last contest. Victory was his by
one point. He sent the waterboy off with some celebration
money, hoarded from his meager allowance, arranged for
a wire to be sent to the school, to the emir. The emir
would go for the trophy. He thanked the Peace Corps
referee he had known in training, promised to send him
some beer mugs from the pottery, a few Playboys. Usman
shouted the concluding, traditional Anglo-Saxon phrases
of consolation at the losers, and melodramatically the
crushed expatriot coach of the losing team announced he
would return to the Isles in June. The teams hushed. An
era was passing. :Stickney took his foot from the man’s
throat.

Continued on page 10
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In Search of Cosmopolis

For the record, the first voyage of the Blue Fringe was
a miscarriage of hope. From Ikoyi, the intrepid crew
embarked on their trip one fine March morning, a three to
four knot wind blowing out of the northeast. The bilges
were laden with bread, potable water, The Life of Byron
Part I, warm Fanta, tuna fish (canned) and toilet paper—
the complete boat. The destination for the day was at
least Badagry (thirty miles due west by lagoon) or even
Porto Novo, Dahomey. Other ports of call subsequently
were to be Cotonou, Lome, Tema and possibly Abidjan.

But the wind was fickle (i.e. it blew constantly from the
west an hour after the hoisting of jib and mainsail), and the
tidal current was maliciously in the wrong direction always,
so that as the sun dipped below palm and mangrove the
mud banks of not Porto Novo, not Badagry, but alas,
Apapa loomed up. It had taken eight hours to go eight
miles.

The boat was beached. A cold dinner was eaten (the
landlubber first mate forgot how to light the kerosene
stove and had lost the directions). They sacked out on the
deck. At midnight it turned chilly. A storm was imminent.
Some friendly neighbourhood fishermen took them into
their hut. They stayed dry but received 1523 mosqiuto
bites apiece. They left early next morning. Got eight more
miles in eight hours. Then quit.

They turned back. With the wind astern they returned
all the way in two and a half hours. The skipper was silent.
His thoughts were of a different time when on a cold,
snowy, winter’s night, during his college days, he had
shot for the wrong basket. That is the way it is.

* *

Togo is a wonderful place. We took the road which
runs from the Dahomey border to Lome. Cruising along
at thirty miles an hour the scenery the whole width of the
country was idyllic. The road parallels the ocean 300
yards away. The water, which had a clarity and a rich
variety of colours simultaneously, ever so gently unwound
itself as it climbed part way up the wide, sandy beach.
Nearer were coconut palms, Thatched fishing villages, and
barebreasted women. Delightful.

Tn Lome we-stayed at the Peace Corps rest house. There
we mét Bill Outen, a real live fisherman—Peace Corps
volunteer who was in Lome that week for some ostensible
reason. He told us that Togo is a land of 37 Peace Corps
Volunteers. A reasonable number we thought. Some teach,
some are in public health and some fish. The last category
interested us, so he elaborated.

Ten fishermen originally came over. Only two were left
by the time of our visit (April). Most were to introduce
modern ocean fishing techniques to local fishermen using
a power boat which they expected to be supplied by the
Peace Corps. It wasn’t. So instead they learned a lot
from the local people, like how to get a half ton hollowed-
out boat through the very rough surf and into the ocean.
Bill said that the man in charge, standing on the beach,

Continued on page 8

FROM IBADAN

PCV Rupert Baldash rode his Honda into his yard,

stopped, and reached into his saddle-bag to grab his
mileage record book.
Suddenly he felt a sharp stabbing pain in his right foot.
Looking down, he saw a long fat brown and beige snake
with a triangular head wiggling lazily away into the tall
grass.

“Aw, shucks”, said Rupert, wetting his pants, “a puff
adder”. He was not panicky because he vaguely
remembered his Peace Corps first aid lectures on snake-
bite. Running into the house, he poured a large glass of
beer, took a sip, and then made two long incisions over the
fang marks with his gardener’s machette. Feeling satisfied
with himself, he sat back and finished the beer. Soon he
began to feel dizzy and his foot began to swell alarmingly.
A disquieting thought occurred to him: “could I have
forgotten some of the first aid procedure ?”” He went over
to the local hospital with some difficulty and received a
large dose of anti-venom before passing out cold.

Fortunately, the patient survived, as did the puff adder.
Howeyver, this was with no thanks to the first aid instruction
Rupert received in Peace Corps training. Perhaps a brief
review is in order.
~ In Nigeria, there are two basic types of snakes as far as

| their venom is concerned.

1. Cobras and mambas have a potent toxin which has
its effect on the nervous system, particularly on the heart
and breathing. The venom acts quickly, and death, if it
occurs, is generally due to heart failure. Recovery is
quick and complete.

2. Vipers (Puff Adder, Gaboon and Rhinoceros Vipers)
secrete a venom of which the chief effect is to destroy the
blood cells and certain body tissues, especially small blood
vessels. This may cause severe internal and tissue destruc-
tion and death may take place several days after the bite.

Two things should be done as soon as possible when a
serious snake bite has occurred:

1. Remove from the tissues as much as possible of the
poison that has been injected. This should be done on the
spot and immediately, for it can mean the difference between
life and death. This can be done by applying a tourniquet
around the limb above the place bitten to stop the blood
from flowing toward the body. This should be released
for a few minutes every 15 minutes or so to prevent gangrene
from developing. Then make small incisions with a clean
sharp instrument over the fang marks and apply suction.

2. Neutralise the poison already in the system by injecting
a serum, called anti-venin, prepared from the blood of
horses which have been given artificially a succession of
snake bites. This will sometimes be available in hospitals
but your Peace Corps physicians have distributed anti-venin
to AMA-approved Peace Corps Volunteers throughout the
country. A list of these will soon be sent to you.

Remember that even without treatment most snake-bite
victims recover. Given the above first-aid treatment the
risk of death is very small.

Suggested reading and source-book for some of the
foregoing is G. S. Cansdale’s West African Snakes (or
Raising Snakes for fun, profit, and survival).

Rick Van Rheenen
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COSMOPOLIS From Page 3

has to estimate the distance between the third and fourth
wave out. If he feels it is sufficient, everyone jumps in and
starts paddling for all their worth. Bill was at the bow his
first time out. After going a way it seemed that a serious
error had been made—he saw a huge wave, just about to
break, approaching a few feet away. He turned around
and to his chagrin, saw that the boat had been evacuated.
He dove out immediately. The wave crashed flinging the
boat as if it were a paper weight. Luckily it only scraped
his side. At this point he figured it was time to move up
to the hinterland. He has been building and cultivating
fish farms since.

* ¥

Cohen and Weiss are both about 5 5 and have full
beards. The former used to belong to the staff club at
U.C.I. where he had swimming privileges. Weiss felt it
was a waste of money to also join. When he wanted to go
swimming he would tell the man at the entrance that he
was Cohen. This worked fine for a while. But one day,
unbeknownst to Weiss, Cohen was already there standing
a few feet inside. The man was a bit confused seeing Weiss.
Cohen happened to turn around and in the nick of time
realized what was happening. He ambled up to the man,
gently put a hand on his shoulder and said “It’s all right,
I’'m Taiwo, he’s Kehinde.”

*x ok

Our worst suspicions were confirmed the other day when
we visited the new West African computing centre of
IBM. Prominently displayed on the wall were seven words
we had never seen before. Sure enough, written in seven
different African languages was the word THINK.

* 0%

\

“Wahab Omotosho, the foremost and only boxing
promoter in Ibadan presents international boxing...”
Sitting at ringside we chewed our white cheroots (7/6d for
fifty) and scanned the house. Obisesan Hall had been
transformed for the evening from a four customer per-
formance cinema to a cacophonous, bouyant sports
arena. The place was nearly filled. Some people were
even sitting on the railings of the walkways dangling
their feet two stories above the floor. The ring was a jerry-
built affair: the footing seemed slippery, the ropes looked
as rough as barbed wire and the glaring ring illuminator
dangled perilously seven feet above.

Out came two welterweights—Thomas Saibu (West)
and Trouble Power, the “Showboy of Onitsha.” The
fight was a six round phlegmatic affair, Saibu winning a
unanimous decision. The centre of our attraction was the
referee Armstrong Duduman whose full time job is clerk
over at the University of Ibadan. He was a man of infinite
sensitivity. Each collision of skin and glove sent him

wincing. Aloof throughout, he never came within five
feet of either boxer even during clinches. We felt relief for
him when he finally stepped down after the fight.

Two bantamweights entered next. We immediately
shouted John Adebisi. Wearing a mauve robe with matching
trunks, he bowed flamboyantly to the crowd and strutted
to his corner. He gave us one bad moment when his
second helped him put on his gloves before he had removed
his robe. After some consultation and a few well placed
tugs the garment came off. He could fight. He won by a
TKO in the fourth round, shook everybody’s hand, bowed
low to the crowd and departed.

Then the crowd hushed as the contenders for the inter-
national contest came through the ropes. There was
Orlando Ramos, a tall slim graceful Nigerian and Dave
Mitchell (wearing Adebisi’s robe) from Liverpool. Mitchell,
it was immediately obvious, needed five months complete
bed rest and nutritious, easily digestible food. Then with
a bit of luck he might be able to open up a small,
nonambulatory fish & chips stand in Soho. But box?
Good grief. He was at least forty, knock kneed, barrel
chested, muscleless and flabby (Armstrong Duduman
now sitting next to us said that it was rumoured that Mitc-

. hell was a sailor from a ship tied up in Lagos and had lost

some kind of bet).

Fortunately Ramos sized up the situation. He refused
to throw any punches and slowly backtracked around the
ring. Even this ploy wasn’t sufficient. By the fourth round
Mitchell was so tired from moving after Ramos that he
appeared imminently on the verge of total biological
collapse. Ramos saved the day by suddenly sprawling
out and taking a ten count. Although some sneered, a
majority of the crowd gave a rousing cheer. Sportsman-
ship still means something, at least at Obisesan Hall.

* X

We reprint in full a conversation we overheard in front of the
U.C.I. bookstore between an expatriate wife and a taxi
driver.

“Where?”

“Bodija. How much?”

“One pound.”

“No, six pence.”

“Enter.”

* %

FRUSTRATION

242=5
north is down
south is up
the mind is

not in the chest
Oh,

is because.

Maryagnes Thompson
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No Room at the Inn

(Editors’ Note:
this report).

A Correspondent from the East sent us

On a Sunday afternoon I was sitting in the Resthouse,
working my way through last year’s New Yorkers, when
I heard a motorcycle pull up. It sounded like a Jaguar
X-K missing a muffler. There were heavy feet on the
stairs and the Old Man of the Mountains came in. He was
covered with laterite dust, the same colour as his undiscipli-
ned beard. His skin was cracked and leathery and he
dangled his crash helmet by the chinstrap.

—Same old place, he said.
I introduced myself.
—How long you been here ?
I said ten months, a little smuggly.
—What about you, I asked.
—I'm out. Been seeing Africa. Nigeria .
I stared at him. I knew there must have been a Nigeria I
but somehow I never thought I'd see one. I wasn’t really
sure they existed.
—How about a beer, he said.
—Well there’s the CRH, the Placia. . . .
—Naw. Drag one out of the frig.
—They don’t have beer in the frig, I said. Did they
use to?
—Well I’'ll be damned. How about some chop, then?
I started to name some places but he interrupted.
—Don’t they have any chop in this hole either?
—You can sign up for breakfast, I said helpfully.
—Well look, you hungry? Let’s get a vehicle and hit
the Rest House. Where’re the keys?
—A vehicle? |
—Yeah. The keys. They in the office?
—Sorry, 1 said. We don’t have vehicles here to use.
Besides, the office is locked.
—This is the Peace Corps (he gave it the ps) isn’t it?
where do I sack?
—You sign that book and give your money to the
steward in the morning:
—My what?
—Your money. -
—I gotta pay? Who says I gotta pay?
I pointed to the rule sheet on the door.
—Christ, he said. You sure th1s is the Peace Corps—
not AID?
—Anyway, I don’t thmk you can stay here, I said.
—What?
—If you’re on official business you have first choice.
Non-PCV’s aren’t usually permitted. . .
—Tell me, he said. You staying here?
—We’re supposed to stay in local hotels if we aren’t on
business and I generally do whether I am or not.
I’'m down at the Atlantic-just came to read magazines.
Come on, he said, let’s get out of here.
As we went out he was cursing under his breath.

STICKNEY From Page 2

The pennants were varied that flew from the conquerors’
standards that day: Government College, Teachers’
College, Technical College, Secondary School, Zaria,
Maru, Kaduna, Katsina. An illustrious chapter would
be added by the old men of Abuja to the mighty chronicle.
Praise would be spread of the team, of its coach. He of the
basketball would be sung in the bush as a sultan,

Of noble birth from both his father and mother:
Of noble birth indeed, of noble birth from both
his parents.

History turns warriors to athletes. The conversion
wrought was complete. Stickney relaxed during the
interview, and tried to shrug off credit with a glass of beer
forced on him by one of the reporters. Observers thought
in vain of past NIT, NCAA championships in the New
World for a tournament that could compare. After a two
hour post-championship practice—there were already
exaggerated rumours of a team in Maiduguri—the team
ate, drank, and headed for the Kaduna swimming pool.
Tournament promoter and coach Jimmy Garofalo waved
without enthusiasm as they went off. Go home, Ben
Stickney, he muttered under his breath, you’ve done your
job. Rare have been the holy days that surpassed the next
few in Abuja. Stickney even thought about packing up his
Lenin poster and moving on. The seeds had borne fruit.

—Don Scharfe

The Tilley Lamp is the publication of the Peace Corps
volunteers in Nigeria. Contributions should be sent to the
regional editors or to the editors c/o Peace Corps Ibadan.
Deadline for the next issue is 1 October.
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