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A Scorpion and a Kid 
 

On Monday evening when I saw Bency looking like a nun, I knew I needed to take her picture. 

But I was tired and didn’t want to bother getting my camera and then spending time transferring 

the image to my computer. But then when I saw her escorting the kids to the clinic, I knew I had 

to go grab my camera and take her picture. I had already finished Tuesday’s Journal, so I then 

had to decide if I wanted to expand it for an additional page. I did. 
 

On Tuesday morning, I was surprised by how many people responded to that image of Bency, 

the one kid who gave me more trouble and grief than all the others combined, looking rather 

angelic. Longtime Journal readers know of my on-going struggle with Bency. Over the years I 

was often criticized by the staff who wanted me to boot her from Santa Chiara, accusing me of 

being too soft with her. Those readers are equally amazed as I am with her turnaround, her total 

transformation. 
 

One reader suggested she become a Poor Clare. I have bigger hopes for her: that one day when 

Gabens retires or decides to move on to another worthy challenge, that Bency becomes the 

President of Santa Chiara and spends her life caring for and loving abandoned children as a living 

example of God’s love.  
 

One reader wrote: “We always knew there was greatness in Bency. This is her true destiny.” 
 

Another reader wrote: “I just had to write today about Bency.  With God all things are possible! I 

prayed so hard for her over the years.  I love your photos too, especially how she looks each child 

in the eyes! God is good!” 
 

One more: “AMEN! WITH PATIENCE AND LOVE!!” 
 

This response is from Dr. Deluc: 
 

A very good lesson. 
 

"A Spiritual Master saw a scorpion drown and decided to pull it out of the water. When 

he did, the scorpion stung him. By the effect of pain, the master released the animal 

which again fell into the water drowning. The master tried to pull him again and the 

animal stung him again. 
 

A young disciple who was watching approached the Master and said: “Excuse me 

Master, but why do you insist??? Don't you understand that every time you try to pull 

it out of the water it will sting you?” The master replied, “The nature of the scorpion is 

to sting and that will not change mine which is to help.” 
 

So the master reflected and with the help of a leaf he pulled the scorpion out of the water 

and saved his life, then addressing his young disciple he continued: "Don't change your 

nature if someone hurts you, just take precautions. Because men are almost always 

ungrateful for the good you do them. But that's no reason to stop doing good, to let go 

of the love that lives in you.” 
 



Some Change happiness, others make it. Worry more about your conscience than your 

reputation. Because your conscience is what you are, and your reputation is what other 

people think of you... When life presents you with a thousand reasons to cry, show her 

that you have a thousand reasons to smile. 
 

After taking the picture and telling Bency that Sr. Immacula now lives in India, I realized she had 

no idea where India was. I decided to bring a book downstairs to show Bency about India. The 

book was not about the wonders of India, such as the Taj Mahal, but was a photo book 

documenting the lives of the countless poor kids on their own sleeping on the streets. Titled 

Children of Bombay, the images are stark and painful.  
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

Bency looked at every photo and pointed out things that troubled her. After I close the book, we 

sat in silence for 15 minutes on a bench near Gabens office. I told her about my time in India and 

promised to show her my photographs. It was actually a sweet time of communion between 

father and daughter. All because of taking one photo of her looking like a nun. 
 

Every moment is filled with grace if our eyes, hearts, and souls are opened to see, feel, and act 

upon it. 
 

Here is a photo of my writing desk, as the morning light washes over it. 

 

 
 

 

 



 
Moïse wearing his mom’s sandals. 

 


