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Foreword
Anyone who puts ‘things’ off will know that to
do so in their personal lives can be a bother – from
getting around to cutting the grass tomorrow or to
tidying that bedroom sometime, or even calling a friend
you haven’t spoken to for a while. Bothersome, true,
but because it’s personal it really doesn’t matter too
much does it? However if you take that ‘procrastination
attitude’ to work with you, or have it as a partner in
your business, then it can really become a nuisance. So
here is an invitation to take a journey into the world of
commerce and network marketing, everyday jobs and a
new business and, to enjoy learning about how to beat
procrastination.
This book is a tool that will stand out amongst
the many, taking you on a journey that most people will
be able to relate to. A journey with Richard Ash, a
business manager struggling with his everyday job and
who, since taking on a new additional venture – in
network marketing – has doubled his problems. He
meets George Little, a business professional who is in
search of his ancestor Little John – of Robin Hood
fame, and they strike a deal. Procrastinators, business
men and women and network marketing professionals
alike, will enjoy learning with Richard as George takes
on the role of teacher and mentor, as they go off to find
the origins of Little John.
Mixing a measure of humour with down to
earth conversation makes this a very readable book, and
by the time the end of the journey is reached, the reader

will have learned how to manage themselves better and,
how to avoid that thief of time.

This is dedicated to all those Entrepreneurs who
recognise the necessity to learn their trade – and
have the courage to take up the training and use
it wisely.
And to Jo – Thank you for everything.
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Introduction
I am so pleased to be invited to write this
introduction to Steve’s publication. My husband Brian
& I fell in love with the concept of Network Marketing
over thirty years ago and in that time have built
successful businesses helping thousands of people
achieve their dreams. It has always been true however,
that no matter how many different stories we employ to
get the point over – people will find their own ‘ping’
moment. They’ll ‘connect’ with a particular story or
person, and sometimes that may not be the person that
actually introduced them to this great industry or to
their business opportunity – it really doesn’t matter, so
long as the mentor they choose has the experience, and
a real passion for our industry.
For us the beauty of Network Marketing is that
if you just stay teachable and be willing to learn from
people who have walked the path before you; people
who know the potholes to avoid and can help you
achieve success. Then once you have learned those
principles to take ACTION and you’ll find SUCCESS.
You can learn everything there is to know but if
you do nothing with that knowledge – NOTHING will
be the result.
I have long admired Steve’s ability to ‘listen’
and then put into his own words what he has heard and
in a way that resonates with others. I hope you enjoy
this story and learn from it … as I have. I hope you
find your own “George Little”, he or she is out there. I
hope you take action and find the ‘whole life’ benefits
that you deserve. I hope you grow a great tree,
somewhere in the world, that will benefit you for the

rest of your days. I’m looking forward to reading
Steve’s next story.
Lesley Probart

Chapter One

Well Met—Robin Hood and
Nottingham Castle
High on a cliff above that most famous of
ancient towns known as Nottingham, proudly stands
Nottingham Castle. Once home to the Sheriff of
Nottingham, infamous for the way he unscrupulously
collected taxes for Prince John of England who often
used the castle as a base for his hunting trips.
Their arch enemy, Roberte of Loxley—some
say the Earle of Huntingdon—who later became known
as that medieval leader of outlaws, Robin Hood, along
with his band of Merry Men, lived and hunted the
king’s deer in Sherwood Forest to the north of
Nottingham where Prince John also liked to hunt.
Robin’s trusted lieutenant was John Little, and
legend tells that he was over seven feet tall. Hence,
became known as “Little John.” Some say he was really
John Naylor or John le Nailer, a strong man who made
nails, before he too became an outlaw and did battle
against Robin Hood with quarter-staffs in that famous
fight.
Our journey begins in Sherwood Forest as
Robin Hood was restive and thirsted for action.
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“’Tis no good waiting here in the forest for
some adventure to come along. Things are getting dull.
I must go outside the camp and look for something
more exciting.” Robin had spoken his thoughts out loud
as he’d strolled round the camp in Sherwood Forest and
watched his men as they prepared arrows, fixed
bowstrings, and carried out repairs to their weapons. As
he left the safety of the camp, he’d reminded his men to
listen for the call of his horn to announce his
whereabouts, or a call for help and of danger. Through
the greenwood he’d wandered, over tangled
undergrowth until he came to one of the shady forest
paths. Along the path he’d aimlessly walked eventually
following the flow of a stream as it threaded a wavy
course through Sherwood Forest.
Presently, Robin arrived at a roughly-made
wooden bridge, and as he’d mounted this, he found his
way blocked and was forced to a sudden halt.
Positioned at the opposite end of the bridge was
a giant of a man who’d started to cross at the same time
as the outlaw. Robin walked along the bridge to where
the stranger stood. The giant made no attempt to let him
pass. Instead, he stood squarely in the middle of the
bridge and glared insolently at Robin, as if daring him
to try to pass.
Here was a situation that promised some
excitement at last. Robin laughed as it was clear the
stranger had no intention of letting him by. Yet one of
them must retreat before the other could cross—and
Robin Hood, leader of the Sherwood Forest outlaws,
had no intention of giving way to a stranger, however
big he might be. Robin glanced at the swirling stream
below as he bellowed, “Let me pass!”
The huge man stared disdainfully back and did
not move.
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“If you don’t move out of the way, you great
oaf, I shall have to move you myself!” Robin roared
above the noise of the stream.
The giant of a man only grinned, and at this,
Robin became infuriated and unslung his bow.
“If you don’t move,” he threatened, “I’ll show
you how we deal with characters like you here in
Sherwood.”
The giant strode forward within striking
distance brandishing a quarter-staff as Robin fitted an
arrow to his bow. “If you dare to pull back the string,”
he said grimly, “I’ll knock your head off!”
Brave words were they, as he stared scornfully
at Robin who was poised with an arrow aimed directly
at his heart.
As Robin backed off to the end of the bridge, he
could but admire the giant’s fortitude, with an arrow
still pointing certain death at his foe. “Your talk is
foolish; I could send this arrow through your heart in
quicker time than it would take to tell.”
“You are but a coward!” hollered the giant with
derision in his voice. “You are armed with bow and
arrows; I have only my quarter-staff.”
“Coward!” laughed Robin. “I’ll soon show you
that I’m no coward.”
Robin leapt off the bridge, and going to a nearby
oak tree, attempted to tear off a stout branch. After
much tugging, he realised it was not going to move, so
he began an attempt on a smaller branch. This too
resisted his efforts.
He stood there panting from his struggles as the
giant taunted him from the bridge.
“Are you beaten so easily without a fight,” he
mocked.
Robin glared angrily as he procrastinated over
his choice of branches. The stout branch was beyond
- 13 -

Well Met—Robin Hood and Nottingham Castle

his reach without an axe, and so too was the middlesized branch. He was left with the choice of an inferior
staff or to pick up his bow and arrows once again.
He heard the giant snort derisively from the
bridge and tore frantically at a lesser branch until it
came free. He stripped it quickly of leaves and turned to
face his foe.
The giant stepped forward flourishing his
quarter-staff. “I’m going to teach you a lesson in good
manners.” He grinned. “I’m also going to teach you
why it’s unwise to go into the forest unprepared.” He
gestured towards Robin’s feeble quarter-staff. “I’m also
going to teach you why it’s unwise to go afoot without
knowledge, because I am John Little of Barnsdale,
Hathersage, and Sherwood Forest and have never been
beaten in a fight with quarter-staffs.”
With that, he struck a hefty blow on Robin’s
shoulder and another to his ribs. The two men stood in
the middle of the bridge neither giving quarter. Robin
got in a blow to the giant’s midriff and another to his
head. The fight grew furious and each man grunted with
exertion.
Robin was the more agile, and he rained in a
shower of blows. John Little smote back with
aggression, grinning wickedly as each swing of his
quarter-staff found its mark.
John Little was enormously strong and though
Robin was a practised fighter and the two men were
well matched, a final blow to Robin’s head sent him
splashing into the stream below.
“Let that be a lesson to you,” John Little roared
with laughter. “Never underestimate your opponent,
ever, and never pre-judge him either. For a large a man
as me can be as quick witted as the next.”
He reached down to grasp Robin’s arm and with
uncommon ease pulled him out of the stream and on to
- 14 -
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the bridge. “Do you give?” He stared Robin in the eye
and grinned.
Robin laughed as he answered, “You proved
yourself the better man that time. I am Robin Hood,
outlaw of Sherwood Forest, come join my band of
Merry Men, and pray tell, are you always so free with
your lessons to your fellow man?”
“Only to those who are prepared to listen to me
and my quarter-staff,” John Little grinned from his
great height.
Robin blew his horn as they approached the
camp, and turning to his new giant of a friend, grasped
his wrist in friendship as he announced, “From this day
forth, you will be known as Little John. You will be my
trusty lieutenant, and I will seek learning and wisdom
from you and your quarter-staff, to guide me and the
outlaws of Sherwood in our fight for freedom!”
Down through the ages, the bloodline of one of
those heroes has survived. One who, like his ancestor,
has wisdom, boldness, and loyalty numbered among his
traits. Here in twenty-first century Nottingham, we are
witness to his business acumen and kindness on his
journey of discovery.
George Little is a successful businessman. He
travels the world, helping and guiding people. He
carries with him not a quarter-staff, but a wealth of
knowledge and experience.
A young man was watching an older man, who
was sitting on a bench opposite the statue of Robin
Hood just below the ramparts of Nottingham Castle.
The sun was shining, and there was a muffled
hum of traffic from the city below. Office workers
could be seen grabbing a quick pint on their lunch hour,
bustling in and out of The Castle Pub on that ancient
street known as Castle Gate.
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Our man, Richard Ash, picked at his sandwiches
as he observed the white haired gentleman brush
crumbs off his trousers. Richard then broke the bread
into smaller pieces and threw them gently toward an
ever-growing flock of pigeons. He brought along
several slices of bread that he skimmed at the birds,
which hopped away in distrust. Richard looked on in
dismay as his pigeons went and joined the multitude
busy pecking away near the older man, who now had
one feeding directly out of his hand!
Richard looked at his disregarded offerings and
back again at the well-dressed gentleman.
“What are you feeding them?” he called out.
The gent turned slowly so as not to disturb the
pigeons. “Same as you by the looks of it,” he answered,
his piercing blue eyes twinkling in the sun. “The same
as you.” He reached into his paper bag and sprinkled
another load of crumbs onto the paving stones. Another
flock of pigeons joined the throng, and the cheeky
sparrows nipped in and out for a quick peck.
Richard was quiet for a moment, taking in the
American accent. “I haven’t seen you here before—yet
all the pigeons appear to know you. I come here most
lunchtimes when the weather is fine and only a handful
of pigeons take my bread.” The older man smiled and
waved Richard over to join him.
“I’m George,” he said with a smile. “George
Little.”
Richard decided he must be a visitor to one of
the local businesses, possibly even to a consultant in
one of the private health clinics on Park Row. In his
immaculate pinstriped suit, handmade shirt and silk tie,
his highly polished shoes reflected their clasped hands
as they shook.
“Hi, I’m Richard Ash. Richard to my friends.”
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“Okay, Richard.” George had a surprisingly
strong grip for one of senior years. “Not having much
luck making friends with the pigeons I gather,” he
chuckled.
“It has been the way of things lately, not having
much luck with anything,” Richard found himself
saying, and wondering why he’d said this to a complete
stranger.
Richard looked up at the castle, buying time.
“Most visitors to Nottingham are disappointed when
they see the castle. The original was built in 1068 by
the Normans on Castle Hill, and was later destroyed in
The English Civil War, much to the dismay of Oliver
Cromwell. About twenty years later, the Duke of
Newcastle built a Renaissance-style palace. The
Luddites gutted that one a hundred fifty years later,
because the hereditary Duke’s opposition to
parliamentary reforms annoyed them. All that’s left of
the ancient castle are the walls,” Richard said, pointing
to the outer ramparts.
“That’s really interesting, Richard. I’m here
from the States to start up a new business and also to
check out this town. My ancestors are from around
here. You may have heard of one of them—John
Little.”
“No, I don’t think I’ve heard of him,” Richard
answered, breaking off, and then continuing excitedly.
“Whoa! You don’t mean Little John, as in Robin Hood
and Sherwood Forest, do you?”
“Could be, Richard, that’s what I want to check
out. Say, how do you feel about helping me, maybe
show me around a bit?”
Richard was still excited. “Sure I can,” he
replied, then he backed off and his excitement seemed
to drain away. “But I’m really busy just now. I’ve got
so much to do,” he added, laughing nervously. “Yet I’m
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going in circles, busy doing nothing actually.” Crikey,
he thought, that’s the second time I’ve told this stranger
what’s on my mind.
“I’m kinda busy myself, Richard. How about we
meet for lunch on Thursday, back here, and you can tell
me if you can spare the time?”
“Yes, I’d like that. I’ll see what I can do.”
George handed over his business card and took
details of Richard’s mobile number saying, “Would you
say you were good at keeping appointments, Richard?”
“Yes, of course, why?”
“That’s great, Richard. Give me a call if you
need to rearrange at all, and I’ll do you the same
courtesy.” As he turned to walk away, and brushed a
few errant crumbs from his immaculate suit, he smiled
at Richard and said, “Remember, if you want a job done
well, take it to a busy man!”
Richard stood there for a few moments looking
at the card. No clues there, just the name George Little
and a telephone number. He was looking forward to
Thursday, determined to keep the appointment, but he
still didn’t know how he could make time, and
frowning, he wandered away.
Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/procrastination-a-prince-a
mong-thieves-steven-beach/1018010822?ean=294001440749
6
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Procrastination-Prince-Among-Thie
ves-ebook/dp/B00826OBT0/ref
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