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The pilot announced we were to prepare for landing.  As I looked out of the window of the commercial 

jet, I saw nothing but darkness.  Kathmandu is the largest city in Nepal so I expected to see lights 

twinkling from the houses, shops and streets.  I did not anticipate darkness. 

 

We landed with a thump, and when the airplane taxied closer to the airport, I finally saw dim lights.   

After gathering my bags I went outside the shabby terminal only to be surrounded by children.  Arms 

were reaching toward me; children of all ages surrounded me, pressing, yelling in a language I didn’t 

understand.  As I watched, I felt certain little beggars were trying to run off with my possessions! The 

children were extremely ragged and smelly, with matted hair, filthy bodies, and three of them had 

their dirty hands on my suitcase! 

 

A man appeared shouting and waving his hands.  It was obvious to me that he was trying to shoo the 

children away. As it turned out, they were not trying to steal my luggage.  Those children, so 

destitute and pathetic, were simply trying to earn a few cents by helping with my bags.  When they 

saw me, a white woman, the children thought I was rich.  I was ‘fair game’. That was my first ‘up-

close-and-personal’ experience with street children. 

 

I quickly learned that Kathmandu was in the middle of a bandh. Bandh is a Hindu word meaning 

‘closed’ but the modern translation is ‘strike’.  Striking in Nepal means vehicles are not allowed on the 

streets, restaurants and shops have to remain closed, and in this case, the strike was the reason for the 

darkness. An old, battered bus met the passengers of the airplane because other vehicles were 

prohibited from travel.  Most of the blue and white paint had peeled off years previous and the sides 

of the vehicle looked as though it had been beaten with hammers.  My bench seat with gaping holes 

was directly behind two soldiers brandishing old model automatic weapons.  Though the transport 

was unconventional the passengers were safely delivered to their hotels.  

 

During  my stay in Nepal, I spent time in Thamel, the tourist section of Kathmandu.  Homeless 

children were everywhere, their grimy palms outstretched, hoping for a few coins.  Many children put 

their  fingers to their lips indicating they were hungry.  Observing the homeless children troubled me, 

but it wasn’t until I saw them sleeping on the street without even newspaper to put under 

themselves, that their plight sunk deep into my heart.  On the main street of Thamel there was an 

enormous mound of garbage with children crawling over it like ants, looking for anything they might 

eat or use.  Some boys who appeared to be preteens lit a fire on the edge of the garbage and children 

were holding their hands over the flame in an effort to ward off the brisk, moist air.  Little girls 

carried languid babies, girls too young to have such responsibility. 

 

Nepal was a Hindu nation, the only one in the world, and I had heard that Christain churches were 

illegal and persecuted.  I also heard there was an underground church so I decided to attend.  (Later I 



learned that indeed, there was no freedom of religion in Nepal, at that time.) Somehow I found the 

meeting place and though I could not understand the language I felt a real sense of dedication and 

sincerity.  As the people were slowly departing a woman introduced herself to me, Devi Tamsang.  

She spoke to me with halting English, inviting me to her home. 

 

Devi and her husband, David, lived in a small rented flat.  There were several children living there  

and I soon discovered that this remarkable woman had opened a tiny school.   She had no money for 

a building so she used a 3-sided building made of corrugated tin as classrooms.  The children in her 

home were not her own; they were children who had no one to care for them.  I spent the afternoon 

with Devi, realizing that she was improvished herself, and yet, she had reached out to homeless 

children and was doing her best to help those less fortunate.  Devi had a powerful desire to not only 

feed and educate the unwanted children but to teach them the plan of salvation and the 

unconditional love of God, the one true God.  In the Hindu faith there are many gods and millions 

upon millions of deities.  Devi believed the words of Christ, ‘and you shall know the truth and the 

truth shall set you free.’ John 8:32 

 

On my long, arduous flight home my mind kept going back to Devi, to the work she was doing, to the 

way she was making her little world a better place.  Though I am not a wealthy person by any 

defination, compared to her I was!  Compared to the street children that I saw and met, I was 

wealthy beyond comprehension!  And yet, what was I doing to help others? 

 

Time passed.  Images of Neapl would not leave my mind.  I felt very convicted that I must build a 

school/children’s home so Devi could save many children, so she could educate many children, so she 

could give new life and opportunites to as many destitute children as possible.   When those thoughts 

first came to me I was apprehensive.  I am a mother and wife, a very shy one at that, certainly not a 

person to approach people and ask for money!  How in the world could I possibly raise enough money 

to purchase land plus build and furnish a large building?  It all seemed impossible.  The conviction did 

not leave me so I stepped out in faith, feeling that God was calling me to this task. 

 

There was not one person who believed I could carry out this mission.  There was no one who thought 

I’d be able to raise the necessary funds.  But maybe that was God’s design because I only had Him to 

lean on, to trust and believe in, and afterall, that is all any of us ever needs.  The conviction was so 

strong that once I made the decision to follow God’s leading, strength and courage welded up from 

somewhere unknown to me.  Previously when I thought about the task, I had faltered in my faith, 

insecure, afraid, and suddenly, it felt right and I would not be swayed.  I knew without a doubt that 

what I was about to embark upon was God’s will. 

 

“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, nor are your ways My ways, says the Lord.  For as the 

heavens are higher than the earth, so are My ways higher than your ways, and My thoughts than 

your thoughts.” Isaiah 55:8, 9 

 

Raising money was not and still is not an easy task for me.  I had to address groups of people 

presenting my plan, asking them to trust me by donating their hard earned money for children a half-

a- world away.  Children they would never meet.  Homeless and destitute children are a dime a dozen 

around the world, even here at home!  Sometimes I would become anxious.  Why would anyone want 

to donate towards these particular children?  The raising of funds was laborous but God was laboring 

close beside me, blessing my every effort. 

 



The construction of the building was scheduled for February.  In January I was about $20,000 short 

of the necessary capital.  It might as well have been a million dollars because I did not have the 

money to personally contribute and I had only one more speaking engagement scheduled.  The 

collection plate was passed at the church service and though I was thrilled with the contributions, I 

was still at a shortfall.  The following day I received a phone call from a stranger.  He said he had 

heard me speak and would commit to matching all donations for the remainder of January.  I was 

dumb struck!  God in His mercy had answered my prayer and confirmed that I was indeed in the 

center of His will.  The money came in; it was matched; the goal was met! 

 

That was 15 years ago.  Not long after building St. Devi’s Academy I started a non-profit 

organization.  In the ensuing years, we expanded the facility with added wings and new buildings.  

Today we have 400 students who attend school, which includes about 125 who live permenantly at St 

Devi’s.  Approximately 50 of our ‘own’ children, the unwanted who came to know St. Devi’s as home, 

have graduated to pursue higher education.  Additionally, we have graduated hundreds of ‘day’ 

students.  All of our students (day and live-ins) study the Bible in school. 

 

Sujana Lama, Praveen Thapa and Rebecca Buda Magar were some of the first children to live at St. 

Devi’s Academy.  They all accepted Christ as their Savior prior to graduation many years ago.  

Currently Sujana is attending medical school.  Praveen graduated in May 2013 from a university in 

the United States.  He is presently enrolled in a Master’s program.  Rebecca is graduating in 

November 2013 from a university in Nepal.  Of course, these are just a few examples of how children 

with no hope or possibilities metamorphosed into something amazing!  Of how God transforms people 

even when it seems impossible!! 

 

Being involved in giving hope and new life to children who were hopeless, has given me the greatest 

joy and satisfaction of anything I’ve ever done.  Have I learned to trust God completely in these 

challenging years of ministry?  I would be untruthful if I said I have.  Even now, when there is no 

money coming in I stress and worry over how I will continue to feed and educate the hundreds of 

children in my care.  I can panic rather than turn the problem over to God.  After all this time I am 

still growing in faith and trust.  Fortunately, even when my faith wavers, God is still faithful.  After 

all, St. Devi’s Academy if His project, not mine. 

 

 

 

“The Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord make His face to shine upon you, and be gracious to you.  

The Lord lift up His countenance upon you, and give you peace.”  Numbers 6:24-26 

 

Most sincerely, 

 

Suzy Sims 
Founder and Director 
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Praveen Thapa at his May 2013 
graduation 

The little girl above is a beggar.  She is 
responsible for herself and the baby. 

Happy children at St. Devi’s Academy enjoying recess. 

 


