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Dunn’s Do’ins 
Congo MPH Mission

A Year in Review
As we come to the closing of 2018, we want to wish each of you a wonderful holiday season 
and a prosperous New Year, filled with good health. We need to take a moment to say “Thank 
You” to those who have supported us this past year. Many of you have been a part of our 
ministry here at MPH Guesthouse since we were called in 2010. Your dedication to prayer and 
sowing funds into our ministry has kept us uplifted and focused on our tasks at hand. We 
couldn’t continue to be here, if it weren’t for you. 

Here is a brief look back at 2018 for the Dunns:
We completed the major remodel of the MPH 
Kitchen back in April. However, with the decline 
in clientele for the past two years due to political 
concerns, MPH has put major renovations on 
hold.

In July, we took a short furlough to the States. 
While we were there Clay had minor hernia 
surgery. Everything went well and healing was 
quick. Thankfully, it was covered by our 
insurance. Clay was restricted from working to 
supplement our income, so we have noticed that paying off the airfare and purchases on 
our credit card has been a bit more difficult. 

We made a couple of short driving trips while in the US. We went to Delaware to share 
our ministry with a church in an effort to pick up support; and to Montreat NC to attend 
the annual Congo Connections Luncheon, where we were able to get a boost of moral  
and financial support and an extra burst of energy.

In August, we changed our worldwide medical insurance from a group plan, of which we 
were no longer eligible, to an individual plan. As you might guess, benefits decreased 
while deductibles and premiums increased. Our new insurance is costing us an 
additional $270.00 per month. Ouch! But we have to have it.

Further review of our finances show that we are personally operating on about 75% of 
the income we need. This is factoring in the rental income on our house in the US and 
monthly donations. Maybe you would consider a year-end donation to help bring us up?

Upon our return in September, we found out that two of our employees were gravely ill. 
Clay’s worker Mafuta had developed diabetes and subsequently his kidneys began to 
fail. In the past months, he has had several courses of dialysis and insulin treatments. 
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We are pleased to share that, as of this writing, his kidneys are functioning better and he 
is able to control his diabetes with oral medication and diet. The other employee, our cook 
Nzila, has a mass on his kidney which is likely cancerous. He had surgery last week to 
remove the mass, and part of the kidney. He is doing well, but we are waiting to determine 
if the mass was cancerous and for a prognosis for the future. We ask you to pray for these 
treasured employees, their families, and the medical personnel involved in their care.

Finally, what about those elections? I am talking about DR Congo, most of you have your own 
problems. It looks like elections are actually going to take place on 23 December 2018, with the 
new president to be installed on 12 January 2019! Will they be fair and true? Possibly. Will the 

population be satisfied and happy? Possibly not. There 
will be a change in hands, if not necessarily a change 
in power. We will see. MPH Guesthouse will be closed 
for the holidays, so Cindy and I will monitor the 
situation from a safe distance and let you know the 
outcome.

Contact Us: 
Clay and Cindy Dunn 

clayandcindycongo@gmail.com 
clayandcindy.weebly.com

Please Mum, May I Have Some More?
Living here in Congo, one who is white is under constant bombardment of requests for money.  
There is always a need it seems.  Sometimes the needs are real and severe and sometimes 
people just keep pushing because they want more money and it doesn’t hurt to ask.  Trying to 
discern these needs and weed out the real ones from the fake ones is a difficult task for me.  

MPH has a policy, that we will only loan an employee money for a guarantee when renting a 
home.  Here in Kinshasa, most landlords demand 10 months of a guarantee up front, when 
moving into a house, apartment, space whatever.  Most of my workers live in spaces that cost 
anywhere from $75 to $150 per month.  An average 10 month guarantee is $1000, which is 
impossible for someone making $200 a month, to afford without help.  

But the needs are always there and in the past several years I have made my own personal 
policy, that I will only loan workers money for education fees. I had to put a limit somewhere.  
We are volunteers and don’t even have a fixed income each month, so we have to be careful 
ourselves.  Compared to my fellow Congolese employees, yes, we are rich, but compared to 
what it costs me to be in Congo and maintain a life in the US, we are on the bottom of the pole.  

Last October, a year ago, one of the MPH workers tells me he is being chased from his home 
because someone had bought the property and was tearing it down.  He was being forced to 
find another place to rent, but the landlord wanted an extra two months of a guarantee.  MPH 
could not loan him any more money as he still had not paid off his last loan yet.  His family was 
literally going to be homeless if I didn’t help him.  He asked me to loan him $200, even though I 
knew he had a debt with MPH.  He said he would repay me $20 per month, in addition to the 
money he was paying MPH each month. I couldn’t say no, so I loaned him the $200. 

Yesterday, he paid me the final $20 on the loan.  When I got out the sheet to mark it off I 
exclaimed how this was the final payment, and I thanked him joyfully.  His response hit me kind 

mailto:clayandcindycongo@gmail.com
http://clayandcindy.weebly.com
mailto:clayandcindycongo@gmail.com
http://clayandcindy.weebly.com


Volume 9 Issue 2 November 2018

�3

of hard.  He said, “No madam, thank YOU for the confidence.” He didn’t say thanks for the 
money, the material thing.  Instead he thanked me for something even more valuable to him and 
that was confidence IN HIM, that he would pay it back.  What a wonderful way to thank 
someone!  I really hadn’t thought about it in those terms, as I was wondering how long it would 
really take to get my money back, if at all.

From now on, when I loan someone money, I will try not to look at the material aspect of the 
action, but the spiritual, and emotional effects that it might or will have on the individual.

Bedside Manner
For the past several months one of our MPH workers, Mafuta, Clay’s right hand, has been very 
ill.  He actually has not been to work since August while we were on vacation.  He has become a 
diabetic and had been having a hard time controlling his sugar levels. He ended up in the 
hospital having to have dialysis on his kidneys, which we feared at the time, might be for life. 

One Sunday after church we decided we needed to go visit him in the hospital to see how he 
was doing.  He had been admitted a few days earlier.  I didn’t want to go at all, but in my heart, I 
knew that we had to go.  At this point he was in the “intensive care” ward of the hospital as he 
was so very sick.  His wife saw us enter the compound and ushered us into the intensive care 
room.  We are a little shocked to see Mafuta as he had lost a lot of weight and they had his 
hands tied to the bed, as he was very agitated.  His nurses and his wife had big, two-liter bottles 
of water that they were trying to get him to drink, but he refused.  He was becoming severely 
dehydrated.

We greeted him and asked how he was doing.  He spoke but we didn’t quite understand what he 
was saying so we assumed he might have been a little delirious.  He was quite agitated and 
every time the nurse tried to get him to drink from the bottle, he kept saying No, No.  Even from 
his wife, he would shake his head NO and refuse to drink.  I touched him on the arm and told 
him he needed to drink some water.  I always carry a bottle of water in my purse here in Kin, so I 
pulled out my bottle of water and I said to him, “do you want some of MY water?”  He 
immediately said “Yes” and I put the bottle to his lips and helped him sip some water, since his 
hands were tied.  The gasps that escaped from the two nurses and his wife, I think woke up the 
whole intensive care room.   At that moment I was suddenly struck with the thought “oh oh, what 
kind of cultural faux-pas did I just do by giving another women’s husband / nurse’s patient, a 
drink of water?  Oh well, just concentrate on getting water into Mafuta and worry about the 
cultural consequences later.  

I don’t know why he refused from them, but took from me.  I can only assume, that he trusted me 
and my bottle of water.  People here in Congo are afraid of so many things and people.  Fear of 
being poisoned is a big one.  Maybe in his agitated state, he thought his wife and nurse were 
trying to poison him.  I don’t’ know.  But me, he trusted.   All I really cared about was getting 
water into him. So I said that I would leave my bottle of water with him to drink.  I handed it to the 
nurse and he continued drinking a little.  

We couldn’t stay any longer, so I asked the nurses, Mafuta and his wife, if I could pray for him.  I 
apologized that I couldn’t pray in French and they all exclaimed no problem.  So Clay and I laid 
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hands on Mafuta and I prayed in English.  When we were finished, we said our goodbyes and 
told Mafuta that I would send him some more water to drink.  Everyone laughed.  Whew, that 
was over.  

The next morning was Monday, and as usual, my two workers Tshimbu and Kabanza come to 
me at 8:30 to get their program for the day.  Kabanza says to me, “Madam, we visited Mafuta 
in the hospital yesterday evening.”  I said “oh good, we were there in the morning.”  To which 
Kabanza said, “yes Madam we heard all about your visit.”   Huh?  What about my visit?  He 
said “Madam, everyone at the hospital is talking about you.  The love and concern that you 
showed for Mafuta was incredible.  No one at the hospital has EVER seen a Mundele (White 
person) show that kind of love for a Congolese person.“  I was shocked to hear this and I don’t 
remember if I said anything to Kabanza and Tshimbu or not.  Their words hit me hard. So 
much so that I went and knocked on a room of a lady guest who was staying here and went in 
and had a good cry with her.  I didn’t know what else to do but to cry.  

As Christians, we try to show God’s love to people on a daily basis.  Hopefully, so much so that 
it becomes a part of who we are and therefore, we don’t think about the little things that much.  
It’s just what you do.  Then something like this happens and you realize that even small things 
that seem natural and right, mean a HUGE deal to others who are watching us.  We don’t 
always know the results or reverberations of the little things we do.  I am very thankful to have 
had this reminder of how a simple visit to someone in the hospital, can impact so many other 
lives.  And to think, that I didn’t want to go in the first place!

Merry Christmas from our Family to Yours


