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CHAPTER 1

If | Were Mayor=

MAYOR ALVIN FERNALD....

It had a nice ring to it, thought Alvin, like “President
George Washington” or “General Robert E. Lee.” He
might really run for Mayor of Riverton someday. It would
be a wad of fun to ride around in the Mayor’s long black
car, with a motorcycle out in front. He'd be tall and very
distinguished, with gray hair, and he'd wave at everyone
as he passed.

Mayor Alvin Fernald....

“Alvin!”

Miss Pinkney’s voice broke into his thoughts.
Mentally, he leaped out of the long black car and back to
his desk in the Fifth Grade, Room 3B, Roosevelt School.
And the tall, distinguished-looking man became Alvin
Fernald, slim and short for an eleven-year-old, freckles
splattering his face, his short brown hair bristling in every
direction like a worn-out toothbrush.



“Alvin, do you suppose you could rejoin the class long
enough to answer my question?”

A couple of the girls giggled. Everyone in class was
aware of Alvin’s daydreams.

“What question, Miss Pinkney?”

“I asked you whether you knew what form of city
government we have here in Riverton.”

“Well....Uh....Well, we have a Mayor and we have,
let’s see, we have the police and fire departments, and, uh,
then there’s the men who pick up the garbage.”

There was another giggle from the back row of desks.

“Alvin, you were the one who suggested that we have
political parties here in class, and elect our own Mayor. It’s
a fine idea. But I expect you to pay attention, so you'll learn
why we have political parties, what city officials we have in
Riverton, and what their duties are. Now, Theresa, what
form of government do we have in our city?”

Theresa always knows the answers, thought Alvin.
Somehow it irritated him.

“In Riverton we have a mayor-council form of govern-
ment. Riverton is divided into areas, called wards. The
voters in each ward elect a person to represent them on
the city council. And all the voters in town elect a
Mayor—the head of the city government.”

A Mayor, the head of the city government. Mayor
Alvin Fernald....Actually, he should be Mayor—at least in
class—because it had been his idea in the first place.

He'd made the suggestion a few minutes ago, when
Miss Pinkney had told them to put away their math
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books because it was time for social studies. “For the next
three weeks,” she’d said, “we’ll be studying our local gov-
ernment. At the end of that time—youd better make a
note of this, class—I’ll expect each of you to hand in a
five-page report telling how Riverton is governed.”

“Geeeeeeez!” The exclamation came from Shoie’s
throat in a hoarse whisper. Shoie was Alvin’s best friend.
He was known as the Mighty Athlete of Roosevelt
School. He could run faster, throw a ball farther and
stand on his head until his face got purpler than anyone
else in school.

But Shoie could not write themes.

“That will be enough, Wilfred.” Shoie’s real name was
Wilfred Shoemaker. “You will all write a theme on
Riverton’s city government.”

“Miss Pinkney!” Alvin didn’t know what he was going
to say, but as usual he felt he should help out his best
friend.

“Yes, Alvin?”

“Couldn’t we—well—I mean—couldn’t we just sort of
talk about what we would do if we were Mayor of
Riverton, instead of writing it all down?”

“You mean, could you give a campaign speech for the
office of Mayor?”

“Yeah. I mean, yes—TI guess that’s what I mean.”

There was a moment of silence while Miss Pinkney
thought this over. Finally she said, “What about that,
class? Would the rest of you rather give campaign speeches,
or write themes?”



Everyone voted for speeches except Worm Wormley,
who stuttered. Alvin looked at him thoughtfully.
Suddenly he had another inspiration.

“Miss Pinkney, couldn’t just a few of us give speeches,
and the others help?”

“I think what you're asking, Alvin, is whether you
could form political parties.”

“Yeah, that’s what I mean. And couldn’t we see who
really gets elected Mayor—at least right here in class?”

There was another pause. Alvin saw Miss Pinkney
glance at Worm Wormley for just a split second, then look
back at Alvin. He thought he saw a faint smile of under-
standing on her face. “I think that’s a fine suggestion,
Alvin. But its going to take a lot of study.

“First, you'll have to find out about the Riverton city
government, so you'll know how it’s governed, and what
its problems are. Then you'll divide yourself into
groups—political parties—depending upon how you
would solve those problems. Finally, you'll nominate your
candidates. Each candidate will give a campaign speech
telling what he or she would do if elected Mayor. After
that, we’ll have the election.”

“If I were Mayor, I'd—" began Alvin.

“You don’t know anything about being Mayor yet,
Alvin. I suggest you do some studying. Starting tomor-
row, I'll set aside a half hour each day. As soon as you've
formed your political parties, you can start working on
your platforms. Does anyone know what a platform
is?”
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“I'll b-b-b-b-bring the hammer and nails,” offered
Worm.

“Not that kind of a platform,” said Miss Pinkney
patiently. “A political platform is a written statement. It
tells what the party thinks, as a group, about the govern-
ment. It also tells what the party will do if its candidate is
elected.” She paused, looking around the room. “There’ll
be plenty of work for everyone. Some of you will be
working on party platforms, some will be working
behind the scenes for your candidates.”

As she spoke those words, Alvin happened to be look-
ing at Speedy Glomitz. Speedy’s eyes were moving slowly
up one row of students and down another. Those eyes
were half-closed most of the time, like the eyes of a turtle.
When Speedy’s eyes came to Alvin, they stopped. Alvin
found himself staring straight into the turtle-eyes. Then
he noticed that the tip of Speedy’s tongue had slipped
slowly out of the corner of his mouth. Speedy chewed on
it for a moment, as though trying to decide something.
Alvin watched, almost hypnotized, as the tongue disap-
peared, and the corners of Speedy’s mouth turned up in a
slow grin.

The incident made Alvin nervous. In fact, everything
about Speedy Glomitz made Alvin nervous.



