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Twas a longish time ago, and Robin d’Hood felt it was right to propose to Shebonne, a Sherwood Forest princess. He couldn't think of any objection to it. She was tall, about 5' 6," with agreeable reddish hair on occasion, spoke with a southern accent, and was employed as a secretary to a high (prescription drugs) government official. She also had health care coverage. He thought this very fine, due to the many injuries he suffered in the outfield, and while chasing golf balls through the woods.

"I hereby present you, my sweet, with this lovely engagement ring and ask if you'll marry me," Robin said, while holding out in the palm of his hand a white gold ring with a microscopic diamond.

"Whoa," she exclaimed. "Nice!"

"Yes, so, what dost thou sayeth?"

There was a longish silence.

“Well?”

"Hmm," she replied. "I'm thinking."

"Okay, go ahead."

"Well, I'm thinking you have no job."

"Yes, I agree. I am self-employed."

"With many expenses, especially at the golf course, and in winter, at ski areas."

"You can come with me."

"You know I broke my ankle in the Alps."

"Sure, but you're all better now."

"But you haven't got a job."

"True. There are many accidents, but little liability insurance. The settlements are so low, I can barely pay my law clerk."

"And now, I hear she's going to Italy."

"Just a vacation—I have a Russian girl now."

"Who?"

"She's from Tajikistan, I think. Has a husband and three children. She's returning from Italy herself."

"Why do I need to know this?"

"You don't. I'm just rambling on."

"Where will we live?"

"In my apartment-on the sixth floor. You know, near the parking lot of Colonie Center Mall. You've been there. You made me lobster Newburg-remember?"

"You sleep in a bunk bed."

"I plan to add a second deck. You can have the top."

"I don't know. I have to think about it. Let me hold on to this while I decide," she said, admiring the ring as she slid it on her finger.
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So, Robin had a tremendous problem. Getting a top bunk.

He traveled through the Chunnel to Switzerland (you could do it in those days, before the Brexit) to talk to his investment advisor, William Tell, who made clocks in Geneva, Switzerland, with his brothers, No Tell and Kant Tell. Robin used to go out with their sister, Ho, before he discovered her past, to his utter dismay.

"Listen," William said, as he pulled back on his bow, ready to fire into a nearby apple tree. "I'm kind of messed up that you broke up with Ho."

"I told you it was mutual."

"Not the way she Tells it."

"Sure, I'm sorry about that. We might be able to go out again. I got my Renault Simca on the road."

"The AWD?"

"Yup, a 2075."

"Okay, maybe. What can I do for you?"

"Well, I need to raise funds. The plan is—a bowl game."

"Rob, please. There are already three bowl games."

"I know. But, my research says it could go to five, even six."

"You'll never find enough teams with winning records."

"We know that. It doesn't matter. We can get teams who are, like, 5-6, and if they win, could go to 500."

"Hmm, maybe."

"Yeah. And if they play a team, like, 6-6, it would really be something. The winner could be over 500."

"Geez. You might have something there."

Now, seeing as how William was a clock maker along with his brothers No and Kant, and even their sister would give you the time, they were very wealthy and popular, and caused many startups, and venture capital projects.

"Step into me office," William said. 

William had the largest office in Geneva. He worked on the biggest time machines, like in space stations, watchtowers and college campuses, because his eyesight was very poor, despite his inch thick eyeglasses. No matter how much he trained with his bow and arrow, he could barely hit an apple tree.

His brothers, No and Kant, had good eyesight, and worked on Rolex wristwatches for many wealthy drugstore chains.

After a few seconds, William announced, "I just texted them. We're in. How much do you need?"
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Suddenly, it got all complicated. His Renault broke down, and he was forced to lease a Citroen (the kind that you could never tell were coming or going). Plus, he was told he had to meet investors in Paris, because they liked it there, and were bored with London.

"Who are they?" Robin asked William.

"It's Marian and Gigi. I don't even know if they have any money, but they are very attractive."

"They are?"

"They are."

"Okay, when?"

"Now you're talking."
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So, Robin made a date with Marian and Gigi, after he was forced to take Ho out to the movies (she loved animated features, but usually fell asleep within five minutes.)

"What advertisers are involved?" Robin asked Gigi, after they sat down at a sidewalk café on the Rue de la DejaVu, in the Italian Quarter, near the levees.

"Pro-Jectors," Gigi said.

"Yeah, they have pretty cool products,” Marian added. “Ankle bracelets, mandated at most college campuses for underage drinkers and sex offenders. Plus, girls can monitor their boyfriends."

"I see," Robin said, pretending to understand. He didn’t care much though. Marian—her straight black hair, red, red lips, and voluptuous body, fascinated him.

"What is the event?" Gigi said.

"It's a bowl game, maybe in Mexico City, Tokyo, Paris or London. Highest bid."

"Yes, I see how this could work," Gigi said, crossing her mesmerizing legs, almost distracting Robin from Marian's cleavage—pure as downy snow.

"But who gives a damn about football anymore. Isn't it played outside?" Marian said.

"Yeah, well, sometimes inside, in domes."

"Like a video game?" she said.

"No, it's real. But we're going to have old time Stone Age rules. Runbacks, concussions-it'll
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