
Working Together Works Out

 “How sweet.”  Bella Pelorizado stared at the iPod screen displaying the black dog, 
sprawled across a carpet.  She handed the screen to another Land of Lost Board member in the 
coffee crowd.  The gang had gather this morning to survey the first annual volunteer-where-you -
put-your-money Main Street non-profit festival.   
 “Great looking animal,” concluded Joshua Biggly Huge.  He passed the screen on.
 Cash Now, CPA to nonprofits, chuckled, “I bet he eats his weigh every day.”
 “He’s energetic that’s for sure,” Coach Upright stated with pride.  “He can do all sorts of 
tricks and is a thoughtful companion.”
 “He talks to you?” asked Al Truistini, community benefactor.
 “He understands what I say,” explained the coach, “which is more important to me.  I like 
to be listened to.”
 They were all sitting at their usual sidewalk cafe table on the gray and misty afternoon in 
the Land of the Lost.  Main Street was crowded with tents and balloons as each local nonprofit 
worked to attract the attention of the citizens walking through town.
 “At least you kept your dog home,” Bella complimented the coach as she moved her 
briefcase before a leg lifting dog could do any damage.  Returning to the table she found a large 
Husky sitting in her chair finishing her cranberry pecan scone.  
 Big and little agencies jockeyed for attention and curb space.  Leashed pets jockeyed for 
fire hydrants and scraps of food.  “Isn’t this great,” grinned Cash.  “By bringing all these 
agencies together, volunteers and donors can learn what’s available.”
 “It’s also an opportunity for agencies to learn more about each other,” observed Bella, 
kicking a dog sniffing at her shoe. The gang watched as the booth workers at the Delicate 
Artistry tent pushed a man leading a dog as big as a small pony into the booth promising outdoor 
volunteer opportunities.
 “In these tough times folks might find ways to work together,” nodded Cash.  
“Collaborations work wonders for everyone.”  The cafe friends had worked for months to 
organize the venue and bring all the nonprofit agencies to the table for one gigantic cooperative 
event.
 “Do you think this sort of event will help agencies see opportunities for some creative 
partnerships?” asked Al.
 “Wouldn’t that be great!”  Coach Upright was always optimistic.  He was fond of saying, 
only an optimist would coach a sports team.
 As the waiter carried more lattes to the table, a low throated growl came from behind a 
planter.  The tall cups wobbled on the tray.  Another growl, this time louder, from the other side 
of the street, answered.  The waiter barely got the tray to the table when a dog ran from the 
planter, leaped onto the waiter’s shoulders and bounded into the street. 
 Potential volunteers pulled in their animals.  A small dog jumped from his mistress’ bag 
and danced in front of an unidentified mammal, forty times its size.  People screamed.  Dogs 
tangled their leashes together.  People toppled over as they were woven into knots by hysteric 
pets.



 Finally, several dogs broke loose from their owners and raced through the street.  Tents 
tilted, tumbled and toppled.  Agency recruiters sprawled in the street.  Banners of nonprofit 
messages and missions statements blurred.
 The gang watched as people sorted themselves out, helping one another, then listening to 
each other.  Soon someone suggested a cooperative activity, something easy, but useful to 
everyone.
 “My, my,” observed Joshua,  “Things seem to be happening.”
 “Things that could help everyone.”  Bella got her briefcase.  “I think I’ll see if anyone 
needs a consultant to flesh out these ideas.”
 Cash stood.  “Maybe some of these folks will need advice on managing funds in joint 
ventures.”
 “Maybe allowing pets on the street is a good thing,” concluded the optimistic coach.
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