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February 26, 2010
REPORT:  NIGERIA 2010
 
Nagode (nah-GOH-day):
 
That means thank you in Hausa, the most widely used tribal and trade language in Nigeria.  Thank you for being a part of this particularly unusual trip where despite all that went wrong, everything turned out right!  Over and over again, when doubtful arrangements worked out perfectly or when I somehow enjoyed a peace despite plans falling apart, I sensed that friends were praying.  God clearly had a hand in and a plan for this trip.  And, despite all that went wrong, this was a tremendous and exciting trip!
 
I am especially grateful for praying friends.  As corny as it felt to say it, I strongly sensed that God wanted me to write friends and ask for 12 people to commit to pray daily for this trip.  I received more than twice that many commitments and have since learned of others who prayed faithfully.  Over and again, when things seemed to go wrong, I remembered these friends who were praying and found myself remarkably at peace.  I have no doubt your prayers were heard and I experienced their being answered.   Thank you so, so much!  
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Matt Kormylo & 
Steve Snyder
 
The Plans & the Problems:  For the seventh year in a row, I was excited to be the scheduled speaker for the Hillcrest School senior class retreat.  I was also looking forward to visiting and speaking in classes at the school.  However, because of horrible violence that broke out between Muslims and Christians in Jos, Nigeria, where Hillcrest is located, city-wide curfews were imposed, classes were canceled and, nearly a week into our trip, the school administration had to cancel the retreat.  I would not have made the trip if my time at Hillcrest had been canceled prior to leaving the States.
 
I was supposed to speak at a church in Jos our first Sunday in Nigeria but, again because of the troubles there, we were unable to go to Jos, where people were initially locked in by a strictly enforced 24-hour curfew that was later changed to a 5:00 p.m. to 10:00 a.m. curfew.
 
I had also been invited to speak at the four regional campuses of The Nigerian Law School.  I had no idea what to expect and was anxious about traveling to some parts of the country, including Lagos, the largest, most crowded and distinctly notorious city in the country.  These lectures were an add-on to the trip and I really wondered whether they would happen at all.  Not knowing what to expect, I would not have made the trip solely to speak at the law schools.  Amazingly, the flights, hotels, projector equipment and other logistics fell perfectly in to place.  I wound up traveling across the country and speaking to more than 4,600 law students.  I was even invited to speak at an influential law firm in the Capitol, Abuja , where I thoroughly enjoyed the impressive group of attorneys and the wonderful hospitality they showed me.  The law schools and the law firm have invited me to return next year.
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Zachary Ochoga &      The Lagos campus                     Speaking in Lagos 
Steve
 

And, the blessings kept on coming.  One particular blessing was my traveling mates, Matt Kormylo and Zachary Ochoga.  Matt is a great friend, fellow church member and local dentist who for a couple years has wanted to accompany me on one of my trips.  He could not have been more wonderfully enthusiastic about Nigeria and genuinely open to the people, their food, the culture, their music and everything Nigerian.  The people loved Matt everywhere we went and, when they learned that it was his first trip to Africa , they went out of their way to make him feel welcomed.  Zachary is a young Nigerian pastor who is also a lawyer.  Missionary friends connected us a couple years ago after saying they thought we should meet.  He had the idea and made the contact for me to speak at his law school, the Abuja campus of The Nigerian Law School.  He was as surprised as I was when the law school administration asked me to speak at all four of its campuses.  I seriously wanted a Nigerian friend along to look out for us as we ventured to cities and places I was hesitant to visit or had never been to before.  He proved amazingly helpful and had the time of his life with brand new experiences, flying in planes across his country, hotel living, and being introduced with me at the law school lectures.  (The gifts of those of you who God has led to support Global Adapt financially helped pay Zachary’s costs to guide us, keep us safe, and share in the entire unforgettable experience.  Thank you for making that possible!)
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  Zach & Matt                            Matt at work                                The Porters & Steve
 

The disruption of our plans also led to our spending a few days with a missionary dentist and his family, the Porters, and some other wonderful missionaries.  This time proved a highlight of the trip.  I was even able to spend quality time discussing the very of issues I was set to speak on at the retreat with the Porter’s daughter, a high school senior who was supposed to be at the retreat (and who reminded me in several ways of my own daughter Taylor).  And Matt was able to spend a couple full days treating Nigerian patients at the Porter’s dental office where he was even able to share some new processes that may wind up helping that practice for years to come.  The fellowship was sweet and I think we made friendships that will last a lifetime.  
 

There is no explanation for all that occurred but that God had planned and orchestrated the entire remarkable trip.  It will be exciting to see how He uses all that happened!
 
Thank you so much for encouraging, praying, giving and caring – for being a truly treasured part of this ministry – and for sharing in the excitement of serving Him throughout this remarkable trip and experience.  Thank you for supporting Global Adapt.  May God abundantly bless you in return!
 
                                                                        In His Service,
   
                                                                        Steve Snyder
 
PS.  Please take a look at the prayer requests in the box at the end of this letter (I leave for Kenya in one month), enjoy the photographs and have fun reading through my “I knew I was in Africa when . . .” observations (Scroll down for those.).  And, if you have time, check out the “day by day” journal, below.
 
DAY BY DAY
 
Thursday, February 21: After more than 24 hours of travel, we landed in Abuja in the evening.  The driver and vehicle from Hillcrest could not pick us up because they were stranded in Jos (three hours away) due to the curfew.  However, the law school has a driver and vehicle there and takes us to a large hotel in the Capitol.  Matt (Kormylo) is a great sport when he finds rat poop in his room.  Friday: We were picked up on time, taken to the Abuja campus of The Nigerian Law School, and warmly welcomed by impressive faculty and administration officials.  I was shocked to walk in to an auditorium packed with more than 1,600 law students.  My lecture went extremely well and the response was overwhelming.  Matt videotaped the talk.  Afterwards, we were taken to the administrative headquarters, led past saluting military guards and had the privilege of meeting with the Director General for all campuses of the law school, a soft-spoken and obviously brilliant Muslim man who could not have been more gracious.  Before leaving the campus, I was invited to return next year to speak again at all four law school campuses.  Saturday:  We could not go to Jos for the weekend as planned and stay in Abuja, where we are privileged to meet some of Zachary’s friends and to spend a great evening dining with the man from the law school (and his beautiful wife) who handled all our travel and logistical arrangements.   Sunday: We flew to Enugu in the southeastern portion of the country where the intensity of the heat and humidity is a startling contrast to comfortable Abuja.  Upon landing, we were scrutinized and questioned by regional security officers who said they were charged with keeping an eye on foreigners but who may have been looking for bribes.  Other than one man on our flight, we saw no other white people in that city.
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 Speaking at the Abuja campus of The Nigerian Law School        Meeting the Director General
 

Monday, February 25: I spoke at the Enugu campus of the law school and, again, the reception and response were wonderful.  The Nigerian food provided to us following a tour of the campus was just as good.   We returned to the airport where the security officers we met one day earlier were now our best friends.  We flew to Lagos, a city of well over 10 million people.  Tuesday:  I had slept only two hours after staying up late to make some revisions to my lecture and Power Point when I was awakened by the unrelenting noise of trucks and traffic rumbling just outside my poorly sound-proofed room.  I wound up using the time to pray and felt amazingly refreshed when I walked downstairs for breakfast at 6:30 a.m.  The Lagos campus had the nicest facilities yet and approximately 1,300 students who could not have been more attentive and engaged.  One of the scenarios raised in a question from a student involved both modern physicians and African witch doctors.  Some of the students appeared embarrassed while others looked on with amused expressions that seemed to say, “Let’s see how he handles this one?”  Afterwards, I learned that they were pleased with my response and I was told that I could not have grasped or answered the question if I had not grown up in West Africa.  We flew that afternoon to Kano in the predominantly Muslim north, up near the Sahara Desert.  Stepping out into the sun, I felt as if my skin was burning.  But the humidity was gone.  
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Speaking at the Enugu campus  (See the map of Nigeria with arrows, below.)

 

Wednesday:  After a great night’s sleep, I presented my lecture to the 600 plus students at the Enugu campus, the smallest of the four campuses.  They were wonderfully receptive and responsive.  We were served tea following the lecture and I was saddened to realize that this speaking tour was over.  The law school provided a vehicle and driver to then transport us several hours to Jos.  Because of the troubles, we wound up passing through 20+ heavily armed check points before reaching Jos.  By then, the curfew was at 6:00 p.m. and we were pushing it.  We were picked up and taken another 40 minutes out of Jos to a place called Miango, where we stayed as guests of the Porters.  They fed and treated us like special family members and made us feel as welcomed and at home as I have felt anywhere.  We were also privileged to meet and spend wonderful times visiting with other missionaries, including Linda Crouch, a widowed veteran missionary who has returned to serve in Nigeria where two of her awesome children had gone through one of  my retreats a few years ago.  We also loved getting to know a 73-year-old American woman who is only 4’10” tall but who is teaching first grade there and had just spent the afternoon teaching students how to pay softball.  
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 Speaking at the Kano campus                                                
 

Sunday, January 31, 2010: We worshipped in a Nigerian church in nearby Miango town where I loved the music and found myself feeling amused by my thoughts of what most Americans would think of some of the cultural differences (read the “I KNEW I WAS IN AFRICA . . .” section of this letter) between that worship service and what we experience here.  That afternoon, we traveled back to Abuja.  Monday:   I spoke to the attorneys at a leading firm in Abuja and could hardly have been more impressed.  The gracious head partner then took us to lunch at the Abuja Golf and Country Club right in the city near the Capitol building.  The golf course was amazingly beautiful and shockingly green compared to the grassless brown dirt were saw almost everywhere else, which is typical of their dry season.  The Nigerian food buffet was tremendous, even though the Nigerian pepper soup may have been the hottest (spicy hot) substance I have touched to my mouth at any point since my childhood in Liberia.  The head partner of the law firm gave us a tour of the club, introduced us to the general manager, and they each separately invited me to return and play a round of golf next year.  This is the club where the former President of the country and other leading figures in that country play golf and relax.
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 JK Gadzama & Partners            Chief JK Gadzama, Steve     Lunch at Abuja Golf & Country Club
 Law Firm in Abuja                     & Zachary
 

Travel Problems:  Interestingly, the only real travel difficulties we experienced – despite Nigeria’s one-time reputation for notoriously unreliable and even dangerous intra-country flight and airline services – was on the way home when our connecting flight from Amsterdam to Detroit was canceled due to “technical problems.”  After eight hours in the airport, we were finally put up in a little hotel nearby and wound up getting home a day late.
 
Nigeria Map and our travels within Nigeria
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Q:  What did I speak about at the law schools?
 
The Lectures:  Basically, I spoke about the “people ingredient” to success as a lawyer, with an emphasis on client relationships.  However, I was able to weave in hopefully persuasive arguments for practicing with honor, integrity and truth in the pursuit of real justice.  Nigeria has a reputation for corruption.  This aspect of my talks struck a surprisingly powerful response as people there are desperate to reduce corruption and change their country for good.  I emphasized to the law students that they are the future of their nation and that their nation will rise or fall on them and their pursuit of these ideals.  Somehow, even as a lawyer speaking to law students in a distant and different land, God used the lectures to open doors (in ways that truly astonished the missionaries we met), build relationships and allow His truth to reign.  Following one of the lectures, one Christian attorney in attendance told me that even if just one person’s life and career are transformed by what he or she heard in the lecture, I should consider the entire trip worthwhile.  We shall see.  It was and is in God’s hands.
                I KNEW I WAS IN AFRICA WHEN . . .
         I flushed the ancient toilet in my room and out from under the ledge around the bowl fell two very small frogs, swimming against the tide of water in an effort to avoid a trip to the septic tank.
         I vaguely recalled, when apparently more asleep than awake, spilling some of my Bitter Lemon (a local soft drink) on the floor next to my bed, only to wake up the next morning to a big sticky mess on the floor and found myself feeling very surprised at not seeing an army of ants wallowing in the sugar-filled stickiness, until I discovered the reason for their absence: they were more interested in the large, inch long plus, dead cockroach lying upside down on the floor just three feet away.
         The missionaries I met included members of families my family has known since before I was born.
         I heard graphic stories about a series of violent armed robberies that have occurred over the past several years at the compound where I was staying, including mention of an alarm that is supposed to be set off whenever such a robbery is discovered and underway, and I then heard the alarm the next day at noon and immediately started wondering what to do, where to go and what would happen, only to find out a short while later that it was just a test.  (I have learned that 12 of the 17 robbers were caught following the last robbery a year or two ago, were determined to have participated in the previous robberies, and were brutally killed by neighboring vigilantes.  Thankfully, the robberies have not reoccurred since that time.  I will admit, though, to thinking about those robberies and my safety each night as I turned off my light to go to sleep.)
         The fried green plantain chips tasted just as good now as they do in my childhood memories.
         I stepped out of my air conditioned bedroom in my Lagos hotel into the enclosed hotel hallway at 6:30 in the morning to head downstairs for breakfast and my glasses instantly steamed up from the incredible humidity and took nearly 10 minutes to clear up again.
         I completed my lecture to the more than 1300 law students in Lagos, sat down in my seat on the platform to take questions and realized my tee shirt, dress shirt and suit coat were each soaked through from the humidity, heat and sweat, and were all stuck like glue to my back.
         My traveling companion seemed to think I was being too conservative or even slightly paranoid when I would tell him to put away his camera as we neared armed police or army checkpoints or passed government buildings in the Capitol – until a local missionary told him the story of another missionary who wound up in jail for two weeks for simply shooting video from his vehicle while driving through the capitol city.  
         The deeper we went into Muslim areas of the country, the fewer women we saw out in public.
         We knew that the little six or seven-year-old child selling peanuts on a corner in a tiny out-of-the way town was not very sophisticated when she quoted us a price of 10 naira for her small homemade pack of local roasted peanuts rather than an inflated white man price.  (One dollar in American currency equals 150 naira.  The 10 naira pack of peanuts cost less than seven cents.)
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         Nigerian Coca Cola comes in a glass bottle, is made with real cane sugar and tastes like Coca Cola tasted when I was a kid and not at all like it tastes now here in the United States.
         One of the more than 20 armed checkpoints we encountered during the three hour trip from Kano to Jos was armed not only with the rifles, AK47s and other automatic weapons held ready in the hands and arms of soldiers, but also with a mounted machine gun set up behind a dirt mound barrier next to the road and pointed directly at the passing vehicles, including ours.
         The lizards outside and occasionally inside were so numerous that I hardly noticed them and didn’t even think to try and capture one in a photograph.
         When something worked as planned, whether it was a flight departure, the starting time of a lecture or a driver picking us up when he said he would, we were surprised.
         The women at church sat on one side of the sanctuary and the men sat on the other.
         The women at church all wore dresses and skirts.  No pants.
         Among the visitors acknowledged during the worship service were military and police, heavily armed with automatic weapons and pistols, sitting at the back entrance to guard against any recurrence of the “troubles” that had recently occurred in nearby Jos.
         As beautiful and wonderful as the country of Nigeria is to me, I could hardly go anywhere without realizing another reason to be thankful that God made me an American.
         I come home, am thrilled to see my family and friends, but somehow feel “homesick” for Africa.
         An armed soldier holding an intimidating AK47 and poised with a serious expression stopped us at a checkpoint but, after we opened our windows to greet and speak with him, he smiled largely, let us pass and, as we began to pull away, said with all sincerity, “Let God be glorified.” 
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Armed checkpoints
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