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A sea of orange robes filled the meeting hall. "All rise!" came a call from one of the two men behind a podium in the front. 

A mumble rippled through the hoods below, "Maybe later, maybe later." 

The speaker said, "This meeting of the Cheese Fondlers' Guild will now come to order." 

The man beside him took the podium. "First item on tonight's menu is the question of what to do with all these spare robes." 

A robed head poked out from under one of the orange cloths in which the meeting hall was currently drowning. "Ah, remind me again, how did we end up with so many of these things?" Bongo Bill was the one asking the question. "If it was, as you suggest, a clerical error, then I won't have to foot the bill for all this, but I'd like to be sure." 

"Lo," incanted the podium-man, "it is written, 'buy twenty, get two thousand free,' in the Coupon Book of Gold. Frugality demanded that we take full advantage of this lucrative offer." 

"I thought that book was a fake?" 

"Indeed, but Mr. We-Honor-Competitors'-Coupons down at the Textile Mart didn't know that." 

"Strange name he had." 

A door at the back swung open, and the man entering said, "Sorry I'm gaaaaammmf mf mmmff mmm!" as he was buried under a tide of orange robes. 

"Say that again, Brother Oddllama; my ears aren't quite what they used to be." 

Another head popped out of the robes, now wearing one of them, and he said, "Sorry I'm late." 

The man at the podium decided he had enough of these interruptions. "Next item on the menu: turkey sandwiches. Any objections?" No one objected. "The motion is passed. Next item on the menu: we need to discuss the upcoming softball game." 

Another head sprung from beneath the orange clothy waves. "Softball match? I didn't know we were having a softball match!" 

"We're not," said the speaker. "Our attempt to create a local league has met with a spectacular failure. Nobody wants to play with us!" 

"Well, that means we've won!" said Bongo Bill. 

"A fine point, sir." He banged his gavel. "Ten points to Gryffindor. Meeting adjourned. Tomorrow we will begin distributing the robes to random passers-by in exchange for anything they have in their pockets."
