
Mean as the Devil

 “One, two, three,” Bella Pelorizado panted as she dragged a cart down Main Street in the 
Land of Lost Board Members.  Her count echoed off the low gray clouds, the usual April 
weather, which actually is no different that any other weather.  Her hair was working as hard, 
spelling out ‘lift,’ ‘pull,’ ‘breathe’ in rhythm with Bella’s count.
 “Bella,” I asked, “Where are you going with all that equipment?”  She had pilates gear, 
floor mats, body balls, weights and ropes in her cart.
 “I’m going to exercise a board.”
 “Exercise? Do you mean you’ll do some long range planning or teach them some practice 
drills in developing a mission statement?”
 “No, they said they needed to be exercised.”
 “So are you working on abs, or weight training or cardio?”  This was not the usual type of 
consulting work for Bella.
 “I really don’t know.”  She pondered a moment,  “They just said they wanted to get the 
devil out.”
 “You mean you’re going to exorcise a devil out of a Board?”  That sounded so Stephen 
King.
 “What the devil are you talking about?” she demanded.
 “The devil,” I said.
 “The devil what?”
 “Not what, who?”
 “Who?”
 “The devil.”  She looked at me confused.  “Bella, I think someone has called you in to 
conduct an exorcism.”
 “The devil you say.”  She dismissed my answer.
 “Yes, the devil.”  I was firm, and curious.  “Who wants your help?”
 “FATE, the Fallen Angel Temporal Endowment.  Their mission statement is - Nothing is 
IMP-possible.”
 “Bella, I’m worried that you’re going into something paranormal and scary.  Are you sure 
you’ll be safe?”  (Notice I didn’t volunteer to go along to help.) 
 “Hey, I’ve been working out - I’m lean and mean.”  She flexed a muscle.  “And I’m a 
nonprofit professional.  I go through hell for my clients.”
 “But are you up to the devil?”
 “I’m always up to no good’” she shrugged, “Does that count?”  With one more flex, Bella 
continued on her way.  
 Soon the skies over the Land of the Lost got darker.  In a land that is never day or night, it 
seemed as though night might win the day.  There was far off thunder, while lightning and a 
strange acrid smell filled the air.  Then the skies cleared and returned to gray, day had won.  The 
air cleared.  A lost bird sang.  Local citizens came back out on the street to stroll and meet for 
coffee.
 Bella came by  pulling her cart with equipment.  “It was the devil of a meeting.”  she 
exclaimed.  “These people were all possessed.”



 “So it was an exorcism,” I cried.  
 “It wasn’t an exorcism,” she replied.  “It was an exercise - ism.  They just needed to get the 
devil out of themselves and listen to each other.”
 “What did you do?”
 “I did the first thing every personal coach does.   I worked their sorry arms and legs until 
sweat poured.  Then I ran them through some stretching movements and didn’t let them quit until 
they all could touch parts of their bodies they hadn’t touched, or even seen, in years.”
 ‘Bella, how did you get them to do all this?” I’m always amazed by Bella’s improbable 
successes.   
 “I got meaner than the devil.   I wasn’t going to waste my time on a board that was failing 
because they wouldn’t listen to one another.”
 “I don’t understand.”
 “This group does good work in the community.  They raise money to feed and shelter many 
of our neighbors who are going through tough times.   So, if they didn’t stop fighting and 
attacking one another, their mission would fail.”  
 I snapped my fingers, “If the mission failed, many clients would not have services.” 
 “That’s it.”  She dropped and did twenty push ups, then continued, “I faced the devil, made 
them face their biases, their hostility toward one another and convinced them that working 
together is a far more appealing goal than self destruction is.”  Bella fluffed her amazing hair,  
“It’s astounding how easy it is to get someone’s attention when they haven’t the breathe left in 
their bodies to argue.”   She turned to leave, “I give the devil his due.  When he doesn’t want a 
good thing to succeed, he stirs up problems.  And I’m here to tell you that no agency that I value 
is going to the devil.”
 Amen.
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