
Another Kind of Nonprofit

 “It’s another year, Bella. Have you any plans to make it memorable?” one of the Land of 
the Lost gang asked.
 “Not really.  I was thinking about retiring this year.” Bella toyed with her coffee cup.
 “Where’s that woman that knows everything?”  We all looked at Bella.  No one had ever 
accused the rest of us of knowing everything.
 “Are you talking about me?” Bella glared at him.
  “I got a problem with my homeowners association.”  
 Bella clutched her heart.  She turned pale then her eyes rolled back in her head.  I thought 
that was an extreme reaction even for Bella.  Coach Upright threw a glass of Gatorade in her 
face.  She sputtered back to coherency.  “Please not an HOA.  There’s no worse organization in 
the world.”
 “I’ll say,” advised the stranger.  “I painted my home this color.”  He threw a paint chip on 
the table.
 “Pink?’ gasped Cash Now, the CPA to nonprofits.  “That’s such a girlie color.”
 “In some cultures,” the man informed us, “It’s considered good luck.”  He put the chip 
back in his pocket.  “Besides, it’s called rustic rose, not,” he shuddered, “pink.”
 “A rose is a rose,” spelled Bella’s hair.  Everyone nodded agreement.
 “Well, they, the Home Owners’ Association, say I have to repaint it.”
 “Never challenge your Home Owners’ Association,” whispered Jonathan Biggly Huge.  “I 
tried once.  They claimed to have had design review responsibility on my house and directed my 
architect to make changes.”
 “You have a lovely colonial manor,” I said.  “We all enjoyed your Christmas reception 
there.”
 “I didn’t plan on a colonial manor.”  Joshua looked at us as the information sank in.  “I 
wanted an alpine chalet.”
 “We have a guy in our neighborhood,” confided Al Truistini, “Who put black plastic on his 
windows.”
 “So you couldn’t see in?” asked Cash.
 “Or vice verse,” nodded Al sagely.
 “What do they do in there?” asked curious Cash.
 “Who knows?  They put black plastic on the windows, remember?”  Al was puzzled by the 
action.
 “I always thought that you had big windows so your neighbors could see how much more 
you have than they do,” observed Jonathan.
 “Or vice versa.”  Al Truistini always faced truth.
 “Here’s what happened to me,” said Coach Upright.  “I wanted to add English Ivy to my 
fence post and the HOA said it would take over the neighborhood in fifteen years.  I said we’d all 
be dead by then. After I protested all my grass died, overnight.”  We all shivered.
 “They claim to be protecting property values, but old neighborhoods are valued for their 
eclectic charm, not military rankness.”  Coach was on a roll so we didn’t ask if ‘rankness’ was 



the word he wanted.  “My HOA lets people do some strange things and they aren’t fair or 
evenhanded in their decisions.  I think it depends on who gets elected and who’s overthrown.”
 “Overthrown?” we chorused.
 “Yeah, it takes a coup to get some of these folks to retire.”  The others seemed to agree.
 “We can’t find anyone to serve on our HOA board anymore,” sighed Jonathan and Al 
together.  
 “These are all the reasons HOA’s are pains in the...,”  Bella didn’t say it but her hair spelled 
it.  “They are non-profits and should be transparent and non-despotic.  But some of them seem to 
get carried away.
 “What do you mean transparent?  Are you talking about windows again?” I asked.
 “No.  All the members should have reasonable access to financial information.  Minutes of 
the meetings should be available to all members.  Often HOA’s own common property through 
out the development and that property must be maintained.  Sometimes they even own the roads 
which must be maintained.  It’s sad to see an HOA board ignore the real purpose for their 
existence.”  Bella looked at us and summed up the discussion.  “The members of an HOA should 
always be treated as neighbors first.”
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