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  Drippy Noses




  To the Keeper of the Records




  The Great Big Book of World Records




  London




  Dear Mr Bibby




  It’s freezing here in Penleydale. Even the icicles have got icicles! The snow’s taller than me in some places, and that means no school (Ace!), but also no football

  (Not Ace). My grandad knew it would happen. Three weeks ago a bee stung him on his knee and he came out with one of his sayings: ‘When winter bees nobble your knees, there’s bound to be

  a terrible freeze.’ He reckons it’ll last for ages.
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  Anyway, I’ve decided to make the most of it. Yesterday, I grew an icicle on the end of my nose. My best friend Matthew kept dribbling water down my conk and, as it froze,

  the icicle got longer and longer. It was 9.35cm long before it fell off. I’ve sent a photo as proof. Is this the Longest Nose Icicle Ever?
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  Best wishes




  Danny Baker




  PS It’s been a year since I broke my first record, and now I’ve got ten certificates on my bedroom wall, plus I helped my grandad win one too! Matthew’s been

  keeping track of all my attempts and, as well as getting ten world records. I also tried to break thirty-one others. Who knows, one day I might break a world record for trying to break world

  records!
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  The Great Big Book


  of World Records


  London
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  Dear Danny




  I’m as excited as you are about all this snow, because I’m looking forward to sending out lots of certificates for new snow-based records in the next few weeks.

  Hopefully one or two will go to you! However, it won’t be for the Nasal Icicle-dangling record. Your dangle was a good one, and just a drip or two short of the British record, but well short

  of the world record.




  The small, nomadic Mukpikluk tribe from the North Pole wear traditional icicle jewellery from their ears, nose, hair and fingers. In 1982, to celebrate her hundredth birthday,

  the Chief Tribal Elder Woman, Clotilda Littlefish, grew a nasal icicle that was 128.55 cm long. It was said that the beautiful tinkling music made by her wonderful icicle body-ornamentation would

  charm even the most ferocious of polar bears to sleep, and so keep the tribe safe.




  The world record for Mucus-enhanced Nasal Icicle Dangling is held by Vladimir Popov, of Tomsk in south-west Siberia. In the winter of 1996, the temperature in the city fell to

  a record low of -56 C. On the morning of 29 January Vladimir was waiting at his local station for a train that was delayed due to yaks on the line. He was suffering from a heavy cold and had an

  extremely runny nose. By the time his train arrived, five hours late, Vladimir had a slimy green icicle that reached from his nose to his feet, measuring 169.45 cm in length. Amazingly, it had

  frozen solid to the platform, and Vladimir was locked in place. By the time firemen had cut him free, he had missed the train.




  ‘Popov’s Pillar’ of mucus is now kept in cold storage during the short but warm Tomsk summers. Every winter it is taken out and placed on the platform, where

  it is used to display notices about the late arrival of trains and the dangers of not blowing your nose.




  Have lots of record-breaking fun in the snow, Danny!




  Best wishes




  Eric Bibby




  Keeper of the Records




  Danny stood by the kitchen door pulling on his wellington boots as he and Matthew got ready to go out into the snow. Mum sat at the kitchen table, feeding baby Joey with warm

  milk from a bottle. He snuffled and gulped it down noisily.




  ‘What have you two got planned for today?’ asked Mum.




  ‘We’re going to check out the Sports Centre,’ replied Danny. ‘Jimmy Sedgley said that Ryan Biggs’s sister’s friend’s auntie said the water in the pool

  is frozen solid. Jimmy said they’re going to open it up for ice skating!’




  ‘But the snow in town will be up to your belly-buttons!’ exclaimed Mum.
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    ‘I’ve made us some snowshoes,’ said Matthew, holding up one of four old tennis rackets with straps and buckles stuck to the frames. ‘We just fix these to the bottom of

    our wellies, and our weight gets spread out so we don’t sink into the snow.’
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    Just then, Danny’s big sister, Natalie, shuffled into the kitchen to get her breakfast.


  




  ‘I feel terrible,’ she grumbled, and blew a long noisy Hnnnnnnnnnnnnnk! into a handkerchief.




  Dad swallowed the mouthful of breakfast cereal he was chewing, and sniffed. ‘What’s that smell?’ he asked.




  Mum lifted Joey’s bottom up to her face and sniffed his nappy. She shook her head, then glanced at Danny’s feet. ‘Are you trying to break the world record for the stinkiest

  feet again?’




  ‘No, I’m not!’ protested Danny, sniffing the air in the kitchen. ‘Besides, when I tried to break that record, my feet smelt a bit like boiled cabbage and seaweed

  and eggs and cheese and drains all mixed together. This pong’s completely different. It’s more like cat pee . . .’
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    ‘And mouldy potatoes,’ said Matt.


  




  ‘And sour milk . . .’ said Dad.




  ‘And the elephant house at Walchester Zoo,’ said Mum.




  Danny followed his nose around the kitchen to find out where the smell was coming from, and it led him straight to his sister. ‘It’s Natalie Snotalie! She’s the

  smell!’




  ‘I am not!’ she cried.




  ‘You are!’ said Mum, Dad and Matthew as they sniffed Natalie too.




  ‘You’ve got Skunk Flu!’ exclaimed Mum.




  ‘Nooooooo!’ wailed Natalie.




  ‘They said on the news that it was spreading north,’ said Dad. ‘We’ll have to let the doctor know and keep you indoors in case you give it to anyone else.’




  ‘You have all the luck, Nats,’ said Danny. ‘I’d have to go without a bath for months to get as whiffy as you!’




  As usual, Natalie made a grab to pull Danny’s ears off. She stopped when something caught her eye through the kitchen window as Dad opened the curtains.




  ‘Mum!’ she whined. ‘Tell him!’




  Mum and Dad followed her gaze into the back garden and began to laugh. There was a snowman family sitting on the wooden bench beneath the white-topped branches of the cherry tree.




  A big snow-Dad, with huge goalkeeper’s gloves, sat in the centre of the group.




  A smaller snow-Mum snuggled up to him, carrying a little snow-Joey.




  On one end of the bench was a snow-Danny, wearing a Walchester United scarf and a naughty grin made of stones.




  On the other end was a snow-Natalie, with something long and green dangling from her red tomato nose.
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    ‘Who put those there, I wonder?’ asked Dad, grinning at the boys.


  




  Danny and Matthew shrugged and tried to look innocent.




  Natalie blew her nose again. ‘Mum! Hnnnnnnnnnnnnnk! Tell them!’




  ‘I’m telling you, boys,’ said Mum, spraying the kitchen with rose-scented air freshener. ‘There’s nowhere near enough gunge coming out of that snow-Natalie’s

  nose!’




  





  Piggy Back




  Dear Mr Bibby




  Guess what? My sister Natalie’s got Skunk Flu! She’s the first person in Penleydale to catch it. Word soon got round, and now everyone’s been told not to go

  out for the next two weeks to stop it spreading.
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  Nat had to go to the doctor today for tests, but the snow was so deep around the house that Dad couldn’t get the car out. Then I had an idea for a record attempt –

  Carrying a Sister Piggyback Through the Snow! I carried her to the doctor’s using my snowshoes. Later on, I carried her back home again. Matt measured the distance and, in total, I lugged her

  for 5.62 km.
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  Natalie sneezed all over me twenty-seven times on the way there and thirty-one times on the way back. I ended up covered in Skunk-flu snot-droplets, but I don’t mind,

  because I want to catch it too! I’ve got a great plan. I’m going to offer to do jobs for her while she’s ill and smelly, and stick as close to her as I can for as long as I can.

  Matthew says that’ll be worse than having the flu! I don’t care – Nat might be the first to have it, but I bet I’ll be the stinkiest!




  Did I carry my sister for a record-breaking distance? If not, I’ll take her the long way round past the gasworks next time.




  Best wishes




  Danny Baker




  





  The Great Big Book


  of World Records


  London




  Dear Danny




  It was a great attempt at Snowbound-sister Carrying (Piggyback), but you’ll have to go on a very big detour to the doctors if you are going to beat the current record of

  53.67 km, held by Ferris Rose of Jerry’s Nose, Newfoundland, Canada. His sister Doris didn’t know she was taking part in a record attempt either. She thought Ferris was taking her to

  the greengrocer’s to buy a turnip. She reportedly spent the last 10 km of the carry beating her brother over the head with her wooden leg.




  I should warn you that it is extremely difficult to catch Skunk Flu, but if you do, the symptoms can be nasty. There are three distinct phases to the illness:
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