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way, looks like a bmaan hay-stack in l^ftt rig.

And Vee—well, say, she'd be a wiaaer ia any
date costume jom could name.

Meanwhile Whitey has posted his camera
mes in the afan^Miwry, wh^« tb^ can get the

tocaa wiihov^ hmm." seen, and bas ronnded us
up for a littk pre&ninary coadun'.
"Remember," says he, "idiat we*re sup-

posed to be doing is a wedding, back in the days
rf Bobin Hood, with all the merry ^rillagers

given a day off. So mase it snappy. We want
{^tion, lots of it. Let yourselves go. Laugh,
kick up y<«ir heels, let out l&e hi-yi-yips I Now,
then! Are yoa rmdy?"
"Wait until I sart the bend." says L "&y,

there, Mr. Bovelfi.! Musk taiBl Some^aiag
lippy and raggy. ^oot ii!"

Say, I dont know how thaa ^aiy THnglitdi

partks used to put it over when they got to-

gether for a mad, ^ailBome romp cm. Hie

greenswarf, but if they had anything cm us
they mast have been double-jointed. For, with
Mr. Bobert and Miss Hampton skippin* along
hand in hand, Vee and me keepin' step behind,
a couple of movie ladies rushin' the Reverend
Percy over the grass rapid, and the other cou-
ples with arms linked, doin' fancy steps to a
jingly fox-trot—well, take it from me, it was
gay doin's.

And when we'd galloped around over the


