
There Are No Easy Answers 

 When times are tough the tough hold a fund raiser.  So one Saturday morning in the Land 
of Lost Board members there was the thirty mile skip for jaundice, the kissing booth for canine 
dental health (can any one say dog lips?), a dress-up ball for nearsightedness and a dress-down 
ball for the perpetuation of edible art.
 “Where will it all end?” asked Bella Pelorizado, local consultant to nonprofits.
 “I have to agree,” moaned Joshua Biggly Huge.  “My checkbook can’t take another plea.”
 “Don’t say that Joshua, I was just going to ask you for a matching grant for my Guts Away 
Sauna day to support a scholarship fund for sous chefs,” said Coach Upright.
 “There has to be a better way.”  Bella was pale and disheartened.  “We can’t go on like this.  
Someone must have an answer.”  We all looked at her.  
 Finally Cash Now, CPA to non profits had the nerve to say it aloud.  “We all thought you 
had the answer.”  We stared at Bella.
 “There’s only one thing to do,”  There was a glimmer of the old fire in her eyes.  “We have 
to go see LOLA.
 “Not LOLA” shivered Coach Alonzo Upright.
 “It’s not the end of the world yet,” argued Al Truistini, community benefactor.  “Can’t we 
wait until things get really bad?”
 “Who’s Lola?” I asked.
 They all looked at me.  I shrugged, “I’m new here.  I mean I’ve been around a while, but 
not when things have been this bad for raising funds for local nonprofits.”  Al patted my arm.
 “LOLA is our own oracle, affectionately ( I heard someone snicker) called the Land of Lost 
Avatar,” explained Joshua.
 “Like that new movie?”
 “I think more like the Wizard of Oz movie.”  Cash rolled his eyes.
 “But the Wizard was fake and only told everyone what they already knew or had or 
something.”  I looked around for Munchkins to begin singing and dancing.
 “We’re going to see LOLA and that’s that.” Bella stood, pushing her protesting hair out of 
her face.
 We marched on for what seemed like a half mile, tripping over failed skippers and avoiding 
the kissing booth where a slobbering German Shepherd was waiting for customers.  We walked 
passed barrels of useless strategic plans and crumbling mission statements.  Up we climbed, 
through the mist until we arrived at the pinnacle, the apex, the little anteroom of LOLA.  A 
creaking door opened and we tiptoed in.  At the back of the large room was a curtained wall, but 
you’ve probably seen both movies, I don’t need to say more.
 LOLA’s voice rumbled from the curtain and bounced around the walls. “Why have you 
come?”
 “Oh great LOLA,” chanted Bella, “We need to be guided by your knowledge.”
 “What is it?  The soaps come on in a few minutes,” rasped an irritated voice.
 “Oh great LOLA,” intoned Cash Now, “Please bestow your wisdom.  How can we survive 
in these times of diminished donations?”
 “Eat less,” roared LOLA.



 “Oh great LOLA,” sang Coach Upright, “help us carry on our good work.”
 “Jellyfish like to sing and dance.  Hurry up I only have time for one more.”
 “LOLA the powerful,” wept Joshua, “When will the bad times end?”
 “Iodine sublimes.  Gotta go - close the door on your way out.”  The room became silent  
and we could  hear “All My Children” theme music.
 “I feel better,” said Bella as she smoothed her objecting hair.
 “Feel better? I didn’t understand a word he said.”  I was befuddled.
 “But that’s why I feel better.  No matter how bad we think it is, LOLA has it worse.  Can 
you imagine being up here in the fog, trying to make sense of what’s happening in the nonprofit 
world?”
 “There must be a lesson here someplace,” I commented.
 “That’s the lesson.”  Bella was disgusted with my lack of savvy when it comes to dealing 
with an out-of-the-way oracle.  “There are no easy answers.  We had to trek up here to be 
reminded that we’ll survive by doing what we always do - work together to effectively manage 
community resources and community need.”
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