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  To the Keeper of the Records
  

The Great Big Book of World Records


London




Dear Mr Biboy




Last weekend, my swimming club, the Penleydale Sea Squirts, had a day out at Bladderpool Pleasure Dome. I took The SweatSucker Challenge, and won! I rode this rollercoaster that’s so fast and scary, it makes you sweat buckets! But when I went throught the moisturemeter at the end, I was as dry as a desert in a day spell. It hadn’t sucked My sweat! I got free goes, and stayed un-sweaty for twenty-five rides before the Pleasure Dome people made me stop. They gave me a Certificate of Dryness AND free admission to the park for life! Ace!
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My best friend Matthew’s sweat got really sucked. He was drenched. My sister, Natalie, and the other girls in the swimming club wouldn’t go on it at all, because they don’t think being sweaty is fun. Unluckily for them, when everyone’s sweat got sucked on the fantastic reverse-tripe-spiral-corkscrew-loop-the-loop, they were standing undernearth and they got soaked!
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I know I’m not the first to beat The SweatSucker, but has anyone else ever gone for twenty-five rides and stayed sweat-free?




Best wishes


Danny Baker
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  Dear Danny




  The first person ever to beat The SweatSucker also registered the Most Consecutive Rides without Sweating. On 21 July 2007, Didier Tremblay, of Quebec in Canada, managed to

  complete 157 consecutive rides and not sweat a single drop. However, nobody realized that Didier had cheated! Before going on The SweatSucker, he had covered his entire body in Industrial Strength

  Antiperspirant. When he took a shower and washed it off three days later, all the pent-up sweat burst out of every pore in his skin, as though he had been punctured by millions of needles. Didier

  collapsed dead in the bathtub, his shrivelled body lying like a squeezed-out sponge in an enormous pool of his own smelly sweat.




  Since then, Bladderpool Pleasure Dome has limited successful riders to a maximum of twenty-five sweat-free goes. However, you are only the third person to have achieved this

  amazing feat! You are now twenty-five per cent of the way to completing the TerrorCoaster Grand Slam: taking on and beating the Top Four Rollercoaster Rides in the country (as voted for by the

  readers of Cool Coasters Quarterly).




  The SweatSucker is in fourth place. The top three, in reverse order, are:




  The brand-new BoneShaker at Tartan Towers Holiday Park, Saltimuchty, Scotland. It claims to shake your bones right out of your skin! So far, only two riders (0.00374%) have been

  able to stand up and walk the straight 10-m line at the end.




  The BarfMaker at Ballynoggin’s Leprechaun Leap Fun Centre, Northern Ireland. Drink your ‘Compulsory Super-thick Banana Milkshake’ before you ride, and then try NOT

  to barf! This rollercoaster is so whirly and swirly that so far nobody (0.00000%) has been able to keep their milkshake down!




  And finally, the Most Awesome Rollercoaster in Great Britain: The Pontypyddl PantWetter at Red Dragonland in Wales, a ride so seriously scary, it’s

  guaranteed to make you wet your pants!




  You could become the first person ever to ride all four rollercoasters and not sweat, wobble, vomit or wee! Go for it, Danny!




  Best wishes


  Eric Bibby


  Keeper of the Records




  Danny, Natalie, Mum and Dad drove home after spending a day out in the village of Pugswallop, at the 46th Annual World Rice-pudding-wrestling Championships.




  ‘What a waste of a Sunday!’ moaned Natalie.




  ‘Be fair, Nat,’ said Danny. ‘I spent all last Sunday watching you swim up and down a pool in the County Swimming Trials. The least you can do is spend an afternoon watching me

  wrestle in rice pudding!’




  ‘You didn’t even win!’




  ‘It was my first try!’ protested Danny. ‘The lad who beat me pudding-wrestles for Wales!’




  His sister sniffed. ‘At least you smell a bit sweeter than you normally do!’




  Mum turned on the radio. The sound of Natalie’s favourite boy band filled the car.




  ‘Fab!’ cried Natalie, and began to sing. ‘Yoooooou are my one and only girrrrrl. Oooooooooo, bay-bee.’




  ‘I can burp this song,’ announced Danny, joining in with loud, ringing belches.




  Natalie pulled a face. ‘You’re such a child!’ she sneered, sticking her fingers in her ears.
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  Soon they arrived in Penleydale. Dad turned on to the road over Hangman’s Hump and they began to descend into Burly Bottoms.




  ‘Mum! Tell him!’ said Natalie. ‘Danny’s reading a book!’




  ‘Excellent!’ replied Mum.


  

  ‘He’s only trying to make himself carsick so he can break some disgusting record, like . . . Completely Filling a Car with Vomit!’
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  ‘Ace idea, Nat!’ laughed Danny. ‘I wonder what the record is.’




  ‘Stop bickering, you two!’ ordered Mum. ‘If you keep this up over the halfterm holiday, you’ll drive me mad! The doctor said I have to rest now that the baby’s

  nearly here.’




  ‘I’ll go mad with boredom,’ said Natalie. ‘Kaylie and Kylie are going to Tenerife next week. What am I going to do?’




  ‘You can play footy with me and Matt,’ suggested Danny.


  

  ‘As if!’




  Walking through their front door, they heard the telephone ring and Dad hurried into the kitchen to answer it.




  Mum, Danny and Natalie went into the living room. The floor was strewn with old baby things: toys and tiny clothes, a pushchair, a potty and a dismantled cot. Mum sat down, rummaged through a box and

  held up two little mittens, one pink and one blue. ‘I wonder which of these I’ll be using for the new baby,’ she said.
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  ‘Pink,’ said Natalie. ‘It’s totally going to be a girl.’




  ‘Blue,’ said Danny. ‘It’s got to be a boy’
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  ‘Stop arguing, you two,’ said Dad, coming in from the kitchen. ‘Or Matthew’s mum and dad might change their minds and not take you to Scotland for half-term after

  all.’


  ‘What?!’ cried the children.


  ‘The rollercoaster at Tartan Towers has gone on the blink,’ he explained. ‘Matthew’s dad’s going up to Scotland on Saturday to fix it. They thought they’d

  give your mum a break over the holidays and take you two with them.’




  ‘Ace!’ exclaimed Danny. ‘Mr Bibby says The BoneShaker’s the third best ride in Britain! It must be really brilliant if it beats The SweatSucker.’




  Natalie gave a small growl. ‘So I have to spend all next week with him and Matthew?’
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  ‘Are you coming, Dad?’ asked Danny.


  

  ‘No, I can’t get away from work,’ Dad replied. ‘We’re playing Totterton Hotspoons in the cup next week.’




  ‘That’s settled then,’ said Mum. ‘You’d both better start packing.’




  

     

  




   Are We Nearly


  There Yet?




  Dear Mr Bibby




Guess what? I’m going to take on The BoneShaker at Tartan Towers, once Matthew’s dad’s mended it. He’s Rollercoaster Fixer – what an Ace Job!




We’ll be camping there for a week, and I’ve packed for a record – Alphabetical Suitcase Packing. I’ve stuck to the rules. I’m going to Saltimuchty in Scotland, so I’ve filled my bag with twenty-five things that start with the letter ‘S’. It’s been really hard! My skateboard was too big to go in. The stuffed snake my Grandad Nobby gaev me for Christmas is slowly shedding its skin. My spider collection has got lost somewhere in the junk in my bedroom (I’m taking a plastic spider instead – I hope that still counts).


[image: ]


I’ve sent a list of what I have packed in my case. One letter down, only twenty-five to go!




Best wishes


Danny Baker




PS My address for the next week will be: Tartan Towers Holiday Park, Saltimuchty, Scotland. 




  Danny, Matthew and Natalie were squashed into the back seat of the Masons’ car on the way to Scotland. It had already been a very long journey for Natalie. The boys had

  played I spy continuously for two hours, tried to break the world record for singing ‘Ten Green Bottles Standing on a Wall’, starting at ‘10,948,361 Green Bottles’, then

  burped and armpit-farted through some of Natalie’s favourite songs. Mr Mason had even joined in at one point, playing on a kazoo.
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