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“It’s not what you believe that counts.   

It’s what you believe enough to do!”1 

       Gary Gilbranson 

 

Shannin was comfortable--in her relationships, her home, and her church. Coming from 

humble beginnings, she was quick to acknowledge gratefulness for her blessings—a 

loving husband, two delightful children, enough income to be generous, and multiple 

opportunities to serve in her church and in compassion-based organizations. 

 One weekend she and her husband opened their home for the annual youth retreat.  

That evening the youth pastor showed a video depicting the plight of children in Uganda 

who were forced to leave their homes and sleep wherever they could hide to avoid being 

captured by rebel soldiers and forced to fight a war that wasn’t their own.  As she 

watched, Shannin was overwhelmed with emotion.  She could feel herself squirming 

inside. 

 Her thoughts swirled:  Is God speaking directly to me through this video? Waves 

of emotion came over Shannin and she longed to grab each of those sad-faced children 

and rescue them.   She brushed away tears as the program ended and wondered if her 

desire to do something for those children would fade.  

  

                                                
1 Gary Gilbranson, quoted by Richard Stearns, The Hole in our Gospel, (Nashiville, TN:  
World Vision, Inc., 2009), p. 87. 



 Over the next few days, instead of fading, her emotions grew more intense.  

Shannin fell to her knees and prayed:  Lord, what else do you want me to see?  What else 

do I need to hear?  I want my heart to break over the things that break your heart. 

*** 

Shannin’s husband’s job took him all over the globe.  Soon after praying so intensely, she 

decided to be more than a tourist when she accompanied him on trips.  Their next stop 

was Taiwan and she had already researched which orphanage she would visit.  After 

arriving, Shannin’s heart was captured by a little girl who had been abandoned by her 

parents after her father threw her across the room, leaving her physically and mentally 

disabled.  The caretakers in the orphanage were like mothers to the children and Shannin 

observed the beautiful way they reached out to this child.  She realized the loving 

atmosphere of an orphanage could be a supportive and meaningful home to abandoned 

children. 

 Arriving back in the United States, Shannin wrestled with her feelings:  Why do I 

have this strong desire to visit orphans?  Is God asking us to adopt a child, or is this 

stirring in my soul something else? She needed more information and supernatural 

wisdom.   

Shannin knew from past experience that when God was about to move in her life 

and ask something big of her, she needed to pray.  This time the words poured out of her:  

God, I don’t want to miss the blessing you have for me and for my family, but I don’t yet 

know what you want us to do.  Please give me eyes that see and ears that hear your 

voice.” 

Soon after she prayed, the phone rang.  It was a friend telling her that she was 

going with a team of short-term missionaries to Honduras to build a medical clinic.  

Shannin and her husband decided to join the team and take their children, but they made 

plans to stay an extra week in order to visit a local orphanage. Arriving at the home, they 

were bombarded by numerous children who were starved for affection. Shannin felt great 

joy as she held the children, but she was simultaneously overcome with sadness.  The 

childcare workers didn’t even check to see who they were, and there was a total lack of 



supervision.  One fifteen-year-old boy had become the father figure for the group, but he 

would be leaving soon, due to his advanced age.  

Shannin’s compassion for orphans was deepening and she often wept over the 

individual children she had already met and for those she might never meet.  She and her 

family decided that they wanted to spend all of their future vacations visiting children in 

orphanages.  Still, for Shannin, there were haunting questions:  How can I make lasting 

positive changes?  Is adoption enough, or is God asking me to help more than one child? 

Soon after this prayer, Shannon became burdened for the orphans of Africa.  They 

were in a troubled country, and she believed God was asking her to do something 

tangible to help.  God’s Spirit tugged at Shannin’s heart and as she prayed, she wept.  

Lord what if there are children who will suffer because I failed to obey you?  Please give 

me eyes to see your vision of what I am to do.   

Shannin was overwhelmed with love for needy children, including those she had 

never met, but who was she to dream of doing something big for kids on the other side of 

the world?  What qualified her to be the person to organize help? Shannin’s thoughts 

raced:  If not me, who?  If not now, when? 

What happened next was a total surprise.  Shannin met a man who was running an 

orphanage in the Democratic Republic of Congo.  He was a native of Africa, but now 

lived in her hometown of Lakeland, Florida.  He was planning to finish building an 

orphanage there.  After weeks of meetings and a commitment to get personally involved, 

Shannon and her family were on a plane, headed to Africa.   

The needs there were beyond anything Shannin had witnessed before.  It was a 

“survival of the fittest” environment.  Children found their way to the orphanage due to 

war, disease, or abandonment.  Parents lacking the resources to care for their weak and 

sickly children discarded them.  The caregivers did not “waste” their time on nurturing 

the young residents, and they never displayed affection.  They commented on how 

strange it was that these visitors from the United States liked to hold the children. 

 



During this time Shannin saw listless and lethargic children respond so 

powerfully to human touch and genuine love that they danced in the river during bath 

time.  Most of the children did not know their birthdates.  Some had no names.  Many did 

not remember how they got to the orphanage.  Over the next two years, Shannin’s entire 

family got involved in fundraising and donating money to the orphans of Africa, but once 

again, there was a tug in her heart and she began to pray for God to reveal his next step to 

her. 

As Shannin prayed and read God’s Word, she kept a journal:  Lord, give me eyes 

to see your plan. I feel your prompting in my heart again.  I have a restlessness that 

makes me eager to see and to do what you have on my agenda next.   

A few days later, a friend called and told Shannin she wanted to introduce her to a 

woman who had a heart for orphans much like she did.  A meeting was scheduled for the 

next week.  Shannin’s children accompanied her, and when they arrived, Shannin’s 

friend, Kaylene, introduced them to the guest of honor.   

The woman began to speak and within seconds, Shannin knew she was sitting in 

the middle of a divine appointment.  The Holy Spirit fell on the meeting.  Her eyes were 

wide open and her ears heard every word.  The woman spoke of property she owned in 

Tanzania, a country situated on the eastern side of Africa.  She wanted to have an 

orphanage built there.  Speaking slowly, she said, “I am seventy-eight years old.  I have 

the vision of what needs to be done, but I am exhausted.  I cannot do it alone.  I would 

like to give you the property so you can build an orphanage and care for the children in 

this needy part of the continent you already care so much about.” 

In that moment, Shannin was kissed with the vision she had already prayed for.  

She had put some money aside and she instantly knew God wanted the funds to be used 

toward building the orphanage on the property that had been given to her in Tanzania.  

She thanked the elderly woman as she accepted the property and the weighty 

responsibility that came with it. 

As Shannin and her children got back into the car to begin the trip home, her mind 

was racing and she had flickering doubts about what had just transpired.  God was calling 



her to a big task.  Were enough people trained in the Congo for her to trust the workers 

there to care for the children so she could begin this important work in Tanzania?  She 

could not be in both places.  She needed to know God’s vision for her future. 

Shannin’s daughter was sitting in the passenger seat next to her mom.  There were 

tears in her eyes.  She, too, had been deeply impacted by this unexpected divine 

appointment.  Suddenly, she looked up and said, “Mom, I don’t want to be lukewarm as a 

Christian.  I’ve been reading about what the Bible says about this.  For some people a 

once-a-year missions trip is a big deal, if that is what God wants them to do; but for me, 

if we don’t build this orphanage in Tanzania, I’d be ‘lukewarm.’  I know God wants us to 

move forward!  We have to do it!” 

Simultaneously God kissed Shannin and her daughter with vision—the work was 

not too big for them to accomplish and He would supply everything that was needed as 

they said, “Yes,” to Him.2 

 

“But you have God-blessed eyes—eyes that see!  And God-blessed ears-ears 

that hear!”  

      Matthew 13:16   MSG  

 

 

 

                                                
2Shannon Pickle is the president of Small Steps for Compassion with the Make it Count 
Foundation.  They are currently raising funds to build an orphanage in Tanzania.  To find 
out how you can help, go to www.themakeitcountfoundation.org. 


