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Mrs. North looked lost....

“Are you all right?” asked Kenny.

“We are going to have a visitor today,” Mrs. North said finally.

Marvin couldn’t wait to hear who it was. From the way Mrs.
North was acting, he thought it must be somebody weird.

“Who is it?” asked Warren.

“Is it somebody I've heard of?” asked Nick.

“Oh, I hope so, Nick,” said Mrs. North. Then she took a deep
breath and said, “The president will becoming here.”
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There was a red post out in front of Marvin Redpost’s house. The
rest of the fence was white. Marvin tapped the post for luck as he
walked through the gate on his way to school.

He wore a pair of blue jeans with a hole over each knee. It was
“hole day” at school.

Every day had been special this week. Monday, he had to wear
socks that didn’t match. Tuesday, everyone wore T-shirts that came
from a vacation. Wednesday, yesterday, had been hat day. And
today, everyone had to wear clothes with holes.

His two best friends, Nick and Stuart, were waiting for him at the
corner.

“Do you think Mrs. North will wear clothes with holes?” asked
Stuart.

“Sure, why not?” asked Marvin.

“No way!” said Nick. “I’ll bet you a million dollars!”

Nick had also said there was “no way!” Mrs. North would wear
mismatched socks. He had also said there was “no way!” she would
let the kids wear hats in class.

So far, he owed Marvin two million dollars.

Nick was wearing a T-shirt that had a large hole under his right
armpit. It had been torn in a fight.

“She probably doesn’t even own any clothes with holes,” Nick
said. “How could a teacher get holes in her clothes?”

“Moths,” said Marvin. “She might have a wool sweater. Moths eat
wool.”

“Actually, moths don’t really eat wool,” Stuart pointed out.
“Everybody thinks that, but really, it’s the caterpillars that eat the
wool.”



Stuart was wearing a T-shirt that also had a large hole under the
right armpit. It had also been torn in a fight.

It was the same fight.

Nick and Stuart had fought each other. But now they were
friends.

“You want to come over after school today?” Nick asked.

“Okay,” said Stuart.

“I can’t,” said Marvin. “My mom is taking me to the shoe store.
I’'m going to my cousin’s bar mitzvah on Saturday.”

When they got to school, everybody they saw had holes in their
clothes. Travis wore a shirt that was more hole than it was shirt.
Clarence had a hole in his sneaker and his sock, so his big toe stuck
all the way through.

“You should clip your toenail,” said Marvin.

“You should clip your mouth!” said Clarence.

That didn’t really make sense, but Marvin got the point. Clarence
was the toughest kid in his class.

The bell rang, and everybody lined up and went inside.

Mrs. North was waiting in the classroom. She had a large hole in
her shirt, over her stomach.

Marvin stopped and stared. He could see Mrs. North’s belly
button.

Nick now owed him three million dollars.



Casey Happleton usually sat at the desk next to Marvin. She was
absent today.

Marvin was disappointed to see her desk empty. She was a funny
girl, and he knew she would have liked “hole day.”

“I must say,” said Mrs. North, “you are all so well dressed today.
I’ve never seen a better-looking group of third graders.”

Everybody laughed.

“How’d you get a hole in your shirt?” Kenny asked.

“I was working in my garden,” said Mrs. North. “My shirt got
snagged on a thorn from a rosebush.”

Marvin nodded. He should have guessed.

“We should dress this way all the time,” said Judy Jasper. “That
way, nobody would feel bad if their parents were too poor to buy
them new clothes.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Mrs. North.

Marvin thought so, too.

“And the holes keep you cool on a hot day,” Stuart pointed out.

“You're right,” said Mrs. North.

Marvin agreed. Holes made perfect sense. He wondered why
nobody had thought of it before.

A child’s voice came over the P.A. system. “Please rise for the
Pledge of Allegiance.”

Every day, a different kid got to lead the school in the pledge.

“That’s Casey!” said Judy Jasper.

Marvin recognized Casey’s voice as she recited the pledge. She
sounded very serious.

He put his hand over his heart and said it along with her.



When Casey came back to class, she told Mrs. North that Mr.
McCabe wanted to see her. Mr. McCabe was the principal.

“Did he say why?” Mrs. North asked.

Casey shook her head.

Casey wore a shirt that was way too big for her. Marvin guessed it
was her father’s. Not only did it have holes in it, but it also had
paint spilled on it.

Mrs. North told the class she would be gone for only a minute.
She said she expected everyone to behave and to use their time
wisely.

After she left, Nick said, “I bet you Mrs. North got in trouble for
wearing torn clothes!”

“No, Mr. McCabe is also wearing torn clothes,” said Casey. “I saw
his elbow.”

“What did it look like?” asked Judy.

“Pink and bumpy,” said Casey.

Casey had a ponytail that stuck out of the side of her head instead
of the back. She sat down next to Marvin. The ponytail was on
Marvin’s side. Sometimes, when Casey laughed really hard, her
ponytail went around in circles.

Mrs. North was gone for a lot longer than a minute. When she
returned, she had a very strange expression on her face. She looked
lost. She opened her mouth, but didn’t say anything.

“Are you all right?” asked Kenny.

Mrs. North looked at Kenny, but still didn’t say anything. Finally,
she spoke. She said, “We are ...” then stopped.

She started again. “There will ...”

That was as far as she got.

She tried again. “I expect ...”

Her mouth shut tight. She tapped her desk with her fist.

At last she managed to say a complete sentence. “We are going to
have a visitor today.”

Marvin couldn’t wait to hear who it was. From the way Mrs.
North was acting, he thought it must be somebody weird.

“Who is it?” asked Warren.

“Is it somebody I've heard of?” asked Nick.



“Oh, I hope so, Nick,” said Mrs. North. Then she took a deep
breath and said, “The president will be coming here.”

Everybody gasped.

Marvin was a little confused. He wasn’t sure which president Mrs.
North meant. Did she mean the president of the United States? Or
did she mean the president of something else, like the president of a
shoe company?

Marvin’s school was in Maryland. It was less than twenty miles
from Washington, D.C. His father worked in Washington, D.C. So it
was possible that Mrs. North meant the president of the United
States. But why would the president of the United States come to his
school?

He raised his hand.

Patsy Gatsby raised her hand, too.

“Yes, Patsy,” said Mrs. North.

“The president of what?” Patsy asked.

Mrs. North stared at her as if she thought Patsy was an alien from
another planet. “The president of the United States,” she said.

“Duh!” said Travis.

Patsy blushed.

“Sometimes I wonder about you, Patsy,” said Mrs. North.

“What’d you think? The president of Mexico?” asked Clarence.
Marvin turned red, too, but nobody noticed. He lowered his hand.



“Yes, Marvin, did you have a question?” asked Mrs. North.

He shook his head. “No, I was just stretching.”

Mrs. North explained that even Mr. McCabe hadn’t known the
president was coming until ten minutes ago. It had been kept secret
for security reasons.

“Now, I know I don’t have to tell you how to behave when the
president gets here,” she said.

Then she told everybody how to behave.

“Be respectful. Be attentive. If you get a chance to speak to him,
remember to speak loud and clear. You should call him ‘Mr.
President.” ‘Yes, Mr. President.” ‘Thank you, Mr. President.’
Remember to—”

Mrs. North suddenly stopped talking. “Oh, my gosh!” she
exclaimed. “I have to change my clothes!”
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Mrs. North didn’t know what time the president would come. So she
couldn’t go home and change out of her torn clothes.

“I hope it’s not during recess,” said Nick.

“We’ll adjust our schedule,” Mrs. North assured him.

“Good, because I don’t want to miss recess,” said Nick.

While they waited for the president to show up, Mrs. North told
everyone to write down a question he or she would like to ask the
president.

“Like what?” asked Nick.

“Anything,” said Mrs. North. Then she looked at Nick and said,
“Well, not anything. There must be something you’re curious about,
Nick. What’s it like to live in the White House? What does he have
for breakfast? Does he ever just sit around and watch TV? Think,
Nick.” She tapped on the side of her head with her finger. “Use your
brain.”

Marvin tried to think, too.

He remembered that he was going shopping for new shoes right
after school, along with his brother and sister.

He wondered if the president bought his own clothes. It would be
pretty strange, he thought, for the president just to walk into a store
and try on a pair of shoes. But if someone else bought them for him,
they might not fit. Or he might not like the color.

He wrote down his question.

Do you buy your own shoes?

No, that’s stupid, he decided. He thought he should ask the
president something more important. He should ask about war or
pollution.

He tried to erase what he wrote.



He looked over at Casey. She had her finger in her mouth. Then
she took it out, picked up her pencil, and wrote very fast. She
laughed, then wrote some more.

It was a long question. Her ponytail bounced up and down.

“What will you ask him?” Marvin asked.

“I’'m not telling you,” said Casey.

Marvin wrote down a new question:

Are we going to get into a war anytime soon?

He hadn’t done a very good job erasing the old question. His
paper was messy and hard to read. He hoped the president wouldn’t
see it.

“Does spelling count?” asked Judy.

“You’re not being graded on this,” said Mrs. North. “It’s not a test.
It’s an opportunity. Try to make the most of it.”

Clarence raised his hand and asked, “Does the president have a
dog?”

“Um, I don’t know,” said Mrs. North. “But that might be—"

“I want to ask him his dog’s name,” said Clarence. “But first I
have to know if he has a dog, don’t I?”

“Well, why don’t you ask him if he has any pets?” suggested Mrs.
North.

“Oh, yeah,” said Clarence. “Thanks.”

Marvin wrote down his second question: What are you doing about
pollution?

He was still trying to think of a third question when the classroom
door opened.

Marvin dropped his pencil.



A tall man stepped into the classroom.

Marvin stared at him in awe. He was pretty sure it was the
president. He was certain he’d seen the man’s face on the news.

Marvin’s father watched the news every evening before dinner.

The man was tall and wore a suit and tie. He looked very
important.

Behind him was a woman carrying a big camera. CHANNEL 2 was
printed in big letters on the camera.

Marvin stood up. He put his hand on his heart, as if he was saying
the Pledge of Allegiance. He could feel his heartbeat.

“Are you the president?” asked Kenny.

The man laughed. So did the woman holding the camera.

“What an idiot,” said Heather.

“Don’t you even know what the president looks like?” said Gina.

“Duh!” said Nick.

Kenny blushed.

“Marvin, why are you standing?” asked Mrs. North.

“Uh, just stretching,” said Marvin. He sat back down.

“Did you get that on camera?” the man asked the camera woman.

“No,” she said.



“All right, let’s do it again,” said the man. “I’ll walk in again, and
you ...” he pointed to Kenny. “What’s your name?”

“Kenny,” said Kenny.

“I'll walk in again, and Kenny, you ask me if I'm the president.
And try to look cute.”

Kenny seemed very confused.

“No, he will not,” said Mrs. North.

The man looked at Mrs. North’s belly button. “Who are you?” he
asked.

“I am Mrs. North. This is my classroom. Who are you?”



The man seemed surprised she didn’t know. “I am Clark Rogers
from Channel Two News.”

“Well, Mr. Rogers,” said Mrs. North. “I do not like the way you
walked in without knocking. You disturbed my class. And I don’t
want you embarrassing any of my students on television. Now, if
you want to stay, you may wait, quietly, in the back of the room.
Otherwise you will have to leave.”

Clark Rogers stared at her a moment. Mrs. North stared right back
at him.

“Sorry,” he said. He and the camera woman moved to the back of
the room.

Marvin felt very proud of his teacher.



More news people came from other TV stations. They all crowded
into the back of the room. There were three television cameras, and
also a photographer from the newspaper.

Mrs. North went ahead with the arithmetic lesson.

They’d been learning to add big numbers. Mrs. North put a
problem on the board.

She said the numbers out loud. “Sixty-three million, eight
hundred and eighty-eight thousand, two hundred and twenty-seven
plus seventeen million, one hundred and six thousand, five hundred
and forty-seven.”

Marvin’s mouth dropped open. He had never heard anyone add
such big numbers.

“Marvin,” said Mrs. North, “would you like to come to the board
and give us the answer?”

He closed his mouth.



Then he stood up and made his way to the board. He looked at
the problem.

It was impossible.;

Mrs. North gave him a you-can-do-it smile.

He looked at all the people at the back of the room. They were all
watching him. The three television cameras were pointed at him.

He looked back at the problem.

“You add it up just like smaller numbers,” Mrs. North gently
reminded him. “Start at the ones column.”

He stared blankly at the board.

“Seven plus seven,” said Mrs. North.

His brain had turned off.

“Don’t think about the cameras,” said Mrs. North. “Seven plus
seven, Marvin.”

Marvin looked around helplessly. Casey Happleton was making
funny faces at him. She stretched her mouth in different directions.



He thought she was making fun of him. Then he realized her
mouth was forming the word “fourteen” over and over again.

“Fourteen,” he said.

“Good,” said Mrs. North.

He wrote the number four and carried the one.

His brain started working again.

“Two plus four is six, plus one is seven.” He put seven in the next
column.

He carefully went through the problem, one step at a time.



He was almost finished when there was a knock at the door.

Mr. McCabe, the principal, opened the door and said, “Excuse us.
Do you mind if we come in?”

Another man was with him.

Marvin was pretty sure the other man was the president.

Mrs. North said, “W-w-w-welcome.” She wiggled her hand behind
her back, signaling the class to stand.

Marvin was already standing, but he stood straighter.

Everyone clapped as the other man walked into the classroom.

“Thank you,” he said. “Please sit down.”

Marvin didn’t know what to do. He didn’t want to disobey the
president. But he had been standing before the president came.

“This is Mrs. North,” said Mr. McCabe. Mr. McCabe wore a long-
sleeve shirt. He had a hole over his pink and bony elbow.

“I’'ve heard wonderful things about you,” the president said. He
shook Mrs. North’s hand.

Marvin couldn’t believe that his teacher was really shaking the
president’s hand.

“Thank you,” said Mrs. North. “I’'ve heard—I mean—we are all
delighted you are here.”

The president turned and looked at Marvin. “Those are big
numbers,” he said.

Marvin didn’t know what to say.

“Did you add those by yourself?”



“It’s not finished,” said Marvin.

The president smiled. “Well, go ahead, finish.”

Marvin took a breath and exhaled. He looked back at the problem
on the board. He’d lost his place. He had to start back at the
beginning and add the numbers in his head.

He finished the problem.

The president looked it over. “What’s your name?” he asked.
“Um ...” Marvin’s brain had turned off again, but then it came
back on. “Marvin. Marvin Redpost.”



“Good job, Marvin,” said the president. He held out his hand.
Marvin shook hands with the president.



Marvin returned to his desk.

“Thank you for letting me come and interrupt your class,” the
president said. “I won’t stay too long. I don’t want you to miss
recess.” He smiled.

“We don’t care!” shouted Stuart. “Stay as long as you want.”

Mrs. North gave The Look to Stuart.

“Mrs. North said we’ll get recess after you go away,” said Nick.

Mrs. North gave The Look to Nick, too. Then she said, “We
understand you are very busy, Mr. President. We appreciate any—"

There was a jar filled with marbles on Mrs. North’s desk. As Mrs.
North spoke, her hand swept across her desk and knocked the
marble jar over. The marbles spilled out, rolled off the desk, and
bounced onto the floor.

The children in the front row scrambled to pick up the rolling
marbles.

The president helped, too.

Mrs. North’s face was as red as the post in front of Marvin’s
house.

The children put the marbles back in the jar.

“I am so sorry,” said Mrs. North.

The president dropped two marbles into the jar, plop, plop, and
said, “No problem.”

Everyone settled back into their seats.

“You are probably wondering why I've come here today,” the
president said.

Marvin had been wondering that.

“Well, I want to talk about what it means to be a good citizen.
Who knows what a citizen is?”



Lots of hands went up in the air.

Marvin didn’t raise his hand. He thought he knew what a citizen
was, but he didn’t know how to say it.

“Yes?” said the president, looking at Melanie.

“A person,” said Melanie.

“Very good answer,” said the president. “A citizen is a person. But
is there a difference between a person and a citizen?”

Melanie shrugged.

“Anyone know?” asked the president.

Some hands started to go up, but then came back down.

Clarence raised his hand.

“Yes,” said the president.

“Do you have a dog?” asked Clarence.

“Yes, I do,” said the president, “but that’s not what we’re talking
about now.”

Mrs. North gave The Look to Clarence.

“Who can tell me the difference between a person and a citizen?”
the president asked. “How about you, Marvin?”

Marvin couldn’t believe it. The president had remembered his
name!

He tried to come up with an answer. He didn’t want to let the
president down. “Um, well, if you’re a person, it’s like you’re alone.
A citizen is part of something bigger, like a country?”

He didn’t know if that made sense or not.

“Exactly right!” said the president. “We are not alone. We are all
part of a big group. That group is called the United States of
America.”

Marvin smiled. He wasn’t sure if that was what he had meant
when he said it, but it made sense when the president said it.

“America is not just a place on a map,” the president said.
“America is made up of all of its citizens. If we want America to be a
great country, it is up to every single one of us—me, you, Mr.
McCabe, Mrs. North, Marvin—to be good citizens.”

The president asked the students if they could think of ways to be
good citizens.

Casey Happleton raised her hand.



“Yes, ma’am,” said the president.

Casey smiled, then got serious again.

“Help people who need help,” she said.

“Very good.”

Nick raised his hand.

“Yes, sir,” said the president.

“Don’t fight,” said Nick.

“Excellent,” said the president.

Lots of hands went up in the air.

“Clean up after yourself,” said Travis.

“Recycle,” said Patsy.

“Brush your teeth,” said Gina.

The president had to think about that one. “It’s important for
citizens to try to be clean and healthy,” he agreed.
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Marvin thought of some good ideas, too, but he didn’t raise his
hand. He’d already gotten to shake the president’s hand. He wanted
to let others have a chance. That was part of being a good citizen.

Nearly everybody in the class came up with something: Listen to
your teacher and parents. Don’t make fun of people. Put out fires.
Don’t cheat. Don’t lie. Smile.

The president said he was very impressed with all the ideas the
children had. “This is why I wanted to come to a third-grade class,”
he said. “I knew third graders would know how to be good citizens.
Sometimes, when people get older, they forget. I hope a lot of
people will see and hear you on television this evening. They may
learn something.”



“If you have time, Mr. President, the children have prepared
questions,” said Mrs. North.

“Well, I hope I'm prepared to answer them,” said the president.
“Now that I've met your class, I'm sure they will be very interesting
questions.”

Mrs. North had the students take turns coming to the front of the
room. They would go by rows.

Marvin sat in the fourth seat of the second row. He counted the
people ahead of him. He would be ninth.

Judy Jasper was first.

Mrs. North told her to first say her name and then ask her
question. She reminded her to speak loud enough for everyone to
hear.

“Judy Jasper!” shouted Judy, causing the president to jump back.

“Not quite so loud,” said Mrs. North.

“Judy Jasper,” said Judy.

“When you were in the third grade, did you know you would be
president someday?”

“When I was in the third grade, Judy,” said the president, “I don’t
think I even knew there was a president. I was more interested in
playing with my friends.”

Judy started to return to her seat, but the president called her
back and shook her hand.

Stuart was next. “Stuart Albright,” he said. “What if you don’t like
white? Can you paint your house a different color?”

The president laughed.

“The White House doesn’t belong to me. I live there, but it
belongs to all of the citizens of our country. And I don’t think they’d



like it if I painted it blue with yellow polka dots. Do you, Stuart?”

Stuart’s mouth dropped open. “Uh, I, uh, um, it’s okay with me.”

He shook the president’s hand and hurried back to his seat.

Marvin practiced his question in his head. What are you doing
about pollution? He wondered if he had to say his name first, since
the president already knew it. Marvin Redpost. What are you doing
about pollution, Mr. President? He had to remember to call him Mr.
President.

Clarence was next. “I have a two-part question,” he said.

“Okay,” said the president.

“Do you have a dog?”

“Yes.”

“Does your dog know you’re the president?”

The president laughed. “You know, Clarence, I’ve been asked lots
of questions, but I don’t think anyone has ever asked me that
before.” He thought it over, then said, “I don’t think my dog cares if
I’'m president. I've had Pickles for twelve years. She has always
made me feel as if I was the most special person in the whole world.
Even before I was president.”

Clarence shook the president’s hand.

“Casey Happleton. Are you doing anything to get rid of pollution,
Mr. President?”

Marvin felt a stab of disappointment. Now he had to think of
another question.

“I'm trying,” said the president. “The problem is that everyone
causes a tiny bit of pollution. Everybody thinks their little bit
doesn’t make any difference. But when you put all those tiny bits
together, you get a big problem.”

Casey nodded.

“Ask your other question!” said Melanie.

“Only one question each,” said Mrs. North.

“But she’s got a question I bet he’s never heard before,” said
Melanie.

“Well, let’s hear it,” said the president.

Casey looked at Mrs. North to see if it was okay. In the classroom,
Mrs. North was still the boss. Not the president.



Mrs. North nodded.

Casey took a breath. “Do I have to say my name again?”

“No, I know you’re Casey Happleton,” said the president.

Casey smiled. She took another breath. “If a spaceship lands in my
backyard and a little green man says, ‘Take me to your leader,’
should I take him to you? And how do I do that?”

Everybody laughed.

“I think you should take him to Mrs. North,” said the president.

Everybody laughed again. Mrs. North laughed the loudest.

Casey shook the president’s hand.

Marvin practiced his war question. Marvin Redpost. Are we going to
get into a war anytime soon, Mr. President? Marvin Redpost. Are we...

It was Travis’s turn. “Hi, I'm Travis. Do you hate people who
didn’t vote for you?”

“No. What really bothers me, Travis, is when people don’t vote at
all. It makes me think they don’t care about their country.”



“Oh, good,” said Travis. “Because my parents voted. They just
didn’t vote for you.”

The president shook his hand.

“Patsy Gatsby,” said Patsy. She was the first person in Marvin’s
row. “Are there ever days when you wish you weren’t president?”

The president had to think a long time before answering that one.
“I know there are days when other people wish I wasn’t president,”
he said.

“Like Travis’s parents,” said Patsy.

The president smiled. “It’s not an easy job, Patsy,” he said. “There
are times when it would be nice to take a hike, or just watch TV, or
something. But I don’t think I've ever wished I wasn’t president. I
feel very proud to have been elected to serve the citizens of this
country.”

Patsy shook his hand, then returned to her seat.

“Nick Tuffle. When you go to another country, do you ever have
to eat really weird food and pretend you like it?”

The president nodded. “It happens a lot. I try to spread it around
on my plate, so it looks as if I ate more than I really did.”

“I do that, too,” said Nick.

“What’s the weirdest thing you ever had to eat?”

“Probably jellyfish.”

“Oh, gross!” said Nick.

Nick didn’t seem at all nervous talking to the president. They
shook hands, then he returned to his seat.

Marvin was getting very nervous. It was Melanie’s turn, and he
was after Melanie.

Mr. President. Are we going to get into a war anytime soon? Marvin
Redpost.

Melanie asked her question. “Is there going to be another war?”

Marvin couldn’t believe it.

“I hope not, Melanie. It’s just like being a good citizen. You
shouldn’t fight. Our country is a citizen of the world. And we
shouldn’t fight either.”

Melanie shook the president’s hand.

Marvin slowly walked to the front of the room.



“Hi, Marvin,” said the president. “I'm sure you’ve got a real good
question.”

Marvin didn’t know what to do. All he had left was his shoe
question. “Marvin Redpost,” he said. He looked at the president,
who was looking at him. Marvin was impressed by how kind and
smart he was, and how he remembered everybody’s name. Marvin
hoped to be president someday, too, and he wanted to be just like
him. “Is there something we should be doing now if we want to be
president someday?”

The president nodded and smiled at Marvin. “I think you’re
already doing it, Marvin,” he said. “Work hard. Listen to your
teacher. Be a good citizen. All those things we talked about earlier.
If you do that, then any one of you—Casey, Travis, Nick, Patsy—
might be president someday.”

The president put his arm around Marvin’s shoulders. “Take a
good look at this bright young man here. You may be looking at a
future president.”

Marvin could see all the cameras were pointed at him and the
president. He tried not to smile. He didn’t want to look goofy.



The president left. The television crews left. Mr. McCabe returned to
the principal’s office.

“Well,” said Mrs. North.

That was all she said.

Everyone waited for her to say more.

“Well, well, well,” said Mrs. North.

She walked from one end of the room to the other, then back
again.

Marvin’s head was spinning. He couldn’t wait to get home and tell
his parents that the president had said he might be president
someday.

“You guys were terrific!” Mrs. North said at last. “I have never
been so proud.”

“Was I a good citizen?” asked Clarence.

“Yes, Clarence, you were,” said Mrs. North. “You all were.”

“Did we earn a marble?” asked Gina.

When the children were good, Mrs. North would add a marble to
the jar on her desk. When the jar was full, they’d get to go to Lake
Park.

Mrs. North opened her desk drawer and took out her bag of
marbles. She pulled out a handful of marbles and dropped them in
the jar.

Plop ploppity, ploppity plop.

“Let’s go to Lake Park!” she said.

Everyone cheered.

On the way to the park, Marvin spoke to Casey. “Thanks for
helping me on the math problem.”

“I knew you knew it,” said Casey. “Your brain just got stuck.”



Marvin smiled. He thought Casey was a good citizen.

If Casey hadn’t helped him, then he never would have gotten the
problem right, and the president wouldn’t have told him he might
be president someday.

He decided that when he got to be president, he would ask Casey
to be vice president.

Just so long as nobody thought he liked her.

He wondered if she would still have a ponytail sticking out of the
side of her head.

Stuart came up alongside him. “Lake Park on a Thursday! Can you
believe it?”

Usually, they only got to go to Lake Park on Fridays.

Marvin couldn’t even remember what day it was anymore.

“Hey, you guys want to come over to my house after school?”
asked Nick.

“Sure,” said Stuart.

“How about you, Marvin?”

Marvin really wanted to go home and tell his family about the
president. But he knew his parents wouldn’t get home until after
five o’clock, anyway. They both worked.

“Sure, okay,” he said.

He stumbled, but caught his balance. He looked down at his feet.
He had a strange feeling, as if his feet were trying to tell him
something.



Marvin came home late in the afternoon. He was tired from playing
hard, but still very excited. He walked through the gate, past the red
post. Suddenly, he remembered.

“Shoes,” he said aloud.

He felt awful. It seemed as if he was always forgetting something.
He sighed. He knew his mom would be mad. She had planned to
leave work early just so she could take him shopping.

Maybe she forgot, too, he thought. He hoped.

Linzy, his little sister, met him at the door. “You better hide,” she
warned.

Marvin slowly stepped inside.

His mother was standing by the stairs. Her hands were on her
hips. “So nice of you to come home,” she said.

“Sorry,” said Marvin.

“Sorry?” asked his mother. “Is that it?”

Marvin didn’t know what else he could say. “I forgot,” he said.
“You won’t believe what happened at school today!”

“What was the last thing I said to you before you left this
morning?” his mother asked.

Marvin sighed. “You said to come straight home so we could go
shopping for shoes. But—"

“I left work early so that I would be able to take you,” said his
mother. “I had to rearrange my whole work schedule.”

Marvin’s father came down the stairs. “Don’t you ever think about
others?” he asked.

It was two against one.

“Linzy, Jacob, and your mother sat around waiting for you,” his
father said. “Don’t you think they had better things to do?”



“I'm sorry,” Marvin said again. “I forgot all about it. But you
won’t—"

“We finally left without you,” said his mother. “Now I'm going to
have to take you to the store tomorrow. Which means rearranging
my work schedule again.”

“I can wear my old shoes,” Marvin offered.

“Maybe you should just go barefoot to your cousin’s bar mitzvah,”
said his father. “Maybe that will help you learn.”

“Can I go barefoot, too?” asked Jacob. He smiled at Marvin.

Their parents didn’t think that was funny.

“Do you know what time it is?” his mother asked him.

“No.”

“It’s almost six o’clock,” said his father.

“Six o’clock?” asked Marvin. “Quick, turn on the TV!”

His parents stared at him. His mother raised her eyebrows. “There
will be no television for you,” said his father. “Not for a week.
Maybe then you won’t forget so much. Maybe television is
destroying your brain.”

“It’s not regular television,” Marvin tried to explain. “The—"

“No TV!” shouted his mother.

“You care more about television than you do about your own
family,” accused his father.

“I don’t,” said Marvin. “But you have to watch—"

“We don’t have to watch anything!” his mother interrupted.
“Now, I don’t want to hear any more about it. If you keep it up,
there will be no TV for a month. You may go to your room and get
started on your homework.”

Marvin didn’t know what to do. His parents wouldn’t listen to
him. They thought he was a selfish, rotten TV mush-brain. He
slowly started up the stairs.

Linzy caught up to him. “You want to see my new shoes, Marvin?
They’re really pretty. They have bows and buttons.”

Marvin tried to smile.

Down below, in the family room, Marvin’s father turned on the
news. Marvin heard Clark Rogers’s voice coming from the television.



“The president went looking for good citizens today. And he found
them at Dogwood Elementary School.”

Marvin stopped.

“Hey, Marvin, that’s your school!” Jacob shouted from the bottom
of the stairs.

“That’s Marvin!” exclaimed Marvin’s father.

“I want to see!” said Linzy. She ran down the stairs.

Marvin stepped down a couple of steps and leaned way over the
banister. He saw himself on TV adding the big numbers. Then he
saw the president talking to his class.

“America is not just a place on a map. America is made up of all
of its citizens. If we want America to be a great country, it is up to



every single one of us—me, you, Mr. McCabe, Mrs. North, Marvin
—to be good citizens.”

“Did he mean you, Marvin?” asked Jacob.

“Shh!” said Marvin’s mother.

“The students in Mrs. North’s third-grade class had lots of ideas
about what it means to be a good citizen,” said Clark Rogers.

Marvin saw Casey Happleton on the television.

“Help people who need help.”

“There’s Nick,” said Jacob.

“Don’t fight.”

“And Stuart,” said Marvin’s mother.

“If you, uh, see a fire or something, you should put it out.”

“The students also had lots of interesting and unusual questions
for the president,” said Clark Rogers.

Marvin heard Kenny ask, “Do you ever mess up? You know,
make mistakes?” He hoped his parents listened to the president’s
answer.

“Of course. Everybody makes mistakes. And when you're
president, you can really mess up big time. But if you’re smart, you
learn from your mistakes. And you should try to be understanding
and forgive other people when they make mistakes.”



Marvin nearly fell over the banister, but caught himself.

“The children in Mrs. North’s class were very impressed with
their visitor, and I think the president was very impressed with the
children,” said Clark Rogers.

“There’s Marvin!” screamed Linzy.

Marvin strained to look.

“Is there something we should be doing now if we want to be
president someday?”

“I think you’re already doing it, Marvin. Work hard. Listen to
your teacher. Be a good citizen. All those things we talked about
earlier. If you do that, then any one of you—Casey, Travis, Nick,
Patsy—might be president someday.

“Take a good look at this bright young man here. You may be
looking at a future president.”

Marvin’s parents looked at Marvin, first on TV, then on the stairs.

Maybe he wasn’t so bad after all.



Don’t miss a single Marvin!
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Marvin suddenly figures out why he has red hair and blue eyes,
while the rest of his family has brown hair and brown eyes. He’s not
really Marvin Redpost at all. He is Robert, the Lost Prince of
Shampoon!

“Wonderfully logical and absurd, with wit and attention to detail
rare in an easy reader.... Aside from being resoundingly funny,
Sachar has a rare honesty about what children really encounter in
the world.”

—The Bulletin of the Center for Children’s Books

“My name’s not Marvin.”
—Marvin Redpost
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The rumor is going around that Marvin is the biggest nose-picker in
the school. Now everyone is acting as if the rumor is true! Even



Marvin’s best friends don’t want to be seen with him. But what can
Marvin do about it?

“Vintage Sachar—ingenious, funny, gross—and with a believable
resolution.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Marvin’s the biggest nose-picker in the whole school.”
—NMelanie, Marvin’s classmate
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Marvin kisses his elbow by accident. Now he wishes he had pigtails
and wants to play hopscotch! Everyone at school knows that if a boy
kisses his elbow, he’ll turn into a girl. Could Marvin be turning into
a girl?

“Sachar writes for beginning readers with a comic simplicity that is
never banal.”

—Booklist

“There’s nothing Marvin Redpost can’t do.”
—Stuart Albright, Marvin’s best friend
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Marvin’s friends think he’s the luckiest boy in the world when Mrs.
North asks him to dog-sit for a week. He gets $3 a day, plus a $4
bonus if nothing goes wrong. And he gets to be alone in Mrs. North’s
house!

“Sachar’s finely tuned sense of how children think and feel makes
his fourth book about Marvin and his comic misadventures
entertaining.”

—The Horn Book Magazine

“Marvin’s going to use the bathroom in Mrs. North’s house!”
—NMelanie, Marvin’s classmate
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Marvin can’t sleep. Suddenly something zooms across the sky. It
looks a lot like Nick’s birthday cake! Could it be? Or is it something



else? The next day there’s a new boy in school. His name is Joe
Normal, but everyone thinks he’s weird. What is normal, anyway?

* “A smart, funny twist on the new-kid theme.”
—The Horn Book Magazine, Starred

“His name should be Marvin Stupid.”
—Casey Happleton, Marvin’s friend?

LOUIS SACHAR

MARVIN REI}FGST.

Everyone at school thinks that Marvin Redpost is going to ride his
new bike down Suicide Hill. But not only is Marvin terrified of the
steep hill, he’s afraid of his new bike! How can Marvin survive this
one?

“If Marvin says he’ll ride down Suicide Hill, then he’ll ride down
Suicide Hill.”

—Stuart Albright, Marvin’s best friend
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Marvin Redpost’s friend Casey Happleton lives in an old firehouse.
But that’s not the only cool thing about her. She’s also got a super-
secret magic crystal that she’s going to share with Marvin!

“Lively dialogue and Marvin’s endless imagination command steady
attention.”

—Publishers Weekly

“You’re weird, Marvin!”

—Casey Happleton, Marvin’s friend?



Louis Sachar writes great,
funny books for everyone!

LOUIS SACHAR
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