
Social Networking

 Today spring arrived in the Land of Lost Board members.  How could I tell?  Several locals 
were cleaning out their offices, briefcases and, ah, backseats? I walked by Coach Alonzo Upright 
as he threw fourteen latte plastic cups out of his car.  “Coach,” I asked, “did you drink all this 
during the winter?”
 “No, we had an ad hoc committee meeting in the car last night,” he answered as he tossed 
out several double cheese burger wrappers.  I looked into the back seat.  Fourteen empty cups, 
many more empty wrappers?
 “How many people on that committee?”  Frankly, I couldn’t see more than two people 
fitting back there, with or without the food.
 “Six.”  He scrambled up from the floor and counted the change he had found.  “Dollar -
thirty.”  He smiled and shoved it into his pocket.
 “Coach, I know an ad hoc committee usually has an immediate issue to solve and then is 
dissolved.”  I leaned against the open car door.  “So what was this committee working on and for 
how long?”
 “How long?”  Coach scratched his head.  “We’ve been meeting for three years.”
 “Have you reached any conclusions, or come up with a solution to your original problem?”  
I waited patiently, hoping he would invite me to help him spend his dollar-thirty.
 “We were to conclude something?”
 “Why did you form?”  I was puzzled.  “Did some chair of a board on which you serve 
appoint you and those five other people to look into some question, solve some issue, rewrite 
some policies, review the bylaws, develop an updated salary schedule?”
 “I don’t recall.”  Coach rubbed his head in deep thought.
 “But you’ve been meeting for three years. What do you discuss at your meetings?”
 “Stuff.”
 “Who is the committee chair, the convener, the record keeper, note taker, agenda setter?” 
 “Usually the person who pays for the drinks.”
 “But doesn’t the board expect a report or recommendation for some action, or an 
evaluation of a project?”
 “Listen here, missy,” growled the angry coach, “we’re just doing what we were asked to 
do.”
 “Which is?”
 He rubbed his head again and stared at the sidewalk.  “Maybe it was bylaws.  No, no, that’s 
the ad hoc committee that meets in the sauna.  Maybe it was a new salary schedule.”  He shook 
his head.  “Couldn’t be, we’re an all volunteer agency.  By golly,” he stared at me perplexed,  “I 
forget what we were working on, but we have such a good time.”
 “Coach, an ad hoc committee is defined as a temporary committee to address a specific 
problem or issue.”
 “Young Cash Now told me it was Latin for ‘to the beer,’ you know, ad hock.”
 “Beer?”  Now I was confused.  “You said you were drinking lattes last night.”
 “It was chilly so we improvised with a little Bailey’s.”  He reached under the front seat and 
pulled out an empty bottle.



 Sadly, I found myself looking at a man who had fallen into the trap of volunteer service,   
Ad Hoc Syndrome, or the ‘ahs’ as some professionals refer to this malady.  People work together 
on boards, enjoy one another’s company then panic when the opportunity to meet no longer 
exists.  It’s a very sad commentary on our life and our social loneliness when people dream up 
excuses to stay together.  History is full of examples: the Hundred Years War, foreign military 
presence in Afghanistan, a hung jury, global warming committees, anti-global warming 
committees, anything sponsored by the UN.  But you get the picture.  There’s only one solution.  
If you are the chair of a hardworking board of an energetic nonprofit, treat the board and staff to 
a little fun.   Don’t find out in the newspaper that they’ve been meeting secretly drinking lattes 
and eating burgers in the dark of night just to enjoy their time together. 
 “So, Coach, when’s the next meeting?”
 He winked at me, “Just as soon as I get the car cleaned out.”
 There you have it, dear readers, clandestine social networking masquerading as community 
service.  
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