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PITOA - PILOT SCHOOL
IN A CAMEROON VILLAGE

by René Caloz

ERCHED on an upturned packing case

in the centre of the classroom, Bou-
kar, the little Cameroon boy, hesitatingly read out the
story he had written:

“While I am playing I find a little snake. I hit it with
a stick. My father comes up. “What are you doing ?’,
he asks me. ‘I am hitting this smake.’ My father takes
the stick and he hits the snake t00.”

When Boukar ‘had finished, he looked up from the paper
from which he had been reading. Judging from the faces
around him the impression he had made, he proudly
began to read it a second time. But the teacher told
him to go back to his place, and called a liftle girl, Isma,
to come out to the blackboard.

Isma jumped up, took a piece of chalk, rubbed her head
reflectively for a moment, and then began to draw. As
the chalk grated on the blackboard, Boukar gazed
dreamily at the packing case. This old box had become
a kind of tribune on which all the ambitions of a little
world were centered. Each morning the teacher would
ask : “ Who is going on the box ?”. Only those children
who had been able to make up and write out a short
story on their own were eligible for this honour. The
rest, the majority of the class, were still only able to
describe orally what they had drawn.

At last Isma put down her chalk and turned a roguish
eye towards the teacher, who asked her to explain the
drawing. Looking at the blackboard with her head on
one side, she said: “A woman is walking along the road.
A bird comes along and steals some of her hair. With
the hair the bird makes its nest.” Smiling broadly, Isma
turned around as the class roared with laughter.

Both Boukar and Isma go to school in the Cameroon
village of Pitoa. This mountainous, northern region is
inhabited by the Fulbés and the Kirdis, two tribes which
were once enemies. At Pitoa, 200 little Africans from vil-
lages in the bush live in at the school where they receive
a primary education.

During the past few years, the school at Pitoa has
become a real pilot centre for education in the African
countries thanks to the perception and devotion of its
staff and its teacher-director, Roger Lagrave. Here, like
a bridge spanning differences between centuries and races,
the most up-to-date methods are used to teach children
who have come straight from remote villages in the bush.

In any country, the first day at school makes a big
psychological impression on a child. It is his first real
break with the warm, sheltered atmosphere of home life.
On the African child who has just left the far-off tribal
village where he was born, the effect is even greater.
From one day to the next he is plunged into a totally
strange civilization and way of life,

Added to the impact of this disturbing change are the
feelings created by the long separation from family and
friends. At [Pitoa, therefore, the teachers need to use
special methods and even to devise new ones capable of
overcoming these inner conflicts and of opening up young
minds to a different world.

In solving these problems, nothing has worked as
well as painting and drawing. When they reach school,
the children speak only their tribal languages. They

After drawing this picture on the blackboard, Isma explains: “A bird
comes along and takes strands of a woman’s hair to make its nest.”

quickly and instinctively accept drawing as a means of
expression and communication.

At the very first lesson, the teacher asks the children
to make drawings of anything that comes into the heads.
The first efforts are always clumsy and disorganized—a
jumble of things which the child sees around him every
day : gourds, huts, animals, trees, etc. The names of these,
the children quickly learn to translate into French under
the teacher’s guidance.

Gradually the drawings become more orderly. As their
skill with pencil and brush grows, the children—encourag-
ed to use their imagination—begin to draw scenes from
village life. Graphic expression precedes and then
stimulates oral expression, bringing the first verbs to

CONT'D ON NEXT PAGE
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THIS IS MY HOME

BOUBA: In June, when the school closes I shall
walk down the hill towards my village, very happy to
see my home again.

All around it are young cotton plants, corn and
millet. It has a straw roof which keeps it fresh and
cool. The side which looks out on the road has a veran-
dah. The second side has a window but as it is unpro-
tected, it is always drenched during the rainy season.
The third side also has a verandah held up by two open
brick walls. This is where my father quietly sits sewing
his clothes. We also eat our meals there and sleep out

“at night during the hot season.

I shall be glad to sleep in the house where I was born.

JACQUES: My home seems to hang on a red and
green hillside: brick-red soil and green alfalfa and
young corn. The house is built of stone covered by
rough-cast plaster. The walls are pink and the tiled
roof is covered with moss. Some grey and white pigeons
circle overhead and with a fluttering of wings land on
the stone-edged pigeon-house.

In another building on the far side of the stone
courtyard are the barn, the sheep-pen, the stable and
the pigsty.

v

In an open shed leaning against a wall my father
keeps his cart and his binder. In the same shed is the
sling in which we put the ox when it is being shod.

AN

BALL AND WHISTLE

BOUBA: We've decided to make a ball. Armed with
knives we go off to the river bank. The sap from'the
trees here is like the latex of rubber trees. We make
a gash in a tree and the sap starts to flow. I cover
one of my thumbs with the sap which starts to harden.
To get a thicker layer we add some manioc flour. Then
we let some of the sap run on to Abbo’s stomach. The
sap spreads out and solidifies. I go and fetch a hollow
reed stem. I take off the latex from my thumb and
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s of, have a small cylinder. With the hollow stem I blow
‘.== into it and the latex swells up until it makes a sphere
==; about eight inches across. To give it -a thicker sur-

face, I spread on it the sap which covers Abbo’s sto-
mach. Finally the skin of the bladder we have made
is nearly half an inch thick. We go back to the village
very pleased with ourselves and in the evening we play
with the ball.
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JACQUES: I am guarding the pigs in the chestnut
grove. I pick out a new, straight, smooth branch and
I cut a piece from it about six inches long and about
as thick as my thumb. Halfway down I cut into the
bark just down to the wood. With the handle of, my
knife I tap very lightly on the bark and with a twisting
movement I slide it carefully from the wood. About
half an inch from the end of the bare wood and in the
centre, I cut a triangular notch, and from here to the
end of the wood I cut out a narrow shaving. I wet the
wood with saliva and slide back the tube of bark over
it. Now I cut out of the bark a piece kalf an inch long
and a quarter of an inch wide above the first hole I
made in the wood. My whistle is ready. I blow it and
keep blowing, blowing, blowing.
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MAGIC RIDERS AND CYCLISTS

BOUBA: I went to visit my brother Oumarou, one of the
chief’s warriors, Moussa and Zoussoufa told me: “Tomorrow
you will see Djaoro Sanda, the magic horseman.”

The next day in the centre of the village Djaoro Sanda is
there beside his horse. A large crowd had gathered to watch
the show.

First Djaoro stuck pointed sticks into the ground in a
straight line. “Hup, hup,” he cried to his horse which at
once set off at a gallop. When they reached the first stick,
Djaoro slid under the horse’s belly unti]l he was hanging by
his legs. Without slowing down he snatched up one stick,
then another and another until he finally had them all
in his hand. Then he twisted himself back up into the
saddle.

“Bravo! Djaoro Sanda,” cried the spectators. Some people,
who will believe anything, say that Djaoro can turn himself
into a panther or a snake without frightening his horse. His
horse is like any other horse, but it has been trained for a
Iong time by its master. :

JACQUES: One Sunday I went to see a motor-cycle cross=
country race. In the afterncon cars began to arrive, pulling
small trailers on which the motor-cycles were fized.

The circuit was marked out. It went down the side of a
little hill, up another hill, with a sharp turn at the top, and
down into the bed of a dried-up lake. Then it went over a
springboard and back up the first hill to the starting point.

The riders brought their machines to the start line and
when the signal was given they roared off in a cloud of
dust. First away was No. 5 which shot down the hill at full
speed. It went over the springboard, shot into the air and
came down five yards further on. The machines went round
the course ten times and No. 5 was the winner.

THE DAY WE WERE HERDSMEN

BOUBA: My father calls me. “Go into the hut and take
down the stick and the gourd that are hanging from the
roof,” he says. “Now go after your big brother,” he tells me
“you are going to look after the herd.”

I am pleased at the idea of taking care of the animals.
With the gourd in my hand and the stick over my shoulder I
run after my brother and take his place. At the water’s
edge our beasts drink their fill. .T cut a stem of wild millet
and make a little flute, While the goats are nibbling at the
young grass, I join the other little herdsmen, who are also
busy making flutes. We blow our flutes together and make
some fine tunes.

Then we send the smallest children back to the village.
“You, Oumarou, bring us some millet flour, and you, Dji-
brilla, some dried fish.” ‘We do our cooking and drink the
water in our gourds. In the evening we sing as we go home.

JACQUES: Julian and I have been told to watch over the
oren. We leave them to graze and we run to the cherry
tree. Julian climbs it, cuts off branches loaded with cherries
and throws them to me. We eat lots of cherries and we
even swallow the stones.

An hour goes by and Julian comes down from the tree.
When we go back to the field the oxen have disappeared.
We look for them in the other fields and finally we go back
to the village.

Father is waiting for us on the stairs. “The oxen came back
on their own at full gallop,” he tlells us severely.

We feel vexed and foolish. We hardly eat any supper and
we don’t sleep much that night—we both have stomach ache.














































BLACK GOLD (Continued)

This is why, in spite of the huge output of the world’s
producing oil wells, the search for new sources of crude
oil is being steadily intensified. Geological teams are
scattered far and wide hunting for oil—in Arctic Canada
and Alaska, in the steaming jungles of Latin-America and
the Far East, in the Australian Bush and on the burning
sands of the Sahara Desert. Exploration for more under-
water oil is in progress too. There are incalculable
quantitles of this sub-ocean oil to be won under the
relatively shallow waters of the Continental Shelf, large
areas of which adjoin some of the richest producing
oilfields, notably in the Gulf of Mexico.

‘While oil is produced on a commercial scale in a large
number of countries, there are five main regions in which
the chief proven oil reserves of the world are contained.
These are North America, the Caribbean, the Middle East,
the U.S.S.R. and the Far East. The bulk of world
production comes from what have been aptly termed the
two “Petroleum Poles.” One is situated around the
Caribbean and the Gulf of Mexico; the other about the
Black Sea, the Caspian and the Persian Gulf,

-

HE United States, which Is the most highiy

developed country so far as oil is concern-

ed, is still the world’s chief producer. In

the past hundred years, the U.S. alone has
provided some sixty per cent of the morld’s total
cumulative production, and except for a brief period
around the beginning of this century when the Baku
oilflelds of Russia had the largest output, she has always
remained in the lead. Today, in spite of the growing
production of other countries, the U.S. produces more
than two-fifths of world’s total supply. More than half
the forty-elght States are oil producers, and in 1957 just
two of them, Texas and California, together supplied more
oil than the combined output of the Middle East and Far
East. ‘

Venezuela is the world’s second largest oil producer and
by far the largest oil-exporting country today. She still
accounts for about ninety per cent of South America’s oil
production, although the other countries of that
potentially rich contlnent—and also some in Central
America—have recently become the scene of 'widespread
exploration for the mineral. ‘

Lake Maracaibo, the great sea inlet of Western
Venezuela, 1s one of the most successful areas of under-
water drilling. Very prolific oilfields are worked around
the Lake shores, and in places these extend beneath its
bed where the oil is recovered by means of under-water
drilling from special platforms mounted on concrete piles.
Some of the drilling rigs are several miles out from the
shore and stand in water up to 100 feet deep. Offshore
drilling has also been carried on for many years in the
Gulf of Mexico, where the rich oil-bearing formations of
the States of Texas and Louisiana stretch beyond the
coast swamps far under the sea.

Third place among .the world’s oil-producing countries
is held by the U.S.S.R. whose output of crude oil has been
rising rapidly and continuously ever since 1945. A year
ago Mr. Khrushchev announced long-term plans for a
huge production increase from the record 98.3 million tons
In 1957 to around 400 million tons by 1972. This would be
achieved mainly, though by no means exclusively, through
the further development of the rich reserves of the Volga-
Ural region,

26

Russia’s oldest oilfield is centred on Baku, on the
Casplan Sea, which is perhaps the earliest known oil area
in the world. But since the Second World War the
Caucasian production has been steadily supplanted by
that of the immensely rich region between the River Volga
and the Ural Mountains, which, it is believed, may contain
as much as eighty per cent of the total Soviet reserves.

1TTLE attempt was made to develop this so-

called “Second Baku” fleld until the 1930’s,

owing to the remoteness of the region from

the main oil-consuming districts of the
western part of the Soviet Union. But development was
stimulated by the wartime movement of many industrial
plants into the area from the more vulnerable west. It
will be the main centre of Soviet 0il expansion in the
future,

When it comes to proved oil reserves, the countries of
the Middle East are in a dominant position with no less
than two-thirds of the world’s total. For this reason the
Middle East will become more and more important as the
years pass. Although its total output of crude oil is now
more than ten times the pre-war level, the contribution
of the Middle East to total world production (20 per cent
in 1957) is still disproportionate to its enormous reserves.
But this is expected to be doubled in the next decade.

It is in this fast-changing part of the world that some
of the most remarkable oil developments of the present
century have taken place. The first important oil
discovery of modern times in the Middle East was made
in 1908 at Masjid-i-Sulaiman, in Persia—a most prolific
oilfield which has since produced over 100 million tons.
That discovery stimulated the oil search in other parts,
and in the years between the world 'wars new oilfields
were found in Iraq, Bahrein, Saudi Arabia, Kuwait and
Egypt, as well as in Iran itself.

Many of them are exceptionally prolific; for example,
the Burgan oilfield in Kuwait now produces more than
any other single oilfield in the world, and in Saudi Arabia
the average production per well is several hundred times
as great as, for example, in the U.S.A. where there are
many large producing wells.

NE of the great factors in oil production,
especially in such a region as the Middle
East, is the economic transportation of
crude oil from the wells to the refineries
and ports. The land pipeline systems, linked with the
tanker fleets on the high seas, are the arteries through
which this life-blood of our civilization is distributed.

Pipelines carry crude oil, and also refined petroleum
products, over long distances and across rivers, mountains
and deserts, and pipeline engineering is today a major
activity of the oil industry. In the United States the
pipeline transportation of liquld fuels and natural gas has
reached the‘highest development, for in that country the
entire oil movement from well to marketing terminal is
often made 'wholly through linking pipelines.

Until about ten years ago the only direct outlet for
Middle East oil to the Mediterranean was by means of the

CONT'D ON PAGE 28
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letters to the Editor

A *TERRA INCOGNITA’

Sir,

In THE UNEsco CouriEr for Feb-
ruary 1960, (special issue dealing with
the antiquities of Nubia and the need
to save them before they are flooded by
the waters of the Aswan Dam), I
found the material published by you of
considerable interest. I must, how-
ever protest at the small amount of
space given to the antiquities of the
Sudan as compared with those of Egypt...
It is necessary to point out... that the
whole of Egyptian Nubia has been very
carefully surveyed on two occasions.
The first occasion was when carried out
by Dr. Reisner and others when the
Aswan dam was first built and the second,
the survey by Professor Emery in the
1930’s when the dam was heightened. As
a result of this, Egyptian Nubia is one
of the best studied areas in the world
from the point of view of archaeology,
and although it is certainly of great imp-
ortance that everything possible should be
done to save the existing monuments,
the area can in no way compare for
present archaeological importance with
that part of the Sudan that is to be
flooded.

Since Egyptian Nubia has been very
carefully surveyed and excavated it has
little left in the way of new information
to give us. The area to the south of
the frontier in the Republic of the Su-
dan has only had a few and sporadic
archaeological investigations carried out
and here almost everything is to be
done ab initio. In the northern Sudan
no full archaeological survey has ever
been carried out; several hundred sites
are known and there is a vast amount
of new archaeological information wait-
ing to be gleaned. There can be no
question at all but that for additions to
knowledge the Sudan side of the fron-
tier is of the greatest importance.

Dr. Vercoutter himself in the article
you print speaks of Sudanese Nubia as
terra incognita and this is in the most
literal sense of the word true. It is
here in the Sudan that the greatest ar-
chaeological effort is required; it may
well be that the cost of carrying out
an archaeological survey here will be
less than the enormous sum required
for preserving the monuments of Egypt,
but in view of the extreme importance
of this area for the history and archaeo-
logy of the whole of the African conti-
nent it shows a remarkable lack of sense
of proportion to relegate it to one short
article of only two pages of texts in an
issue of your journal of 60 pages. I
very much hope that you can redress
this incorrect balance by issuing a future
number largely concerned with the an-
tiquities of the Sudan.

P. L. Shinnie
Professor of Archaeology
University College of Ghana

Ed Note: See page 30. Further articles
on Sudanese Nubia are also foreseen.

WHAT ARE WE WAITING FOR?

Sir,

In vour April “Letters to the Editor”
column, M. L. de Guesnet expresses
doubts about the number of people who
are said to use Esperanto. You pub-
lish an editorial reply and the subject
now seems to be closed. However, I
don’t think that the problem has been
outlined correctly. It is not a question
of knowing how many people speak
Esperanto, but rather how many would
use it if they were sure of finding a
correspondent or if the need to use it
became obvious.

This will not be possible as long as
idealists and dreamers alone learn it and
try to propagate its use. Official organ-
izations must include it in their
programmes of general education and in
those concerned with the commercial,
touristic and technical fields.

Half a century of international
congresses have proved that Esperanto
is very much alive and capable of re-
maining so. Today we must make use
of it. Nor is it a question of deciding
if Esperanto is perfect or if, by chan-
ce, Esperantido, Interlingue or any
future improvement is to be preferred.

These points of view should, I feel,
be acceptable to partisans of any of
these languages. Finally, every nation
should choose one or another of them.
The hope expressed by UNEsCo hav-

ing already pointed the way, why
don’t we accept it without delay?
Jean Debest

Arcueil, France

MILLIONS MORE MOUTHS TO FEED

Sir,

The is$ue of THE UNEsco COURIER
of April 1960 (World Mobilization
Against Malaria) instigates some reflec-
tions. One thousand million persons
in danger, you wrote. The projected
mobilization against anopheles is meant
to pull them out of the malaria danger,
but, so far as I can see, only to put them
into the hunger danger. What is wor-
se for parents: to see their children die
of malaria or of a chronic empty sto-
mach? I wonder if it wouldn’t be bet-
ter to .start a programme of family
planning instead of an irreversible cam-
paign against the mosquito and its
deadly implications. How long will
the economic advantages you wrote of
in impressive numbers remain an ad-
vantage ? It would be a horrible pa-
radox, indeed, if the activities of the
WHO canceled out the activities of the
FAQO. These problems are worth
thinking about, so, would it be possible
to dedicate an issue of THE UNESCO
CouriER to the prospects of family
planning, and the ethical problems

which bring the activities of the UNESCO
along with them?

P. Kloos
Amsterdam, Netherlands

Ed. note: An issue on the world’s
population problem is being planned for
a later date. An issue on the world's
hunger and steps to combat it is fore-
seen for 1962. See also page 2.

ROOM FOR ALL RELIGIONS

Sir,

As a Christian, as an American, and
as a citizen of the world. I have read
THE UNEsco COURIER for years. When
my wife was alive, I always read the
articles aloud to her. One which
interested her deeply was on under-
standing between East and West.

1 agree with the principle, as set
forth in the Universal Declaration of
Human Rights of the U.N,, that
“recognition of the inherent dignity
and of the equal and inalienable rights
of all members of the human family
is the foundation of freedom, justice
and peace in the world.”

It is a shame before mankind and a
sin before God that as yet the high
principles of freedom and equality,
subscribed to by so many nations in
the Declaration, are not lived up to
fully by any nation in the world and
are flagrantly violated by some.

The question, then, is how best may
we serve the cause of human freedom?

1 feel what THE UNEsco COURIER is
doing to educate regarding other
nations, races, and peoples is very
important. I subscribe to the COURIER
because I believe in education for
human understanding—international, in-
tercultural, interracial, and Iinter-
religious. But I do not believe that
education is enough. We will not
achieve recognition of the rights of
others unless recognition is taken of
the fundamental fact of the Fatherhood
of God, as well as the brotherhood of
man.

As a Christian I believe Christ was
and is unique—the Son of God, the
Light of the World, the Prince of Peace.
Yet, as a Christian, I believe, also, that
God revealed Himself through other
religious leaders, Buddha, Mohammed,
Confucius, Moses. The Golden Rule
and many other religious principles are
common to all the great religious.

If due respect were paid to the worth
and validity of all religions, I do not
see why there would be serious objection
to articles in the COURIER by out-
standing Christian thinkers and practical
leaders of the faith—for example the
Archbishop of Canterbury, Pope John,
Stanley Jones, Martin Luther King.

Palmer Van Gundy
Los Angeles, U.S.A.
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