
Opportunity from the Bottom Up

 “We are being lost in the shuffle.  No one hears us.  No one knows our pain,” shouted a 
strange looking man on Main Street.
 I poked my friend Bella Pelorizado and asked, “Who is that guy?”
 She shrugged.  “Maybe we should tell him that standing on a planter on Main Street in 
Land of Lost Board Members could get him arrested. Then he would really understand pain.”  
She watched him a moment, then said, “Or maybe we just sit here and enjoy a latte while we 
watch him get arrested.”  Bella is always practical.
 “Don’t you want to know what his pain is?” I asked, getting curious.
 She stared at the wild-eye, middle-aged, disheveled man.  “His pain may be as entertaining 
as his antics,” she mused.  Bella was becoming jaded in these tough fund raising times. 
 “Hey, you,” she called to the stranger.  “So what’s your pain?” 
 He stopped and looked as a grateful tear came to his eye.  “You’re the first person to ask 
me.  The first person willing to listen.”  He grabbed a bough on one of the dwarf, leafless trees in 
the planter and hung his body out over our curbside table.  
 “Whatever.” These days Bella had no patience with whiners.  “Come on my latte’s getting 
cold.”
 “I’m forming a new nonprofit.  Do you know anything about non-profits?”
 I interceded before she slugged him.  “Sir, we know a little.  Do you mean you’re 
organizing a nonprofit to find a new cure for your pain?  What cure, or pain or service is it?”
 “WHAM,” he said and we ducked.  “No I mean, it’s name is WHAM.”
 “Which means?” we prompted.
 “White, Heterosexual, Adult Males.”  He then started speaking in a preacher like cadence,   
“We need help.  We’re losing jobs, losing portfolio value, losing hair.  Where will it end?  We 
whammies have to stick together.”  
 “Have you lost your job?”
 “Yes, and my faith and my wife and my dog.  There is no salvation for me.  Life has let me 
down.  Even my government has failed me.”
 “You mean you worked for a government?”
 “Wasn’t I a taxpayer?  Of course I worked for a government.”
 “So now your an unemployed Republican?”
 “No.”
 “An unemployed Democrat?”
 “No, an unemployed whammy.”  He was bordering on hysteria.  His eyes spun around and 
his hair stood on end.  The bough he had been clutching broke and he tumbled to the curb.  Bella 
threw the remains of her latte in his face.  He broke into sobs, 



 Bella pulled him up from the curb and looked him in the eye.  “The world is tough for all 
of us these days.  Its time to dig in and help out, fella.  We’re beyond crying over spilt milk.  Sop 
it up and use it.”  
 I am always impressed with Bella’s take no prisoners attitude.
 “Is that all I’m worth - spilt milk?” 
 “Only if you wanna be,” replied Bella as she flipped him into a chair at our table.  The 
recent funding challenges and her lean and mean approach to life made her formidable.
 “I want to be what I was, employed, useful, involved,” he moaned.
 “Then volunteer,” she offered.  He opened his mouth to protest.
 “Is there something wrong with volunteering?” she challenged  “I don’t think you see 
volunteering as an opportunity.”  Her posture reminded me of  the brow beating interrogator of 
old movies. 
 “Opportunity?” he squeaked.
 “Yes, take that talent you have that no one in the private sector needs right now.  Keep it 
honed.  Take your skill to a small nonprofit, help them in financial planning, IT solutions, 
marketing and PR chores.  Any local  agency would appreciate you.  You would keep your skills 
current. Or add to your resume by learning something new: become a mentor for a youngster, do 
home repairs for the elderly and disabled, deliver a meal, try court mediation, environmental 
advocacy, even fund raising.   You will meet other volunteers and community leaders who will 
appreciate your talent and think of you when they have an opening for a paying job.   Its win- 
win.”

 “Wham,” he whispered as he understood.

March, 2009


