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It was never my intention to document my exploits in one or more books. I am, after all, just a kid in middle school. 

Once it became clear my life was not that of an ordinary adolescent, however, I concluded that I owed it to the world to tell my story to the best of my ability. 

While I do not claim to be a great writer, I do know my way around a sentence. If it seems at times my adventures cannot possibly be true, let me assure you that every single event actually happened as written. 

All of my books list Paul Glen Neuman as the author. Simply put, Neuman does not exist. I made him up. 

I decided to write under this pen name because not everyone will appreciate the raw honesty in which my cast of characters is depicted. In this regard, I am primarily thinking about my teachers at Fillmore Middle School. 

I am confident my books are accurate and fair from first page to last. Whether or not you agree is entirely up to you. 

No one is perfect, especially not this middle school student from a small rural community in California. 

I thank you for reading this book.  

Sincerely,

Tommy Weebler
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It was Thursday morning, the first hour of my first day as a seventh grader at Fillmore Middle School, and already my mood was floating in the toilet waiting for a courtesy flush.

I was sitting front row center in my Life Science class. My best friends, Wilbur, Raul and Dory, were seated behind me. 

We were listening to Mr. Davis announce assigned team members for this year’s Science Fair in January. 

Mr. Davis was a first-time teacher, which immediately had me concerned. It was hard enough keeping up with teachers I already knew without having to juggle one more. 

I wanted to believe Mr. Davis would manage to do things right, but then he made a colossal mistake that made me wish he had never earned his teaching degree.

“Our next team will be Tommy Weebler,” Mr. Davis said. “And your partner will be.” He ran his index finger down a row of names before he found the one he wanted. “Your partner will be Eddie Sykles.”

“Oh no!” I announced before I could stop myself. 

I looked a few rows over to where Eddie Sykles appeared just as shocked and unhappy as me, but there was nothing to be done about it. Both of us were doomed.

“Is there a problem, Tommy?” Mr. Davis asked.

Was it possible there was an easy way out of this mess? Maybe so. I relaxed and started to breathe again.

“Eddie Sykles and I can’t work together,” I said. “We have history.”

“And now you have Life Science,” Mr. Davis told me. “I’m sure Eddie is perfectly pleased to work with you. Isn’t that right, Eddie?”

Eddie squirmed in his seat like he was wearing cactus underwear. He always had trouble coming up with correct answers to difficult questions. This time was no exception. Eddie Sykles would never grow up to be a diplomat.

“Weebler’s a loser. He’s the last person in the world I would ever pick to be my Science Fair project partner.”

“That’s unfortunate,” Mr. Davis said.

Never a candle in a dark room, a suspicious Eddie demanded, “How come?”

“Because, like it or not, Tommy Weebler is your Science Fair project partner.”

Ever defiant, Eddie shook his head. “I don’t think so. I got rights. You can’t make me work with Weebler if I don’t want to.”

Mr. Davis responded by doing the one thing Eddie hated most when the school’s favorite bully was doing his best to intimidate someone. 

Mr. Davis calmly looked at Eddie and laughed. 

I’m not talking about the quiet chuckle you make in the school library when your best friend whispers something funny and you chew on your lower lip so the librarian won’t send you to the office for causing a disturbance. 

Mr. Davis’ laugh was long and loud and almost scary. Tears rolled down his cheeks as he fought to control himself while simultaneously gasping for air. 

Mr. Davis finally composed himself long enough to inform Eddie that, “You seem to be under the mistaken impression that you get to decide what does and doesn’t happen in my classroom. If that’s the case, I suggest you pinch yourself.”

Eddie frowned. “What’s that going to prove?”

“You’re dreaming if you believe for a single moment I’ll allow you to question my authority and waste another minute of our valuable class time. That’s not going to happen. Understood?”

Eddie grunted a mumbled reply that contained a word or two that, lucky for Eddie, Mr. Davis couldn’t make out. 

“Could you repeat that?” Mr. Davis asked.

“Yes, I could,” Eddie answered. “But I won’t because there’s no reason to make this day go downhill any more than it already has.”

“I see.” Mr. Davis regarded both of us. “What do you boys know about Highway 126?”

“It runs from Route 101 in Ventura all the way to Interstate 5 in Santa Clarita, right through Fillmore,” I said. 

Ever since my Social Studies showdown with Miss Smith last year, I pounced on any question related to geography.

“That is correct, Tommy,” Mr. Davis said. “Do you have anything interesting to add about Highway 126, Eddie?”

“Uh, it has stoplights?”

Everyone in our class laughed. 

Everyone but Mr. Davis.

“Highway 126 doesn’t have speed bumps,” said Mr. Davis. “And neither does my class room. It’s the first day of school, so I’m giving you a friendly piece of advice, Eddie. Can you guess what that is?”

“Don’t be a speed bump.”

“Bravo! There is hope for you after all. Now, apologize to Tommy so we can get down to business.”

Eddie played dumb which, for Eddie, wasn’t hard to do. “Apologize for what?”

“Calling Tommy a loser.”

“Weebler is a loser.”

“And right now, you’re a speed bump. Apologize to Tommy. Or would you prefer to continue this discussion in the Office?”

Eddie quickly decided it was in his best interest to offer me a half-baked apology.

“I’m sorry you’re a loser, Weebler.”

Mr. Davis opened his mouth to protest, but I got there first.

“It’s okay, Mr. Davis,” I said. “I know it wasn’t sincere, but I accept Eddie’s apology for calling me a loser. After all, he gets to spend all day being a loser. He’s probably just feeling lonely.”

Mr. Davis seemed satisfied and spent the next ten minutes announcing the rest of the names of the Science Fair project teams. 

Life Science gave way to Language Arts. We got a five-minute break and then plowed on to Third Period which, for me, was World History. That led to Fourth Period and Math.

Then it was time for lunch. 

Way back when we were sixth graders, we lined up to chow down at a ridiculous 11:05 in the morning. Now that we were older, we got to eat with the general population at 12:03.

Dining at Fillmore Middle School happens at an outdoor pavilion with dozens of metal picnic tables. A roof overhead shields us from the elements in case it rains. When it gets cold, and in Fillmore that can mean below freezing, we all bundle up and huddle together over our food for added insulation.

I should mention that all school meals are provided free of charge. While I am grateful for that fact, it also explains, in my mind at least, why some of the freebie meals are of questionable quality.

You would think, first day of school and all, that our middle school kitchen staff would cook something special for our initial dining experience. Don’t hold your breath. I can only conclude they voted against doing so because it would set up false expectations for what they would be serving us for the rest of the year. 

Wilbur, Raul, Dory and I carried our trays to the same table we sat at last year and sat down.

I once read that every criminal has an alias, another name they go by. Today’s lunch was avoiding arrest by calling itself a Chili Boat, basically a cardboard bowl filled with kidney beans and an oily scoop of what I hoped was ground beef, all of it topped off with a sprinkle of shredded cheddar cheese, plus two saltine crackers on the side.

Raul pointed at what we were supposed to eat. “Where’s the fuse?”

Wilbur was already happily digging in. “What fuse?” 

“You’ll have your answer around 3A.M. tomorrow morning,” Raul replied.

“Or sooner, Tater Tot,” Dory said. “Nobody taking a ride on this boat is getting off without an explosion.”

Wilbur agreed and accidently started the party a little bit early.

“Wilbur!” I scooted away but the table’s metal bench seat couldn’t take me far enough from the blast to avoid some of the fallout. 

“Sorry,” Wilbur said by way of an explanation. “You know how it is with me and Chili Boats.”

But by then we had all surrendered to hunger and were consuming our lunch with the same great gusto as Wilbur. 

I suppose now is as good a time as any to briefly introduce my friends. 

Wilbur Federson lives a couple of miles south of Fillmore, in an area called Bardsdale, that was intended to be where everyone settled until the railroad decided to establish their camp on the Fillmore side of the Santa Clara River. Once that happened, Bardsdale developed as farms and ranches instead of stores and neighborhoods.

Wilbur was named by his grandfather after one of the characters on an old TV show about a talking horse. Wilbur looks like what you would expect for somebody named Wilbur. He’s shorter than me, wears husky jeans with extra room in the seat and has plastic-rimmed glasses he’s worn since kindergarten. He also sports a crewcut he never has to comb.

Next up is Raul Mendoza. If anyone in our
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