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When the Bonfire Queens take over from the Bathing Belles, 

then we know winter's really here, flown at Headoorn In lent, they've all 

been affected by the Guy /awis's bug, and a fulL-aoale carnival procession* 

is their way of saluting the mm who, three hundred and fifty years ago, 

did his damdest to put paid to Parliament once and for all. It'e aleo 

their way of getting together more then £100 for the National Spastica 

Society - so what better reason for getting lit up In the biggeet wey 

they can. 

Now the hugh, colourful eet-pieoee, climaxed by a sparkling 

portrait of Her Najeety the Queen. 


