
  
    
      
    
  


	An Interview with Riverton's Most Famous Citizen


	Alvin, is it true the rest of the kids call you the 'Magnificent Brain?" asked Don Brooks, the popular young TV newsman.


	Alvin Fernald shifted his gaze from the beard in front of him to the lens of the TV camera, then back to the beard again. The beard sprawled across the face of the smiling young man seated across from him. It looks a little lopsided, thought Alvin.


	"No," he said aloud. "The kids don't call me the 'Magnificent Brain.' They call my brain the 'Magnificent Brain.'"


	"And why do they call it that?"


	"Well. Well, I suppose because it's always getting me into trouble and then out again." Alvin, gazing across the brightly lighted TV studio, could see his sister and Shoie waving from behind the glass. He raised a finger and pointed. "And them, too."


	"Who is 'them' Alvin? The TV audience can't see who you mean."


	"My best friend, Shoie. His real name is Wilfred Shoemaker. And the Pest. That's my sister. Her real name is Daphne, but lots of times I call her the Pest."


	"Alvin, can you give me any examples of how your Magnificent Brain gets you in trouble?"


	Alvin sat back in his chair and thought for a moment. He knew this was why he was being interviewed on the local evening news show. He was supposed to entertain the viewers — all the people of Riverton and the surrounding area who regularly tuned into Don Brooks to find out what was going on locally and elsewhere in the world. One of the most popular features of the show was the five minutes every night called the "Spotlight." Tonight the "Spotlight" was on Alvin Fernald.


	And the spotlight should be me, thought Alvin. After all, I'm the best-known kid in Riverton, probably the best-known kid in Marshall County.


	Alvin was a short, slim boy. Two things instantly impressed people about Alvin: his shock of orange hair and his inborn cockiness. The cockiness came from surviving countless harrowing adventures. Alvin Fernald knew that his biggest problem was to avoid being conceited, to avoid trying to live up to his reputation. As a matter of fact he was conceited, but most of the time he tried not to show it.
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	Now here he was, trying to appear like a good guy in front of the TV camera. He glanced again at the lens. His brain clicked. Actually, it wasn't the lens that bothered him. Behind that lens, he knew, were hundreds of thousands of people watching and waiting for him to prove that he was something out of the ordinary — or to fall flat on his face.


	"Well, let's see," he began. "There was the time, when Daphne was five years old, that I put a gas engine on her tricycle. I'll admit I forgot to put brakes on it. She got going so fast down the Hickory Street hill that she couldn't stop. She sailed past the courthouse and crashed right through the door of Mr. McAllister's drugstore. Knocked down all his paperback books and a big display of diapers that was his special of the week. She hit the soda fountain just as Mr. McAllister was serving Debbie Flugel a double pineapple sundae. That's pineapple ice cream with pineapple syrup, you know." Alvin paused, thinking back. He grinned. "What a mess! Pineapple syrup all over those diapers!"


	Don Brooks was grinning, too. "I imagine. Tell us about some of your other adventures, Alvin."


	"Well, there was the time Shoie and I and the Pest found this tree that someone had cut the limbs off of, but the trunk and two big limbs were still standing. It was over by the Baptist Church. What was left of that tree sure looked like a huge slingshot.


	"We went over to Pop Linkletter's garage and got some old truck inner tubes from him. We cut the tubes into long wide strips of rubber and tied them together, then tied the ends to the tree limbs.


	"We'd seen this guy on television get shot out of a cannon the week before, and the Pest said she'd like to get shot out of a giant slingshot. Shoie and I put her in the slingshot, and hauled her back just as far as we could. Then all of a sudden we let go. She sailed up and over the tree just as nice and easy as the man shot out of a cannon. She flew right over the fence and onto the front lawn of the Baptist Church.


	"There was a wedding that day, and the bride and groom were just walking out the door when the Pest slammed down into the grass right in front of them,
along with the rice. The bride dropped her flowers and ran back in the church. I think they found her hiding in the choir loft. The Pest wasn't hurt much except for her knee and her shoulder and her left ear."


	Don Brooks was smiling broadly, sharing his enjoyment with his TV audience. "How about one more adventure, Alvin."


	"And then there was the April Fool's Day that Shoie and I and Snake-Hips Scott decided to play a trick on Miss Pinkney. She's the fifth-grade teacher, you know. We snuck up on her house after dark and... and... Well, the more I think about it the more I think I shouldn't tell that one, Mr. Brooks. It ended in a disaster, sort of."


	"Do many of your adventures end in disaster, Alvin?"


	"Well, I guess quite a few of them do. It's a funny thing, Mr. Brooks. I've noticed that people who are nervous try to avoid me. Sometimes people will even
change over to the other side of the street when they see me coming. I wonder why this is."


	"I wonder, Alvin." Don Brooks was enjoying himself. "Tell us about your hopes and dreams, Alvin. What new adventures do you have in mind? What would you like
to do next?"


	Alvin wiggled in his chair. Unconsciously he reached up with his right hand and tugged at his earlobe. It was a sure sign that the Magnificent Brain was slipping into gear. Alvin often imagined he could hear clicks and clacks, and even whistles and bells, inside the Brain.


	After a long pause he said quietly, "I'm into antigravity machines right now. I'd like to build an antigravity machine based on opposing personalities. I've
often heard it said that opposite things attract each other, and things that are alike push each other apart. I'm looking for a kid who is just like me — almost a twin. I'm going to stand him under my dad's stepladder, and I'm going to stand on the top step above his head. I have a feeling that if we both think hard enough about ourselves, and then if I give a little jump, maybe I'll sail on up into the air, who knows how high? That will be known as my Principle of Identical Personalities.


	"Also I'm looking for a huge magnet. I want to bury it just under the grass in the yard. Then I'm going to get three or four kids and we're going to run across that spot carrying a manhole cover. If my calculations are correct, we'll suddenly shoot up into the sky." He paused, deep in thought. "I forgot about something. Maybe we'd get sucked down into the ground."


	The cameraman was breaking up.


	Alvin's eyes had glazed over. Daphne, who was fascinated with such things, had once told him that he was a victim of self-hypnosis every time the Magnificent Brain slipped into gear.


	"Did you ever notice how clearly you can imagine a particular scene with your eyes closed? Like the Ferris wheel at the county fair, maybe, or your mother's hands holding a piece of cherry pie, or something good like that? Well, I have an idea for projecting thought waves through a Xerox machine, so you can imagine a picture, produce a print of it, and then show it to others.


	"I believe that anything your mind can imagine, you can achieve. That's sorta my life rule. Like, right now I'm feeding information into my Magnificent Brain on building the world's biggest yo-yo. I'll run it on Mom's clothesline, and drop it off the roof of the Fillmore Hotel, and— "


	"All right, all right, Alvin. Enough! Enough! We've gone way over our time limit in tonight's 'Spotlight' already. I think we've seen some fine examples of your Magnificent Brain in action. Just one last question: What would you like to be when you grow up?"


	Alvin considered the question for a moment. "I'd like to be everything. An inventor and a scientist, a farmer and a man who builds cars, a deep-sea diver and an astronaut. It would be much more fun being everything than just being something."


	"How about a TV newscaster? Would you like to do that?"


	"Yes, but not especially. I mean, it's not very hard to do and it can't be very exciting."


	The cameraman burst into laughter, then quickly controlled himself. But there was no smile on Don Brooks' face. He said grimly "Let me tell you, Alvin,
that newscasting is not an easy job, and indeed it is exciting. Why do you say it's easy?"


	"All you do is read from a piece of paper, or sit around and ask dumb questions."


	Don Brooks glanced at the red eye of the camera, then toward the control room. His producer was seated there behind the glass, and could at this off at any moment. He could switch to the weatherman waiting in another part of the studio. Don Brooks glanced again at the red eye of the camera, expecting it to wink out. Instead it seemed to gleam even more brightly. Obviously the producer thought this was good entertainment, and was determined to keep the "Spotlight" on
the tube.


	"Why do you say the questions are dumb?" The words came out stiffly, each coated with ice.


	"Well, if I were in that chair interviewing a kid I'd try to find out what all the kids of Riverton are doing, and what they're thinking, and what their plans are, and what kinds of tricks they use to fool their parents and their teachers. Kids are pretty smart, you know. They think about all kinds of things that grown-ups don't even know about.


	"You should get kids to reveal some of their secrets. They make up a big part of Riverton, you know, but nobody ever listens to them. Everybody tells them what to do, but nobody listens. If you'd try listening sometime, you'd learn a lot. There's a man working in the City Clerk's office who steals stamps and soap and everything else he can lay his hands on. The taxpayers should throw him out. And there are two men who are supposed to be doing sewer work for the city, and instead they spend five hours a day playing pinochle in Mickey's Tavern. Kids find out lots of things just because there are so many of us. We're all over town, and we're constantly moving around. We can't help but see lots of things."


	"All very interesting, Alvin. Maybe you should be asking the questions instead of me." The newsman forced a self-conscious chuckle, and looked at the control room again. No help.


	"Maybe," said Alvin.


	Usually Don Brooks was the coolest and least nervous man imaginable. Right now he was embarrassed and his voice was shaking.


	Suddenly he had an inspiration — how to get this kid off his back and, in a way, strike back at the producer who had cast him adrift.


	"Alvin, if what you say is true, you must know almost everything that goes on in the Riverton schools. Why don't you try being a TV newsman? Here's my suggestion: a week from today, come back to the studio and take a shot at sitting in my chair. We'll give you five minutes to tell all the local school news. Five minutes. It will be interesting to see how you make out."


	"Oh, I'll make out all right," said Alvin, realizing after he'd said it that it sounded cocky.


	"You'll find out that it's a lot of hard work."


	"Five minutes isn't very long. In five minutes I can't even tell you all the news from Roosevelt Grade School."


	"Perhaps we'd better tape it ahead of time. Then if you decide you don't want it on the air, we can substitute something else. Do you think you can do it?"


	"Anything my mind can imagine, I can do," said Alvin. "No need to tape ahead of time. I can just do it live."


	Don Brooks shifted his eyes to the nearest camera and started speaking in the rich voice that had brought Riverton residents their local news for the past five years.


	"And there you have it, ladies and gentlemen. Tonight's 'Spotlight' has been focused on Alvin Fernald, often called the boy wonder of Riverton, accompanied
by his Magnificent Brain. Next week at this time Mr. Fernald will present the news of Riverton schools. Right, Mr. Fernald?"


	"Right. There's one more thing, Mr. Brooks. Did you know your beard is trimmed crooked? It's a little longer on the right side than the left — the right side as I'm looking at you, but of course that would be your left side as you're looking at me, and I— "


	"And now," the presenter broke in quickly, "we go to Tony Baxter for the weather."


	The camera's red light blinked out.


	Alvin heard the newsman's long sigh of relief.


	There was a shuffle in the studio, and the cameraman on the closest camera stepped forward, a big grin on his face. "You're a natural, son. You'll make one of the greatest TV personalities of all time. Before you know it you'll be interviewing presidents and prime ministers." He stuck out his hand. "My name is John Kubec. Mighty glad to meet you, Alvin."


	Alvin stood up and shook hands. The man was about the same age as Alvin's father. He had the deepest brown eyes Alvin had ever seen — almost black — and
they stared steadily at Alvin. The man's smile was open and friendly. Alvin had a sure feeling that this man was at home with himself.


	"Good to meet you, Mr. Kubec."


	"A friend of yours is a friend of mine, Alvin. Pete Hardin. He's talked about you a good many times."


	"Yeah. He's in my grade at school. Good guy. I'll tell him I met you. Well, I better go now, Mr. Kubec."


	Alvin, in turning to Don Brooks, had no way of knowing that he was turning his back on a man who would play a very big part in his life.


Help! Help!


"I know zilch about being a TV newsman," admitted Alvin, leading the way up the stairs to his room. "I shouldn't have been so cocky yesterday."


At the top of the stairs he casually stepped to one side and let the Pest take the lead. She was too clever for him, though. Stooping over, she pretended to tie her shoe, leaving Shoie to take the lead.


Shoie, a thoughtful look on his face, turned the knob and walked into Alvin's bedroom. At least he started in. The act of opening the door triggered Alvin's Foolproof Burglar Alarm. A boxing glove packed with stones, mounted on a short section of two-by-four, came whipping through the air. It was powered by a screen-door spring. At the last moment Shoie suddenly remembered the Burglar Alarm — he'd been caught by it countless times before - and tried to duck. He was too late. The boxing glove struck him smack on the nose, and he went reeling back into Alvin's arms, while a loud bell clanged and the lights in the room flashed on and off.
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Daphne put her hand to her mouth and giggled. Her golden pigtails shook. "Shoie, I swear you'll never remember that dumb boxing glove that Alvin put up as a burglar alarm. I'll bet you've been hit by that thing fifty zillion times. Tomorrow you'll come up here and walk right into it again."


Shoie was staggering around the hallway holding his nose. It had instantaneously turned a brilliant red. "Oooowwwoooowww!" He moaned like a fire siren.


"Trouble with you, Shoie," Alvin said matter-of-factly, "is that you never wait for an invitation to come into my room. Now, will you please enter?"


Alvin pushed the boxing glove to one side, and led the way into the room.


The first thing he did, out of habit, was to unload his pockets, item by item, onto his Inventing Bench. Today he pulled out a rock that looked vaguely like an Indian arrowhead, an old flashlight battery, the last two bites of a peanut-butter sandwich, a tube of instant glue, a dead grasshopper, seven cents in change, a hard-boiled egg, and a small bottle containing Fire Chief McAllister's gallstones, preserved in alcohol after the Chiefs operation and thoughtfully presented to Alvin as a gift from one old friend to another.


The Inventing Bench itself had achieved considerable fame, for it was here that Alvin had developed his One-Jerk Bedmaker, his Super-Secret Eavesdropper, his
One-Shot Paper Slinger, and even his Automatic Man Trap.


After one of his particularly hair-raising adventures, Mr. Moser had written an editorial in the Riverton Daily Bugle suggesting that Alvin donate his Inventing Bench to the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, D.C. Alvin had taken the editorial seriously, and had written the Smithsonian. Their framed reply was directly above the famous Bench. The letter thanked him politely for his offer, but said they simply had no room to display the bench.


Alvin Fernald could be many kinds of kids, and today he was no longer a Great Inventor. Today, for the first time in his life, he was a TV newscaster.


He dropped to his knees and looked at himself in the mirror Dad had mounted on the wall when Alvin was only three years old. Alvin had never bothered to raise it. He set his face in stem lines, tilted his head slightly to one side as Don Brooks did while he was on the air, squared his shoulders, and said in a loud, deep voice, "And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how the world looks to this reporter on Tuesday the 35th day of September." He thought that sounded rather distinguished. Shoie and Daphne, both sitting on his bed, roared.


"Oh, Alvin! If you only knew how funny you look down there on your knees, trying to be a big-shot announcer."


"Ho! Ho! Aarg!" Shoie was laughing and choking at the same time. "Our big TV man gives the news about the 35th of September. Alvin, Old Bean, there isn't any
such date. The 35th of September! Aaarg!"


Alvin climbed to his feet. "Well," he said aggressively, "you just wait and see. You guys just wait and see! I'll be the best TV anchorman on the air."


"'Anchorperson,' Alvin," said the Pest.


"What?"


"Anchorperson. Anchorperson. You know, Alvin. Women's Lib and all that. Everybody's a person these days."


Alvin walked over and sat on the stool in front of his bench. "Okay. I'll be the best anchorperson on TV." He paused a moment in thought. "Alvin Fernald, TV anchorperson. Has kind of a nice ring, doesn't it?"


Shoie kicked off his shoes and lay back on Alvin's bed. He was two inches taller than Alvin, and bigger all over, with a mop of yellow hair that stuck out every which way. He was the best athlete of Roosevelt School, and perhaps the best in the world. He and Alvin had been the closest of buddies as far back as either could remember.


"Alvin," he said, "why don't you give up the playacting, and decide what you're going to say on the air next week?"


"You're right, Shoie. We'd better do that. I'm including you in on this whole thing."


"Can I help, Alvin?" piped the Pest.


"I'll need all the help I can get." He picked up a pencil and a paper from his bench. "Okay, let's make a list of all the subjects I'll talk about on the air. What shall I put first?"


There was a long silence.


"What do you think I should talk about first?" repeated Alvin, looking straight at his sister.


"Maybe Miss Pilchard's ballet classes?" She said it in a low, silky voice, as though offering the idea to him on a platter.


Shoie snorted. Alvin didn't bother to reply.


There was another long silence. Then, "What do you think. Old Bean?" Alvin and Shoie frequently called each other "Old Man" and "Old Bean."


"I think you'd better get the Magnificent Brain to work on this."


Alvin sat down on the floor with his back to the wall. The Magnificent Brain worked best when Alvin was comfortable. He closed his eyes, tugged on his right earlobe, and tried to think of a blank gray curtain. Nothing happened. No clicks or rattles in the Brain, no vision dancing brightly across the stage of his mind.


Alvin opened his eyes. "I'm getting nothing. Absolute zilch. This business of being a TV newsman is not nearly as easy as I thought it was. I think we need outside help."


"Outside help," mused the Pest. She often repeated his last words. "Outside help. I wonder who we could get."


"Maybe your parents," offered Shoie. "They're pretty smart. Or how about Miss Pinkney?" Miss Pinkney was Alvin's teacher.


"Nope," Alvin overruled him with authority. "You don't get the point of the whole thing. I said on the air that even a kid could do a good job as a newscaster. Now if I holler to adults for help, it will just prove that I was wrong. And I, Alvin Fernald— " he smiled, knowing they wouldn't take him seriously, " —I am never wrong."


"If we can't have adults help us, that doesn't leave us anything but kids," said Daphne with great logic.


"Okay. Let's figure out who'd be good at this kind of work. Who'd have ideas? Who could suggest interesting kids we could interview? Who knows what's going on in school — or after school?"


"How about Worm Wormley? He's pretty funny sometimes."


"We don't need anybody funny. We need somebody with ideas."


"How about Whispers Turner?"


"Naw. I saw him being mean to a cat once."


"How about Charlotte Kemp?" Shoie tried to toss out the name casually.


"Oh, come on. Old Man. Just because you like her better than any other girl at Roosevelt doesn't mean she's full of good ideas. Act your age!"


Another long pause. Suddenly there was a faint click. A shudder passed through the Magnificent Brain. Alvin blinked his eyes. He stood up, sliding his back straight up the wall.


"I've got it!" he said softly. "I know just the guy who can help us out."


"Just the guy," echoed the Pest. "Who?"


"Pete Hardin."


Silence, finally broken by Shoie. "Alvin, I think you're right."


"I do too, Alvin. He's got beautiful curly hair, and kinda dreamy eyes, and— "


"Be serious. Pest."


"I am serious."


"He gets the best grades of anybody in our class," offered Shoie.


"All the kids like him, so they'd tell him anything we want to find out about," said Alvin, his enthusiasm growing.


"He's full of ideas. Remember the play he wrote for Parent's Day? Remember the great April Fool's jokes he always plays?"


"Remember, too, that the cameraman at the TV studio is a friend of his. He's spent a lot of time around the studio, which would be a big help."


"And also remember," said the Pest with a far-off look in her eyes, "that he has the cutest little birthmark on his left shoulder."


"How do you know that?" asked Alvin suspiciously.


"He's on Roosevelt's basketball team," she replied sweetly. "And I watch every move he makes."


Plans for the First Program


"Of course I'll help you guys in any way I can."


Pete Hardin had a soft voice, but anything he said was spoken carefully after considerable thought. That's one thing Alvin liked about Pete. Pete didn't say a great deal, but when he spoke you knew it was the truth. Alvin recognized that he himself, in many ways, was just the opposite. He was inclined to blurt out his opinions without any thought, and he envied and respected Pete because he could control his tongue.


The four kids were lounging around the front porch of Pete Hardin's house. Alvin was lying on the old-time porch swing, his head propped up on one arm and his feet on the other.


"That's great," said Alvin. "I'll see that your name is shown in the credits."


"That's not important," said Pete, waving his hand. "What is important is that we all do a good job. I saw you on TV last night, Alvin. You were great. You've got to be even greater next week."


"Why?" asked Daphne, her eyes shining up at him.


"A lot of adults are down on kids for no good reason. They think we're goof-offs. We've got to show them that we can do a good job when we really try."


"What do you suggest, Pete? I mean, what shall we let me talk about?"


"First we need a well-balanced program. We— "


"Wait!" The Pest dug the stub of a pencil and a scrap of paper from one of her pockets. "I'll write down the ideas."


"We need a balanced program," repeated Pete. "For example, we need at least one big news story — a real news story that no one else has heard about."


"News story," repeated the Pest, writing.


"We need a top-notch feature about a kid—some kid who will be fascinating, not just to other kids, but also to adults."


"Top-notch feature."


"And for a change of pace we need a good sports story."


Shoie sat up. "I'll take that one. Sports. Maybe I don't have a Magnificent Brain like you, Alvin, but I know about sports. I'll come up with a good idea."


"To balance out the program, we need to expose some kind of scandal or corruption, and we need a commentary on some current news event."


"Fine," said Alvin. Then, "Pete, you're just the guy we need."


"And here's just the thing you need, too." The front door popped open and a very short, rather stout lady walked out. She had short-cropped gray hair, and was wearing a red and white apron. She carried a large plate covered with a kitchen towel.


"Here's exactly what you need," she repeated, placing the dish on a small table; She lifted off the towel to reveal a mound of freshly baked cookies.


"I don't know whether you kids have ever met my Aunt Mildred," said Pete. He introduced each child in turn.


Aunt Mildred wore a warm smile that never seemed to leave her face. She joked with Alvin for a moment about his appearance the night before.


Alvin remembered, now, what Pete told him two or three years before. Pete was an orphan, and had been taken in by his aunt and uncle when he was an infant. He noticed that although Pete called the smiling woman Aunt Mildred, he treated her in the same casual, take-for-granted, but warm way that most kids treat their mothers.


The kids were polite until she disappeared into the house, then they pounced on the cookies.


"Where were we?" asked Alvin.


The Pest read her notes through the warm, buttery taste of a fresh sugar cookie. "News story. Feature story. Sports story. Scandal. Commentary."
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Alvin Fernald on the Air


Alvin felt a trickle of sweat run down the back of his neck. He squirmed uncomfortably behind the gleaming modernistic desk. The lights came at him from every direction, and three cameras followed his every move.


He glanced up at the control room, directly in front of him and slightly above eye level. There was a slight reflection in the glass, but he still could see the News Director in the control room.


Clipped to Alvin's coat was a tiny microphone, and virtually buried inside his ear was a miniature speaker. As he looked at the Director, he could see the man's mouth form words.


"Fifteen seconds to go, Mr. Fernald."


The words seemed to come from right in the middle of the Magnificent Brain. They paralyzed Alvin.


Then the man was counting. "Ten seconds... nine... eight... seven... six... five... four... three... two... one!"


Alvin Fernald, long known as the cockiest boy in Riverton, almost fainted. For a long moment he couldn't manage to inhale. He gasped and promptly choked, coughing into the microphone.


"You're on! Say something!"


Alvin looked wildly about. Where was he? What was he doing here? What was he supposed to do next?


"Look at the teleprompter," hissed the voice in his ear.


Teleprompter? What was that? Oh, yes. Now he remembered. He peered at the area just below the camera lens. Letters swam across the area, and Alvin finally made out the words, "Good evening..."


Desperately Alvin pulled himself together, forced his brain to function, forced his eyes to focus, forced his tongue to wet his lips. His eyes left the teleprompter and searched for and found the red light on the camera.


He opened his mouth. "Good evening, ladies and gentle—" The words came out in a whispered squeak,
barely audible.


Alvin closed his eyes, gulped a huge breath, and started again, "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and all you kids out there in videoland!!!!" This time his voice boomed forth with such volume that every audio dial in the control room leaped to the right and hung there, quivering.


"Not so loud," hissed the voice in his ear.


The trickle of sweat by now had rolled along the back of his neck and was moving down his back. It tickled. Alvin squirmed, rubbing his back against the chair. Somebody giggled off to his left, behind the lights.


Alvin squared his shoulders and looked at the notes in front of him. He'd be an anchorman!


"I've been asked by Don Brooks to appear as a guest newscaster on this station. First I want to thank him on behalf of the kids of Riverton.


"And it's about time you recognized those kids. Maybe a third of the population of this town is kids, and who ever says anything about them? Kids do lots of neat things, and some things that aren't so neat, but who ever hears of them unless they get in trouble? Who knows what's really going on in the schools? The kids do. Who knows where school money is wasted? The kids do. Who knows when grown-ups cheat in grocery stores, or expeed the seed limit — I mean exceed the speed limit? The kids do." He leaned forward and looked squarely into the camera lens, as Pete Hardin had told him to do.


"Your kids do.


"And now for the news...


"Flash! My investigators report that there is an absolutely secret entrance to Roosevelt School. When a kid enters fourth grade, he's sworn to secrecy and told about the secret entrance by a fifth-grader. Kids have known about it for maybe a zillion years.


"Not everybody uses the secret entrance, but a few kids do now and then. If you think about it, this explains why a few kids know exactly what grades they're going to get on their report cards. It explains how all those signs appeared overnight in Miss Trimble's room when it was her 25th anniversary as a teacher. And it also explains how two kids got into the school last year and vandalized it."


Alvin paused for a moment, gazed upward at the ceiling, then back at the camera. "You adults never caught the vandals, but we did. We caught them sneaking out of school. Our court system works fast, and it works fairly, which is more than you adults can say for your court system.


"Anyway, I wanted to let you know that there is a secret entrance to Roosevelt." He paused and smiled. "And I challenge you to find it.


"Flash Number Two, this one a social note. Miss Anne Dale, who teaches fifth grade at Warren G. Harding School, has been secretly engaged since last Saturday night to Phil Cope, the well-known young chiropractor. The happy event occurred on Miss Dale's front-porch swing at 9:27 p.m. The Junior Newsroom joins in congratulating the happy couple."


As he paused, the voice crackled through the microphone buried in his ear, "Cut it short, kid. Your time's about up!"


Alvin hurried on. "Flash Number Three! You adults ought to investigate the scandal in the high-school cafeteria. A company by the name of M & R Service holds the contract to provide food for the cafeteria. The owner of M & R Service is the brother-in-law of Al Perry, who runs the cafeteria. Because the food has been so lousy, some of my high-school friends have secretly checked on the cartons when they were delivered to the school. Supposedly full cans of spaghetti sauce are only half-full."


"Good Lord, Fernald! Be careful of what you're saying," warned the voice.


"I can prove every word of it," said Alvin in a vehement whisper, turning his head to one side in a desperate effort to talk to his ear.


"Half the cans delivered to the cafeteria are swollen because the contents have gone bad. A big slab of cheese marked '50 pounds' weighed only 35 pounds when it was delivered. Chunks of fat and gristle are buried in hamburger meat that is labeled 'prime.'" He paused. "I have a feeling there'll be some lights burning in the high-school cafeteria tonight. Maybe somebody from the school board should get over there right away, to prevent the evidence from being destroyed."


There was a rustle in the back of the studio.


"And while we're on the subject of the high-school cafeteria, here's a report on what the kids like to eat: Best of all they like hamburgers and hot dogs, with pizza as a salad and potato chips for dessert. Their least-favorite items are spinach, squash, and green beans with something called yuck on them. When my investigators asked what yuck was, nobody knew, but everybody just said 'yuck.' Better leave out the yuck from now on, Mr. High-School Chef."


Now there was a cadence of mirth in the background. The stagehands were making no pretense of suppressing their laughter. Through the bright lights, Alvin spotted Mr. Kubec standing alongside his camera with his hands on his hips and his head thrown back.


Alvin swung around, as Pete had instructed him to do, and faced another camera off to his left. "Now, short flashes from your news team, straight from the world of Riverton kids.


"A Fernald Flash! Cathy Kemp won the rope-skipping contest in Silvermont Park with a record 1,281 jumps without missing or stopping. This annual contest is sponsored by the kids of Riverton. Adults don't have anything to do with it, and that's the way it should be. Congratulations, Cathy!"


"Go ahead," said the voice in his ear. "Take all the time you want. You're doing terrific."


"Thanks," said Alvin out of the right side of his mouth, toward his right ear.


"A Fernald Flash! Jack Wetzel now has 18 garter snakes in his collection. Flash! The robin that lives on the balcony of the library had three babies last spring. All three grew up and have joined their mother and father in the long flight south for the winter. Flash! Hepzibah Stavisloscowicz will break the sex barrier and make the junior-high football team this year. We predict she'll make a fine quarterback. We also predict the cheerleaders will have trouble with her name."


"And now for my commentary." He lowered his voice to a know-it-all level. "It seems to this newscaster that the President's forthcoming trip to the Middle East is extremely ill-advised. The United States has nothing to gain and everything to lose in this latest round of talks.


"It is true that our energy shortage has reached the crisis stage, and we must look to Middle Eastern countries for increased shipments of oil.


"However, the President is going to these meetings hat in hand. Because of the disastrous weather this summer, we do not have a huge grain surplus as our chip on the bargaining table. And as my Uncle Louie says, you can't play poker without chips.


"This newscaster has a suggestion to make. Kids have a natural knack for getting along together. Oh, I know kids fight. Sometimes they even hurt each other. But when two strange kids meet they soon are playing together, and in some cases, within an hour they have made a friendship that lasts for life. Kids are natural peacemakers.


"Mr. President, why don't you invite a big delegation of kids from all the countries of the Middle East to come here for a visit. Let the parents come too, but it's the kids who are important. At the same time, Mr. President, send a batch of American kids over to those countries.


"Let the kids play together. They'll have a ball. And I don't mean play under adult supervision. Just let the grown-ups watch. Pretty soon, just by playing together, the kids will start learning each other's languages. And pretty soon it will dawn on the parents that kids are the key to peace."
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Alvin let his eyes drop to the desk. He paused and took a breath. Then he looked up into the camera lens with a smile.


"And that's the way your Junior News Staff sees this 11th day of October. Over to you, Don Brooks."


A moment after he spoke those words the red light blinked out, and he heard Don say, "Good night, Ladies and Gentlemen. Now stay tuned for the IBS Evening News with Miles Sullivan."


John Kubec was the first to reach him. He vaulted across the desk and grabbed Alvin's hand, squeezing it as he pumped it up and down. "Alvin, you were great! Just terrific!"


The door to the room burst open, and in rushed Don Brooks and the News Director. Through another doorway came the producer, and Alvin could see the audio engineer waving from the control room. Three or four people reached him at once.


"Alvin, you were sensational!" said Don Brooks, putting an arm around Alvin's shoulder. "Sensational! To tell the truth, I thought last week that you were a conceited little rascal, and I could hardly wait to see you fall flat on your face right smack in front of the camera. I was wrong. I enjoyed every minute of your segment. Alvin, you're a natural newscaster."


"Good job. Old Bean," said Shoie's voice into his other ear. "A razzle-dazzle telecast."


"Razzle-dazzle telecast," echoed Daphne.


Pete Hardin was there too, standing beside Mr. Kubec, who had an arm draped casually around Pete's shoulder. "Well, you did it, Alvin," said Pete. "I guess it was worth all the work and rehearsals."


Alvin's chest was beginning to puff up. Words echoed through his Magnificent Brain. "Terrific." "Sensational." "A razzle-dazzle telecast." "Natural newscaster." Then his eyes swept the audience in front of him.


"I couldn't have done it without you guys — without you, Shoie, and you. Pest." He reached out and pulled gently on her pigtails. He looked across the desk at Pete. "And you most of all."


He stepped out from behind the desk and headed for the door. "C'mon, guys. I'm tired. On the way home I want to go past Roosevelt, and past the high school. I have a feeling there'll be lights in both those schools tonight."


As he headed through the lobby, he nodded at the blonde girl operating the switchboard. She was so busy she barely had time to nod back. Then he noticed the board in front of her. A zillion lights were flashing on and off, as though she'd earned ten free plays on a pinball game.


"What's going on?" asked Alvin.


"The town's gone crazy," she managed to say. "Everybody wants to talk about some kid named Alvin
Bernard."


Alvin Becomes an Anchorperson


Alvin's mother picked up the phone. "Hello."


"Hello. Is Mr. Fernald there? Hrrmph. Mr. Alvin Fernald?"


"You mean my son Alvin? Nobody ever called him Mister before."


"Yes. Yes, that's who I mean. Mr. Alvin Fernald, the newscaster. Hrrmph."


Alvin's mother put down the phone. "Alvin, it's for you. Somebody who keeps saying 'hrrmph.'"


Alvin picked up the phone. "Hello."


"Hello. Mr. Alvin Fernald?"


"Yes, I'm Alvin."


"This is Lou Bessimer, General Manager of the TV station. Hrrmph."


"Hi, Mr. Bessimer."


"Alvin, you've got to come to work for us on a regular basis."


"What do you mean?"


"I mean that we're prepared to give you your own five-minute segment of the evening news two days each week — Tuesday and Thursday."


"You want me to be a newscaster again, like last week?"


"Yes."


"Why?"


"Because you were good, Alvin. Hrmmph. Our phone lines have been jammed since your newscast. Everyone who saw you wants to see you again — and regularly. And everyone who didn't see you, now wants to. You're an overnight sensation, Alvin."


"I'll think about it, Mr. Bessimer."


"No! No! You must decide to do it, and now! Hrrmph."


"Let me think it over."


"I'll hang on."


Three seconds passed.


"I'll do it, Mr. Bessimer."


An audible sigh of relief. "Good. Good, my boy. You'll be paid, of course."


"Work that out with my folks. I'll probably either save the money for my college education, or buy some bicycle wheels for my next invention. It's my contribution to solving the energy problem. It will be sort of like a Chinese rickshaw but it will be pulled by trained —"


"I'll contact your parents later today. I'm glad we have a deal."


"Not so fast. I want your personal guarantee about some things."


"Hrrmph. What things?"


"First, I and my news team are the only ones who will decide what we put on the air."


A pause. "Well, now, Alvin, I assumed we might set up a regular review of each of your broadcasts before —"


"No. No review, or the deal is off."


"Well. Hrrmph. Well, all right."


"Second, you will assign a camera crew to us, whenever we want, to tape stuff that happens outside the studio. I think you guys call that a 'remote.'"


"Now, Alvin, that's much too expensive for kids to —"


"A remote camera crew or the deal is off."


"Well." A sigh. "All right, Alvin."


"And I want Mr. Kubec as the cameraman."


"But Mr. Kubec is our best cameraman and we save him for important —"


"Mr. Kubec. That is important."


"All right. You drive a hard bargain, Alvin."


"Third, I'll be having some kids help me, not just as a news team, but actually on the air."


"You mean you want other kids on the air with you?"


"Yep."


"This is getting much too expensive. We can't afford to pay them, Alvin."


"That's all right. I'll pay them out of whatever I make, Mr. Bessimer."


"Good. Then you can do it. Hrrmph. But be sure they behave themselves."


"Next, I want everybody to refer to me as Alvin Fernald, Anchorman."


Alvin felt a tug on his elbow. He looked down at the Pest, who had been listening to his end of the conversation. "Person, Alvin," she whispered emphatically. "Anchorperson."


Alvin sighed. "You and Women's Lib," he hissed, his hand covering the phone. He removed his hand. "Better make that Anchorperson, Mr. Bessimer."


"Anchor what?"


"Anchorperson."


"We'll call you anything you like, Alvin."


"Well, I guess that's about all. We have a deal. But I'd like you to answer a question."


Fire away."


"I don't think you hired me just because of a few phone calls. Tell me the real reason."


"Did you ever hear of a dollar, my boy?"


"Of course. Everybody has."


"Well, dollars are the real reason we want you on the
evening news."


"I don't understand."


"That switchboard really did light up like a fireworks display. And our audience — the number of people who were watching — went up like a skyrocket. Whenever our audience grows bigger, we can charge more for each minute of commercial time we sell. So you can see why you are important to us, Alvin. Hrrmph. We hope — and expect — that you will build our audience on a regular basis. And that will mean more money to the station."


"I see."


"One other thing. We've been trying for years to sell commercial time to the Grandpa Clifford Company with no success."


"Yeah. I remember them. Grandpa Clifford's French-Fried Hamburgers."


"That's right. My wife and I eat those hamburgers every Thursday night, regular as clockwork. Anyway, the phone rang today and believe it or not, it was Grandpa Clifford himself. He said, Alvin, that you remind him of himself when he was your age. You absolutely knocked the old geezer out. He said that with all the shabby shows on the air, your segment last night was the most refreshing thing he's ever seen on television. And he said he'd buy a full two minutes of air time to advertise Grandpa Clifford's French-Fried Hamburgers anytime we can get you back on the air. That's a lot of money, Alvin. A lot of money. Thousands and thousands of dollars."


"That makes me feel pretty important."


"You are, Alvin. Hrrmph."


"Okay, Mr. Bessimer. We have a deal. I'll see you next Tuesday night, ready to go."


"After what you did to the ratings for the evening news, Don Brooks is looking forward to working with you with a great deal of pleasure."


"He's a nice guy, even though I did make him mad when I said newscasting was an easy job." A pause. "Actually, it's not so easy. In fact it's pretty hard."


"Drop in and see me anytime, Alvin. I'll get in touch with your folks later."


"Okay, Mr. Bessimer. Thanks for calling."


"One more thing, Alvin. Powered by trained what?"


"Powered by trained what what?"


"You know. Your contribution to the energy shortage. A rickshaw powered by trained what?"


"Oh. Rabbits. They multiply like mad, so there'll be no shortage of power if we can just harness them to my rickshaws."


"Hrrmph. Well, goodbye, Alvin."


"Goodbye."


Alvin grabbed both of the Pest's pigtails and pulled them playfully straight out from her head. He looked down at her and whispered, "Alvin Fernald, Anchorman. Has a mighty nice ring to it. Hrrmph!"
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Disasterville


The kids worked like demons all week, after school every day, and sometimes on into the evenings. By the end of the week even Daphne, with all her graceful energy, looked tired and wilted.


Alvin kept their spirits up, but it was Pete Hardin who took command. He insisted that they gather every scrap of information on a story they planned to cover, and if he thought they had missed anything he promptly made them retrace their steps to get it. He was the iron man of the crew, and his hand was the ruling hand.


Three days before their second program, Alvin decided to make a test. He conferred with his Magnificent Brain, which pointed out how valuable he was to the station. He lifted the phone, stuck out his chest, and called Mr. Bessimer's number.


"We need a remote crew right after school," he said crisply.


"Sorry, Alvin. Nobody's available."


"Mr. Bessimer, we had a deal. Shall we call it off?"


After a long pause, Mr. Bessimer cleared his throat.


"Hrrmph. Okay, Alvin. You win. I'll have a crew for you at four this afternoon. Where do you want them?"


"Oostermeyer's farm. It's out on West Main Street."


"For heaven's sake, Alvin! There's nothing on a farm that has anything to do with the kids of Riverton."


"That's where you're wrong, Mr. Bessimer. Dead wrong. And be sure you send Mr. Kubec." He hung up.


The more he worked with Mr. Kubec, the more Alvin liked him. He was a soft-spoken man, quiet and almost shy in everything he did. Except for his laugh. When he laughed it boomed out like a foghorn, and his whole face took on a strange radiance.


It was obvious that Mr. Kubec enjoyed working with the kids, and indeed he taught them a great deal. On their first "remote" at Oostermeyer's farm he quietly suggested different camera angles, novel lighting effects, and questions to ask that never would have occurred to any of the kids. In their story conferences he pledged himself to secrecy, and entered into their small conspiracies. Both Alvin and Peter were determined to keep their stories fresh, unseen by anyone at the station until they actually went on the air. And Mr. Kubec emphatically agreed.


On Monday evening Mr. Kubec arranged for them to have a special studio available, equipped with tape monitors, for a final rehearsal. He himself played the tapes they had taken so none of the engineers would see them.


It was a disaster.


By the end of the rehearsal Daphne was in tears. Shoie sneaked out of the studio, and Alvin watched his own morale crumble into dust. He stuttered when he talked, forgot his cues, and left out one entire story. When a remote they had taped at Roosevelt School came on the monitor as scheduled, Alvin inexplicably went into a commentary that had absolutely nothing to do with what he was watching on the face of the tube.


It was such an overwhelming mess, that Alvin finally suggested they resign.


"Not on your life," said Pete emphatically.


Mr. Kubec nodded his approval.


"We're all tired," said Pete. "Let's get some sleep. Tonight was disasterville, but I know we'll do a good job tomorrow night. I just know it."


"Come on, kids," said Mr. Kubec in his quiet voice. "I'll treat you all to one of Grandpa Clifford's hamburgers. Then go home and forget about the program."


They all climbed into Mr. Kubec's aging car and headed for the drive-in. But Alvin was worried. So worried he ate scarcely half his hamburger.


"Over to You, Alvin Fernald"


"Starting tonight," said Don Brooks, looking into the camera, "we are expanding our Riverton area coverage of the Evening News. Every Tuesday and Thursday we will explore in depth a sector of our society that is not normally represented in our news coverage."


He was seated at his newscaster's desk, handsome, relaxed. There was an earnest look on his face — an expression that had settled there like a mask as soon as the red camera light winked on.


In a far comer, the stage crew had built a set for Alvin. It was simple, and quite small. The backdrop was bright yellow. Alvin was seated at a desk exactly like the one he had at school. (Mr. Kubec had suggested this, rather than a glittering modernistic slab.) A few inches below Alvin's chin dangled a miniature microphone, suspended by a cord around his neck.


Daphne, Shoie, and Peter were waiting in the wings.


"Yes, we are expanding our news coverage," Don Brooks said crisply into his microphone, "to include segments on the children in our broadcast area. There is a special subculture out there that too many of us adults know little about.


"To guide us through this subculture twice a week we have selected a well-known young man from Riverton. His name is Alvin Fernald. We have reported in the past on some of Mr. Fernald's escapades — I mean adventures." Don Brooks gave a quick smile. "And now, for his first regular newscast, here is Alvin Fernald, TV Anchorperson."


"You're on, Alvin," the Director's voice whispered into Alvin's ear.


The red light on the camera directly in front of Alvin — Mr. Kubec's camera — winked on.


Once again, Alvin Fernald was petrified. He'd thought it would be easy this time — after all, he'd done it once before. Alvin opened his mouth, and nothing came out, so he closed it again. He cleared his throat. The little red light hypnotized him. He couldn't even blink his eyes.


The silence seemed to stretch for an hour. Off to the side — too far to the side to be seen — the other kids waved their arms frantically.


Alvin opened his mouth once more, and still no words came out.


Then, directly in front of him, despite the glare of the studio lights, Alvin saw a movement. Mr. Kubec had stepped out from behind his camera and was standing beside it. He stared long and hard at Alvin.


That look gave Alvin the confidence he needed. He glanced down at the papers in front of him, then looked back up at the camera. He put on his "sincere" face — the face he had practiced in front of his mirror for hours — and began speaking rapidly.


"Our lead story on tonight's edition of the Junior News involves two boys from Chicago, 12 and 13 years old, who were arrested by Riverton police night before last inside the Buy-Good Supermarket. A rear window of the market had been broken. The boys now are being held on charges of breaking and entering, burglary, and theft.


"The breaking and entering consisted of one broken pane of glass. The burglary and theft, for your information, consisted of two pieces of salami the boys were eating at the time they were arrested. Nothing else inside the store had been disturbed.


"Your Junior News investigators talked to the two boys. According to their story, they are orphans who grew up in the same foster home in Chicago. They say they have been physically abused for years by the man in charge of that home. The younger boy showed us bruises and scars on his back, stomach, and legs.


"They further said that because of this mistreatment they had run away from the foster home, and were on their way to North Carolina to visit an aunt of the older boy. They had no money. They were hungry. They broke into the Buy-Good and ate some salami.


"By asking around, we found kids in Riverton who had cousins in Chicago. We called the cousins. They investigated for us. Now we know that every word the boys say is true.


"If those boys are guilty of a crime, then every adult who permitted that crime to take place is guilty of an even bigger crime."


Pause. "And now for an update on last week's story about the high-school cafeteria."


Alvin knew he had been speaking too rapidly, but somehow he couldn't slow down. Then once again he noticed a movement in front of him. Mr. Kubec was making a long stretching motion with his hands. It was a signal that Alvin had learned well during their rehearsals. Stretch it. Go slower. Make it last longer.


For the first time, Alvin smiled into the camera. He relaxed. Still talking about the high-school cafeteria, he pivoted off his chair, stood up, walked around to the front of his desk, and casually sat down on it.


Alvin Fernald, Anchorperson, was in total control.


"... Now that the cheating at the high-school cafeteria has been cleaned up by the police, the kids there tell the Junior News that they're getting much better food than they've had in years. Lolly Higgin even stated that for the first time in her life she tasted the yucky creamed peas and liked them. That's going a little too far for your Anchorperson, though."


Alvin paused deliberately, looking down at the paper in his hand. Then he looked up again, smiling. "Now we bring you a special feature of our Junior News coverage — the Junior Sports News. And here is your sportscaster, Shoie Shoemaker."


Shoie, the Greatest Athlete of Roosevelt School, sidled onto the set. He had the biggest feet of any 12-year-old in the county, and probably in the state. Right now those feet were inside an enormous pair of Adidas shoes, and just as he approached Alvin's desk, within camera range, the toe of his left shoe snagged a loop of electric cable running to one of the lights. Shoie's head came down and he pitched straight forward, as though he were the lead blocker for an off-tackle play that was bound to go for a touchdown.


Shoie ended up across Alvin's lap.
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Alvin instantly started laughing.


Shoie scrambled to his feet and sat down at the desk. His face was bright red. He turned his head and glanced sideways at Alvin.


At that point Shoie's big chest heaved, and then he too was laughing. He reached down and picked up his notes, which were scattered across the floor. He put on his serious face.


"Sports Flash! Last Friday the Blue and Gold Anteaters of Warren G. Harding Grade School beat the Octopuses of James A. Garfield School 67 to 3 in a game of touch football. It was a hotly congested game all the way until late in the fourth quarter, when all but two of the Garfield kids had to go home for a Cub Scout meeting.


"Sports Flash! In an amazing display of athletic powress —" Shoie turned his head sideways and said, "Hey, Pete, is that word 'powress' or 'prowess'? Well, anyway, all you guys who are watching me on TV, Alice Wetzel kicked a long one in the Tigresses' last kickball game. The gym floor had just been waxed and Alice slipped as she rounded third base. She slud all the way to the plate with the winning run.


"And now, by videotape, we bring you a Junior Sports Special Feature. We take you to Wilma Oostermeyer's farm for the annual Pig-Riding Rodeo. Most of you adults who are watching probably never heard of the Pig-Riding Rodeo that the kids hereabouts have each year. That's because we want it to be just our own event, without any adult supervision. So for years we've snuck out to Oostermeyer's and rode the pigs."


To Alvin's left was a TV monitor. As Alvin watched, Shoie's face dissolved and the remote tape came on. The camera focused on a crude sign that read "Tenth Annual Pig-Riding Rodeo." It then panned left to a pen. Kids of all ages were hanging from the surrounding fence.


"First out of the chute will come John Linkletter riding a pig called Son-of-a-Gun." The camera spun around toward a gate at the far end. Suddenly the gate swung open. Out came a half-grown pig with little Johnny Linkletter on its back, legs clasped around its belly, arms flailing wildly for balance.


"Ride 'im, Johnny boy!" shouted Shoie, totally excited by this scene of athletic "powress." He had forgotten his sportscasting job. Alvin gouged him in the side with his elbow.


Shoie described the rides of two other kids, and then said, "And here comes the winning ride, by Paul 'Hotpants' Irving, riding Screwtail." Once again the gate swung open. This time a kid no more than six years old was perched on a particularly huge pig's back. He had an almost magical sense of balance. The pig raced all the way around the pen, desperately trying to dislodge him.


"Now watch this, you guys!" shouted Shoie, getting excited again. At one moment the pig was racing like the wind. The next moment it spread all four feet and came to an instant stop. Little Hotpants went flying over the pig's head, did a complete somersault in midair, and landed on his belly.
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"Oooooooofffff!" said Sportscaster Shoie. "That one hurt. Now watch."


The pig made a circuit of the pen, trotting slowly, then spotted the boy spread-eagled on the ground. The animal instantly shifted into high gear, lowered its snout, and ran straight for Hotpants.


There was a gasp from everybody in the studio.


Suddenly a lithe figure dropped from atop the fence. A long mane of silky black hair trailed behind the little girl as she ran toward the pig. In her hand she carried a bright red sweater.


"I tell you, she's gonna win the race to Bobby! See there? What did I tell you? Now she's waving that red sweater. And there goes the pig. Watch it now. Here comes the pig again, and again. The pig's gettin' kinda pooped. And there goes Little Hotpants, staggering over to the fence."


The monitor tube ceased glowing. Now it was the red bulb on Mr. Kubec's camera that was aglow.



"That girl's name is Giggles Malone. Hotpants won the prize for the longest ride, but Giggles won a special prize we awarded her on the spot.


"Saturday night Giggles and Hotpants were seen carving a punkin together on Giggles' back porch, and your Junior Sports reporters since have learned that Hotpants will take Giggles to the Roosevelt Halloween Party."


Suddenly Shoie smiled at the camera. "That last part ain't exactly sports news, but we thought you'd like to know. And now, back to our Anchorman. Over to you, Alvin."


"Thanks, Shoie. Now we present another regular feature of our telecast, the Junior News Weather. Here's that pretty little forecasting lady, the Pest — ooooops, I mean Daphne."


She skipped gracefully in from the wings. In honor of the occasion she had re-braided her two pigtails, which danced like a shower of gold around her head. She was wearing her best pair of jeans, and a new pair of sneakers she had persuaded her mother to buy her that morning. There was a big smile on her face, and the brightly lighted studio seemed to glow even brighter as she looked radiantly into the camera.


"Hi, out there. You may think that I can't forecast the weather very good, but I can. I've got some secret weather instruments that are even better than Mr. Baxter's instruments. Incidentally, I like Mr. Baxter real well. I think he's cute. Don't you think so too?"


Someone in the studio laughed.
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