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    Thanks to Chai for introducing me to Kyle.
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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 nine weeks into my life as a sixth grader at Fillmore Middle School and things were going downhill fast. Not that this was unusual for me. Since the start of the school year last August, every day, in and out of the classroom, had been a headache. 

My problems began when I turned in the essay I had to write about what I did over summer vacation. Silly me. I made the mistake of telling the truth, which wouldn’t have been so bad if my best friend, Wilbur Federson, hadn’t told the exact same story as me.

The committee reading the essays accused us of writing both essays together. How else could they explain so many similarities between the two? Also, the committee decided there was no way any of what we wrote was true.  

It was only after we dug in our heels and insisted that the stuff in our essays really happened that our respective parents were called in, along with a Dr. Foo, a pudgy brain doctor who kept demanding we admit that everything in our essays was a lie. Wilbur and I refused to confess. 

Not that I blame them for doubting us. A beast with three tails? An alien no bigger than me wearing a three-piece business suit, starched white shirt and bow tie? A bounty hunter from beyond the stars who wasn’t just a dog, but a dog who talked? 

If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have believed any of it myself. 

In a last-ditch effort to show the content of our essays was completely made up, a determined Dr. Foo even brought in Kyle for questioning. Kyle was the furry bounty hunter I mentioned who came to earth trailing a pair of very nasty criminals. 

Wilbur and I witnessed Kyle’s brief interrogation which, give or take the occasional “woof” on Kyle’s part, a disinterested scratch behind his ear, and an impromptu relieving of Kyle’s bladder on Dr. Foo’s front desk, produced nothing to substantiate the story we wrote about in our essays. 

At one point, Kyle winked at me and smiled, but he still refused to talk to Dr. Foo, which was all the proof the brain doctor needed that Wilbur and I were guilty of fabricating a hoax. End of story.

Kyle was excused without so much as a rawhide chew for his troubles. Wilbur and I were dismissed with a stern warning to suppress our imagination or else suffer the consequences of black marks on our permanent records. All of this taking place the first week of school.

But enough of the history lesson.

I was sitting in Social Studies, the period before lunch, doing my best to stay awake listening to Miss Smith drone on about North Africa. Under any other circumstance, I’m sure I would be glued to the edge of my seat, but Miss Smith’s dry monotone delivery had me counting the seconds until the tone for lunch.

Social Studies was one of the classes I shared with Wilbur. His desk was one row over next to mine in a classroom built for twenty-five students that was now packed with thirty-three kids.

I was starting to nod off when Wilbur reached across the aisle and gave me a nudge that brought me back to the land of the living. He looked at me and shrugged, prompting me to respond by mouthing the words, “I’m bored.”

“Did you have something you wanted to say, Tommy?” Miss Smith asked.

You would think, since she had to be close to forty, that Miss Smith’s senses would have been dulled by her advanced age, but that simply wasn’t the case. Miss Smith had a reputation for being able to hear an ant burp from fifty yards away. 

“Is there something about the study of the African continent you find not to your liking?” Miss Smith wanted to know.

I sat a little taller in my seat. “Absolutely not, Miss Smith. Your riveting account of North Africa’s many wonders has captured my attention for the better part of an hour.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Tommy,” Miss Smith said. “Would you care to share with the rest of the class what you find most interesting about North Africa?”

Oh. Oh. A trick question if ever I heard one. Miss Smith obviously knew I hadn’t been paying attention, but that didn’t stop me from fearlessly blurting out the first thing that came to my mind.

“What fascinates me most about North Africa,” I answered, “is all the sand you find there.”

Wilbur suddenly looked away from me and the class erupted into laughter, a condition, it pains me to say, that did not extend to Miss Smith. Is it my fault she didn’t have a sense of humor?

Miss Smith sadly shook her head. “You haven’t been listening to me today, have you, Tommy?”

I forged ahead to the deep end of the pool. “So, North Africa isn’t sandy?”

“Tommy Weebler.” Miss Smith said my name like it came with an expiration date. “Have you, or have you not, been listening to me?”

“Apparently not, Miss Smith.”

“Thank you for being honest.”

I relaxed. The storm had passed and sunshine was breaking through the clouds. Being truthful, it seemed, came with its own rewards. 

I decided to see how being polite played out. “You’re welcome, Miss Smith.”

To which Miss Smith responded with the four words no school kid ever wants to hear. “See me after class.”

My heart sank. The end of period tone sounded and everyone but me filed out of class to go have lunch. That left me alone with Miss Smith.

“What are we going to do with you, Tommy?” Miss Smith didn’t really sound like she wanted any suggestions from me, so I kept quiet. “Do you know what day this is, Tommy?”
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