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When you hear about efforts to fight malaria, like "Nothing Buts Nets", can you picture how malaria affects a person? On her 2011 annual medical mission to Kenya, CUMC member & Missions Committee Secretary Jody Mattena saw such images firsthand. She generously offered to share this moving description of hope arising from the physical & emotional suffering caused by malaria:
 
"I have a picture of Malaria for you, along with a miraculous story. A story that will always and forever be in my heart.
 
On our third day in clinic at St. Catherines boarding school in Naivasha (a boarding school that we sponsor and run in Kenya) it was getting to get close to the end of the day and things were pretty quiet. All of a sudden a very thin man carried in a young girl who was convulsing. She was 15-year old Margaret Misoni. After several bouts of seizing and upon further investigation I determined she was suffering from chronic malaria. This case was so severe I did not have the proper medication for her. She needed to be seen at a hospital, admitted and given days worth of IV medication along with nutrition. As we know, things are not the same in Kenya as they are here. It's not so easy to hop in your car and drive your loved one to InstaCare or the Emergency Room. Beautiful AJ Jolley held young Margaret. He held her in his arms for hours. Comforting her while she convulsed, while she cried, while she struggled to hold onto life...he held her and comforted her.  
 
Margaret's Father, Uncle and Grandmother came into the clinic. Margaret's mother died many years ago. The look of helplessness on their faces was plain as day and they were full of worry and grief. This is when we found out that Margaret's Father and Uncle, Simon and Joseph, had been working with George (my husband) and AJ. They had even worked the previous year with George. I remember George telling me that he had never seen a harder worker in his entire life, and anyone who knows George knows he's one of the hardest workers out there. Knowing this, both AJ and George felt an even stronger connection to this family. 
 
It was late in the day and I did everything I could do for dear Margaret. I spoke to the family, let them know my thoughts and suggested plan. They informed me that Margaret had been fighting this, malaria, for two years. They only make $1 a day and could not afford the medication/hospitalization. I suggested that they take Margaret home and if she made [it through] the night to meet me at the private hospital in town. I promised them to not worry about money, just get Margaret there if she made the night. We did offer them a ride home, however they live about a half a mile away...up a dirt path which is only accessible by donkey, foot, or motorbike.  I agreed with the plan that they would take their daughter home on their only mode of transportation, a motor bike. They would care for her and keep her comfortable for the night. If she made the night, they would bring her down from home on the motor bike and then transfer her to a public bus (matatu) to transport her to the private hospital in town. I would be there waiting for them. 
 
Upon learning this plan dear AJ became angry at the idea. He could not believe that I would allow this poor, convulsing, fevered girl to go home on a motor bike.  I told AJ that we had done everything we could do for the night. We needed to let her go home with her family and we'd all pray for her that night. She would be in God's arms. He expressed his disappointment again. I simply said, "This is what happens when you truly have nothing." In that one moment AJ understood and I witnessed his heart break and melt. He continued to hold her until it was time to go...
 
We all prayed for Margaret all night. I really felt, and knew with all of my medical knowledge, that she wouldn't make it through the night. This girl was so sick, so very sick. I have witnessed my husband weep on three occasions; the birth of Kay, the birth of Kent, and while praying for Margaret...we also have a daughter who is the same age. 
 
Then next morning we woke. The group left to work for the day and I left to have my adventure of traveling to a private hospital in Kenya for the first time.  I hoped and prayed the entire time I would be meeting Margaret there. When I arrived I quickly had a tour of the hospital. All of the hospital staff were abuzz, so excited to have a mazungu (white person) in their clinic. They handed me everything I would need and with a huge smile...I still would not like to ever be ill there. Their newest equipment was manufactured in the 1960's; this again was a private hospital. However, they had what was needed to make Margaret well...if she was still alive. 
 
About 20 minutes later I was met with a miracle. In walked Simon and Margaret. She was burning with fever and needed much help to stand, but was not convulsing. A few minutes later we had her admitted and tested. Her malaria count was so high it could not be counted and the parasites were making their way to her brain. IV treatments were started right away and she would spend the next three days in this hospital, getting daily treatments and nutrition. On day three her malaria count was next to zero. She was discharged home with 8 weeks of medication to make sure that the malaria didn't reoccur.  I now had a connection with another family in Kenya that will stay in my heart forever. I couldn't wait to give AJ a huge hug and the good news. 
 
I am also pleased to say that I've taken Margaret in and she is attending school at our boarding school at St. Catherines. Her family lives very close and see her everyday. She is getting two meals a day and fresh milk. She's gaining weight, no more convulsions or malaria and she's getting a better education than most American teenagers. Most of all, her faith in God is stronger than anyone's I've ever met and she's alive. I remember sitting down with her father with my offer of putting Margaret through school. The look in his eyes and the tears...he told me that it's what he's wanted for his daughter all of her life, an education. He thanked me and smiled.
 
I had to tell you this story and it's one of my favorite's from all of my trips to Kenya. I left knowing I needed to try to get a 'picture of malaria' for our "Nothing But Nets" program, but I had no idea what we were in for. My cup truly runneth over. 
 
Mungu Akubariki kwaheri rafiki,
(God Bless and hope to see you soon my friend)
 
Jody Mattena RN,EMT"

