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  Yawn!




  To the Keeper of the Records




  The Great Big Book of World Records




  London




  

    Dear Mr Bibby


  




  Yesterday we had a mega-boring lesson about how paint dries, and halfway through it I did a massive yawn! I was really tired because I’d been up late rolling my bogey balls,

  getting them ready for the County Bogey-flicking Championships next month.
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  The yawn was a jaw buster! It spread through the class and in seconds everyone in the room was yawning too.




  To make things worse, we had a Nuffsed inspector sitting in on the lesson. He was right next to me, so there was no way he could escape the yawn!
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  I couldn’t stop and did about ten in a row! Our teacher, Mrs Woodcock, was just about to tell me off when SHE yawned too.




  I saw the Nuffsed Inspector write in his book, ‘The lessons are so boring even the teacher can’t stay awake.’
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  Thirty-five kids and two grown-ups caught my yawn. If this isn’t a record I could try another in assembly – I’m in trouble anyway, so I might as well give it a

  go!




  

    Best wishes




    Danny Baker


  




  PS I’ve got to collect all the litter around school as a punishment. The Penleydale bin men are on strike, and rubbish is building up everywhere.




  

    PPS The Nuffsed inspector gave our school an official rating of Outstandingly Boring!
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    Dear Danny


  




  Unfortunately, unless you have 53,209 people in your school assembly, there’s no point in attempting the Most Infectious Yawn world record. It happened in 2009 during the

  second half of a World Cup qualifying football match between Mulldovia and Bulldozia. A draw meant that both teams would go through, so neither tried to score – they simply passed the ball

  around in the centre of the pitch. After seventy-one minutes the Mulldovia manager, Fibbio Caputti, was so bored that he did an enormous yawn. At that very moment his face was on the two big

  screens at either end of the stadium and in 25.33 seconds everyone – players, spectators, substitutes and the referee – was yawning too!




  As a matter of interest, the Most Boring Lesson Ever Taught took place on 3 October 1988 in the aptly named town of Boring, in Oregon, USA. During a long algebra lesson, teacher

  Libby Bangasser sent her entire class of thirty-seven children to sleep. Eight of the children were snoozing so deeply they couldn’t be woken for over thirteen hours! Her numeracy lessons

  have been recorded, and are now prescribed by doctors as a cure for insomnia.





  

    Best wishes


  




  Eric Bibby




  Keeper of the Records




  

    ‘What’s a Pamper Party?’ asked Danny as a stream of his mum’s friends bustled noisily into the house.


  




  ‘It’s a girlie-thing,’ replied Mum. ‘We try on make-up and perfume, and a lady from the Pom-Pom Pamper Parlour will make us all look beautiful.’
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  Danny frowned and stared at his sister. ‘What, even Nat? They’ll need a truck full of make-up to do that!’




  Natalie peered down her nose at her brother as though he was something green and slimy that had crawled out of a swamp. ‘Even a tanker full of perfume wouldn’t make you and your

  stinky baby brother smell better.’




  ‘Why don’t me and Matt stay and organize some party games for you?’ suggested Danny. ‘We could all play musical trumps while your nail varnish is drying.’




  ‘This is a girls-only party,’ said Dad, guiding the boys towards the front door. ‘We’re going to have a boys-only trip to the Great Goalton Home for Abandoned Football

  Mascots.’




  ‘Ace!’ said Danny.




  ‘Cool!’ agreed Matthew.




  Half an hour later, Dad turned down a narrow country lane and the car bumped and bounced along the rough road until they reached an enormous pair of rusty iron gates. The sign above the gates

  was lopsided and had letters missing.




  [image:  WIDTH=]




  Behind the desk in the ticket office stood a giant pork chop, wearing the blue and white colours of Queen’s Pork Rovers. He had a face with a wide toothy smile and one eye closed in a

  permanent wink.




  ‘Hi kids!’ he called, giving them the thumbs-up as they came through the door. ‘Welcome to Goalton! I’m Choppy the Chop!’
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  The chop rummaged beneath the ticket desk and handed the boys a sheet of paper each. On one side was a list of names and photos of all the mascots to be found at the home; on the other was a map

  of Great Goalton, with the timings for various activities and demonstrations. The place was set out like a village, with buildings arranged around a central village green: a plastic Cosmograss

  five-a-side pitch, where most of the fun seemed to take place. There was a museum, a cafe, souvenir shops and ice-cream stands. Dotted around the site were ‘Meet the Mascot’ dugouts,

  where autographs could be signed and photographs taken.
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  While Choppy the Chop signed Matthew’s sheet, Danny studied the mascot list.




  

    Spot the Mascot!




    How many autographs can YOU collect?
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  Bladderpool: Billy Bladder, sponsored by Glenlouie Toilet Paper Company Ltd
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  Downmouth Albion: Poppy the Pimple, sponsored by Dollop’s Spot and Boil Cream
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  Hartleypuddle United: Willy Welly, sponsored by Drip-dry Wellingtons
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  Neverton: Percy Pants, sponsored by Wigglesworth’s Y-fronts Ltd
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  Nitts County: Nat the Nit, sponsored by Fleas-R-Gone
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  Nuttingham Shrubbery: Samson Spade, sponsored by the Bloomin’ Great Garden Centre
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  Queen’s Pork Rovers: Choppy the Chop, sponsored by Bobbett’s Butchers
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  Sheepfield Thursday: Baa-Baa the Blacksheep, sponsored by the Great Balls of Wool knitting shop
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  Totterton Hotspoons: Totty Teaspoon, sponsored by Tiddley’s Teabags
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  Towchester Town: Stubby the Toe, sponsored by Fung-away Foot Powder




  [image:  WIDTH=]




  Tubbercurry Poppadoms: Pippa Poppadom, sponsored by Tandoor Takeaways
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  Uddersfield Town: Moo-Moo La Moor, sponsored by Dangleby Dairies
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  Walchester United: Wally the Wall, sponsored by Knock ’Em Down Demolition Ltd
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  Wimpleton: Wendy Wimple, sponsored by Hatty Horton’s House of Hats




  

    They began their visit in the little museum just behind the ticket office by watching the Mascot Memories film: ‘Twenty minutes of mascot magic and mayhem through

    the years’. Danny especially liked the part in 1968 when Belgian Bobby (a huge walnut-whip chocolate) was late for a friendly game between Belgium and Lichtenstein and, in his rush to get

    on to the pitch, forgot to put the lower half of his suit on before he ran out.


  




  ‘From then on,’ said the voiceover the film. ‘He was known as Belgian Botty!’
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  Next Danny, Matthew and Dad hurried along to the pitch in the centre of the village to join in the Groovy Goal Celebrations show. During the demonstration, Stubby the Toe taught them how

  to moonwalk while wearing huge plastic football boots.




  The moment the show was over, the boys raced to the Offside Souvenir shop, then over to the Vintage Shirts and Shorts shop, stopping on the way to collect autographs at the covered Meet the

  Mascot dugouts nearby.




  Danny noticed that, like the sign at the entrance, everything in Great Goalton was shabby, worn and broken. Weeds grew from cracks in the footpaths, and the paint on doors and window frames was

  peeling away. There were actually more mascots than visitors. Only six people turned up for the Classic Football Chants show, and although Wendy Wimple urged the audience to ‘sing and

  shout your socks off’, the sound echoed emptily around the five-a-side pitch.




  At lunchtime Dad took the boys to the Cornerkick Cafe for pie and chips with mushy peas and gravy. With full tummies, they returned to wait for the five-a-side football match to start.




  ‘Look, Dan!’ said Matthew. ‘There’s Wally the Wall!’




  The ex-Walchester United mascot was sitting glumly inside a Meet the Mascot dugout, the name of his sponsors – Knock ’Em Down Demolition Ltd – splashed in white paint across

  the front of his red rubber brick-wall suit. Wally had been replaced at the club by Wibbles the Dribbling Jelly when Wibberley Wobberley Jellies became the team’s new sponsors.
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  ‘You don’t want my autograph,’ grumbled Wally as Danny and Matt posed with him for a photo. ‘I’m just a wall with legs. I was given the push by a dribbling

  jelly.’




  ‘Wibbles looks stupid,’ said Danny.




  ‘Yeah,’ agreed Matthew. ‘A wall’s a much better mascot than a jelly.’




  Wally the Wall perked up a little. ‘Thanks, lads,’ he said, signing the boys’ Spot the Mascot sheets.




  ‘I bet it’s more fun being here than at Walchester,’ said Dad.
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