
Charity Begins at Home

 “Hack, hack.”  What a sound, I thought.  It sounded worse than H1N1.  Is there a newer 
version out, H1N1.2?  I followed the sound.  It was my friend Bella Pelorizado, sitting behind a 
coffee display in the Land of Lost Board members.  
 “Bella?” 
 “I’ve been hack, hack.”
 “I can’t understand you with that horrible cough.
 “I’m not coughing.  I’m saying I’ve been hacked.”
 “Hacked?”
 “As in someone got into my email account at graymail.lol.
 “But that’s my email service.”
 “Then be careful.  Some crazy hacker working from a renegade server sent everyone in my 
address book email saying that I was supporting the Abyssinian Cave Dwellers’ capital campaign 
as my holiday cause. Then,” she was almost vibrating in her anger, “the email suggests to all my 
friends that they support this project with lots of cash, too!”
 “How did you find this out?” 
 “My mother called and asked why I refused to send money to her Christmas Santa Soiree?  
She was upset.”  Bella’s hair spelled, “Momma’s mad.”
 “So I called my attorney to check my risk, or liability, or...stuff.  He wouldn’t take my call 
because he’s irate that I’m not sending my usual donation to Attorney’s Against Grinches.” She 
blew her nose.  “Then I called LOL my ISP and they said I wasn’t real because my account is 
now controlled by an offshore cave dweller, so they couldn’t give me any information.”
 “This is terrible.  What’s happening to your annual donations?”  I was interested because 
Bella always gives my favorite charity a little something every year. 
 “This is a troubling year for charities.” Bella was concerned about local LOL charities.  
“Everyone is maxed out - food pantries, services for elderly, services for children, to say nothing 
of the arts and groups who love animals and who work for environmental issues.”  We sat 
thinking about the doom of donations.
 Always  willing to turn negative events into life lessons, I asked Bella, “So what does this 
tell us?”
 “Tell who?” asked Coach Upright, as he glanced behind the coffee display. “Bella, I didn’t 
see you sitting there.  Why aren’t you sponsoring my Christmas 5K, Jingle Jog?”  The coach was 
clearly miffed.  “It’s bad enough that you aren’t supporting me, but you want me to send money 
to a cave dweller?”
 “I think you should sit and listen to Bella’s problem,” I suggested.
 “Bella has a problem?” snapped Joshua Biggly Huge, sarcastically.  “Her problem is 
reneging on her promise to support my annual Holiday Bounty meal.  She’s been there every 
year, raising funds, giving her own donation, cooking, serving........”  Joshua wiped his brow in 
despair or disgust, I wasn’t sure.
 Cash Now, CPA to nonprofits came running down the street.  “Where is she?”  By this time 
we all knew who ‘she’ was.  “She can’t do this.  I can’t file her taxes if she’s claiming donations 
to offshore cave dwellers with no approved non-profit status.”  Cash made me proud.  He always 



had his hand on the pulse of non-profit action. But I had to move quickly because he was trying 
to get his hand on Bella’s throat.  This life lesson might deteriorate into combat. 
 “Help!” her hair pleaded, as Bella tried to explain. “I was hacked.  You’ve been duped.” 
Now she was sobbing.  “I thought you were all my friends.”  
 Time for a life lesson, I thought.  I opened my mouth to teach.....
 “Now, now,” Coach Upright was consoling Bella.
 “There, there, young lady,” Joshua offered.
 Cash was contrite.  “Bella, you’re a generous donor and outspoken advocate for our 
community.  In these trying times, we should have known that you would stick with us to make 
certain all people have what they need this holiday season.”    
 The men consoled Bella as she calmed down.  They each promised to help clear her name, 
work as hard as she does for our community, and never believe an email that sounds too crazy to 
be true. But most of all they all promised to follow Bella’s holiday rule, give locally because 
charity begins at home.
 A life lesson for all of us, as we celebrate the joyous season.
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