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‘Trying to Teach Volleyball’- Chapter 7
      The girls from Gitenderi Primary School had reached the volleyball final for the district and had gone on to beat Sesame School to win the competition.  That meant they had a place in the national competition, however due to lack of funds they never went on to play.  I was eager to see how they had improved since last year on hearing this.

They had good skill in controlling the ball when it flew over the net and could launch the ball into the opposition half with the skill of an artillery man.  They could also hold a long rally, hitting the ball over the net was easy for them it seemed.  I was carefully analysing their play, and mentally comparing it to the girl’s volleyball club in Japan I had trained with and watched.  There were some obvious differences…

The girls at Gitenderi stood like statues and reacted to the ball when it flew into their boxed area.  The girls in Japan were constantly moving around the court and supporting each other like a pack of wolves on a mission.  The Gitenderi girls also didn’t know that setting and spiking were the goals for a professional high-level game, they just wanted to get it over into the opposition half.  So my coaching started there, spiking and setting.

The first lesson was fine, but the girls had trouble understanding what I was trying to accomplish.  They were alright at setting but jumping and spiking the ball was difficult for them.  Most of the girls did a short hop and padded the ball over the net.  There were one or two girls however that had the skill and timing to really attack the ball.  I could see my work was not going to be easy.
It wasn’t until I showed them a video of the girls in Japan training that they understood the basic techniques I was trying to teach.  By the ‘aahh’ and ‘oooh’ I heard as they watched the computer screen with the girls in Japan smashing one ball after another over the net , I realised that they were beginning to get it.  In the next training session the girls were far more focused and energetic in their play.  I reminded them that if they wanted to win the district competition next year they should copy the girls in Japan and how they played.  
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‘Simbuka!’ I shouted as a girl next in line came to the net.

She jumped like a frog with a gammy knee, and wafted at the ball.  

‘Again.  Arm straight and jump with two feet together!’ I said.

This time she jumped up and hit the ball over the net.  The ball arched across and fell out of bounds. 

‘Hit down with your wrist’ I added as she turned to get back into line.  They were getting better but needed more coaching.

The ACE Sports Cup between five of the ACE schools was held a few days before I left Kisoro.  The girls were changing the way they played, they started trying to spike the ball when it was high in the air near the net and tried to block the ball as it came across.  I was glad to see this but realised that they needed many more lessons before they would be challenging the best in a National Competition.  They had come a long way but there was still long to go, as they say in these parts

‘Bohoro Bohoro’ which translated means ‘slowly by slowly’

These two words sum up a great deal about how Kisoro and the life here is.  

The teachers had been watching me teach the girls, and I hope they will train the girls like I did.  If they do, I have no doubt that one of the teams from an ACE school will reach the final next year.  Hopefully this time they will travel across the mountains and to the national.  That situation might depend on the generosity of a charity called ACE.  

Ninety five per cent of these children have never been beyond the mountains…

