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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 the day after the last day of fifth grade and the first day of my summer vacation when I made my announcement. “I’m bored.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” my mother said. “Your summer’s just started.”

“I know. And there’s nothing to do.”

My mother stared at me with that look I knew she practiced in the mirror. “Don’t be so sure, Tommy. Nature abhors a vacuum.”

“What’s our Hoover have to do with it?”

Mom quietly sighed and didn’t say anything. 

It was early Saturday morning. Mom still had ten minutes before she left for work. We were sitting in the kitchen having breakfast. 

Mom was grazing on granola and yoghurt—no thank you very much—while I was enjoying our last two frozen waffles with a couple of pieces of bacon on the side and a nice tall glass of milk.

The waffles were swimming in maple syrup from the Dollar Store in town. How they can afford to sell it so low is anybody’s guess. 

Mom scooted away from the table and carried her now empty bowl to the sink. “I left your chores on the fridge.”

I looked at our ailing Amana with its long dead ice-maker. Even from where I sat, all of fifteen feet away, I could see a Post-It covered with tiny squiggly lines of dark black ink.

“That looks like a mighty long list.”

“Just long enough.” Mom rinsed out her bowl and deposited it, along with her spoon, into the dishwasher. “If you get through even half of it, I’ll be happy.”

“I’m afraid I’ll have to decline your generous offer,” I said. “I’m on vacation.”

Mom smiled. “Yes, you are. But this way you won’t be bored.”

I was stumped. She had cleverly used my own words to back me into a corner. “I’ll do the best I can.”

“Good boy,” she replied in a way that always made me feel like I had just retrieved a tennis ball she had thrown. I waited for her to pat the top of my head and give me a dog biscuit. 

Mom swept the car keys off the hook by the back door. “There’s tomato soup for lunch. Or you can have a sandwich. Ham or turkey. Your choice.” She glanced at her watch. “Got to run. Enjoy your day, Tommy.”

And just like that she was gone, out the door and into our Corolla that was one year younger than me. By the time I made it to the sink to rinse the syrup from my plate, the Toyota was well on its way down our driveway and heading for town.

I deposited my plate, silverware and empty milk glass in the dishwasher, and then cautiously approached the Post-It on the fridge to see what kind of damage I was facing for the rest of the day. Even from two feet away I could smell disaster. 

The lines of black ink Mom had written on the Post-It were tightly packed together, one after another. Rather than use a second Post-It, Mom had scrunched her instructions in teeny-tiny letters that were difficult, but not impossible, to read. Any smaller and I would need a magnifying glass.

My chores for the day included the usual. Make my bed. Clean the bathrooms. Run the dishwasher. No problem. I could do those things in less than ten minutes. It was the rest of the items on the to-do list that set off alarms.

Mom wanted me to do the laundry. All of it. Counting the sheets, the whites, the darks, bath towels and wash cloths, it would take four or five loads to get everything done. Not to mention the time running everything through the dryer. 

With so much on the list, I was surprised Mom didn’t throw in washing the windows for good measure. Oh wait. I squinted at the last teeny-tiny line on the list and saw that the windows were, indeed, due for a cleaning. Where’s a warden when you need one?

There was no way I could finish it all before Mom came home at six. And she had the nerve to tell me to enjoy my day. Ha! With the list she left for me on the Post-It, my Saturday was over before it even started.

I suppose this is as good a time as any to talk about where I call home. The town on our return address when we mail a letter is Fillmore, California, although I don’t mean to suggest that we live there. 

Our house is in the country, four miles outside of town, on Guiberson Road, which was named after Reverend John W. Guiberson, one of Fillmore’s early settlers. 

When Reverend Guiberson and his family first came to Fillmore in 1850 they were all piled into a covered wagon, but whoever did the research on that story got it all wrong. I should know. I had a wagon when I was six and, covered or not, it barely held a few of my toys. 

The only way it could have worked for the Guibersons was if they were incredibly small people, they took turns riding in the wagon while the rest of the family members walked, or if they owned next to nothing when it came to possessions. They could maybe get by with the clothes on their backs, but that’s about it. Anything else they would have to purchase at one of the stores in town after they arrived.  

But enough of the history lesson. 

Our house was built in 1920. It is one of two homes on the 40-acre Bing & Bing ranch. When I was younger the property was covered with orange trees, but after too many years of too many oranges and not enough buyers, the trees were cut down and burned in a bonfire and thirty acres of the land was leased to
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