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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 first day of summer and I was anything but bored. How could I be? Before she left for work, Mom wrote down enough chores for me to do on the Post-It-Note stuck to our ailing Amana refrigerator to choke a large horse. 

All of my favorites were there: clean my room, disinfect the bathroom, sweep the front porch, vacuum the living room, wash and dry and fold a minimum of three loads of laundry, scrub the kitchen sink, empty the dishwasher and, oh yeah, dust everywhere that needed dusting. 

With all the things on my to-do list, my morning free time was history. I was living proof that child labor laws in California were not being enforced.

Since I had negotiated the highs and lows of sixth grade and emerged victorious as a potential seventh grader, I was under the false impression that life for Tommy Weebler on the Bing and Bing Ranch was going to get a whole lot easier. 

Ha! What was I thinking?

If anything, Mom treated my transition from sixth to seventh grade as an indication that I was instantly more grown up and mature. With that maturity, Mom patiently explained to my disbelieving ears, came her expectation that, from now on, I would be carrying a lot more responsibility on my adolescent shoulders. 

I could have protested, but rightly figured it wouldn’t change anything. There’s a reason why adults do not let kids vote. 

So, my first day of summer was planned out for me before it even began. Not to imply that the chores scribbled on the Post-It-Note represented everything on my busy agenda. Sadly, there was even more.

Today was Monday. Which meant, come rain or shine (and in this part of rural southern California that usually meant shine) it was always my job to take the trash cans down our long driveway and deposit them next to the ranch mail boxes on Guiberson Road.

There were two huge plastic containers to deal with each week. One filled with trash. Another crammed with recyclables. 

Since it was the lighter of the two, I started with the container filled with trash. I rolled it down the driveway, positioned it near our mail box, and then retraced my steps to claim its companion. 

Two minutes later I was on my way back down again.

That’s when it started to snow.

Given that it was June, it was summer, and that I lived on the outskirts of Fillmore, which was clearly visible beneath a clear blue sky approximately two miles in the distance, having it suddenly snow would probably have struck me as impossibly unusual if I and my three best friends, Wilbur, Raul and Dory, hadn’t been through such incredible adventures in the past twelve months.

A fight to the death with a pair of alien fugitives hiding out in Fillmore? That was us, all right. A hideous creature posing as a substitute teacher who could only survive by draining the life force from Fillmore Middle School students? We dealt with that nightmare, too. 

We also coped with renegade elves, a ghostly banshee who knew how to drive a car and getting attacked by a hot-from-the-oven turkey in my own kitchen. 

Somewhere along the way, we also got to meet Santa. Turns out he really does make a list and checks it twice. Who would have guessed?

The most remarkable thing of all, though, was becoming pals with Kyle, an interplanetary bounty hunter who happened to be a talking Rottweiler mix. 

That’s right. Kyle was a dog who could talk. He was every kid’s dream come true when it came to a family pet. Not only could he help with my homework, but Kyle also made the best oatmeal cookies I’ve ever tasted. 

It was two months since Kyle and I said goodbye and I missed him very much.

But enough of the history lesson.

When I left my house to take down the trash cans to Guiberson Road I foolishly neglected to wear my heavy winter coat, my nice warm sweater, a pair of fleece-lined pants, gloves or a pair of boots. 

All I had on now was jeans, a tee-shirt and flip-flops.

By the time I reached the bottom of my driveway with the second container the snow targeting me was up to my ankles. A freezing wind was howling and my teeth were clicking and clacking together like a mouthful of icy piano keys. 

In less than thirty seconds, the blizzard had arrived out of nowhere and trapped me in its frozen grip.

Whack!

Something struck the recycle container and tore it from my hand. I bent to retrieve it when I saw a perfectly round hole in the side of the can. Whack! Another hole magically appeared.

I blinked snowflakes from my eyes and trembled uncontrollably. Exposed to the unforgiving cold as they were, I could see my fingertips turning blue. I had to get away from the unexpected storm or I would freeze to death for sure.

I turned blindly in the direction of my house and started back up the driveway only to have a massive hand suddenly block my escape.

“You’re not going anywhere, Weebler,” a gruff male voice growled at me. 

I hate when somebody threatening me calls me by my last name.

I wiped my forearm across my eyes and found myself staring up into the ugly face of a hairy brute desperately in need of a shave. 

The unusually tall stranger was dressed in a puffy purple parka, matching ski pants and mittens the size of a couple of small frying pans. 

I shuddered, more from the sub-zero air than the size of my adversary. 

“I’m cold,” I said.

The shaggy beast opened his mouth and smiled. “That’s the whole idea.”

Even in the blizzard I could see his teeth were riddled with cavities. He exhaled and I slid back a step. His contaminated breath reminded me of the time Mom and I went away for a weekend and came home to a house without electricity and a fridge filled with spoiled meat.

“You really need to invest in some mouthwash,” I said, raising my voice to be heard over the storm. “I’ve smelled better overflowed toilets.”

The stranger’s artificial smile evaporated. “Keep talking, Weebler. Another minute or two and you’re a pint-sized ice cube.”

I couldn’t argue with him there. He was right. He was obviously here for a reason, so I cut to the chase while I could still move my mouth to form words.

“Who are you and what do you want?” I asked.  

“The name’s Bradley and I am here to officially withdraw the invitation you recently received to attend a particular birthday party. You know the one I’m talking about.”

I certainly did. “You’re saying the party’s been canceled?”

Bradley’s big head bobbed up and down. “It has as far as you’re concerned.” He laughed, sending another gust of stinking breath in my direction. “And the same goes for your three friends, as well. Forget about the birthday party or you will all pay a terrible price.”

Sometimes I know when it’s smart to keep my mouth shut. This wasn’t one of them. “I don’t get much of an allowance, Bradley. Maybe me and my friends could split the cost for a reasonable down payment. What kind of terrible price are we talking about?”

Bradley’s swift response was to dip his mittens into the snow, scoop up enough to form a very large snowball, and then to bullet said snowball through both Bing and Bing Ranch’s mail boxes faster than my eyes could follow.

“All your piggy banks combined won’t cover the kind of damage I’m talking about. Forget the party. This is the only warning you’re going to get.” His mittens dove into the snow for the makings of another snowball. “Do I make myself clear, Weebler?”  

I was numb with cold, barely able to move. “I hear you. None of us goes to the party. Got it.”

“You have been warned.” The not-quite-a-giant turned to go.

“Wait!” I called out.

“What?”

“When’s your birthday?”

“Middle of November.”

“Put me down for a new tube of toothpaste. Whatever you’re using now’s only making matters worse.”

Bradley grunted and drilled me in the gut with his last snowball, not hard enough to plow right through me, but with sufficient power to knock me off my feet and flat on my rump.

Bradley was gone by the time I recovered. So, thank goodness, was the blizzard.

I pulled myself upright and crept up the driveway to my house, forcing my half-frozen legs to take me each painful step forward.

I was shaking as I climbed the steps to our front porch. In all my short life I
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