
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Picklebee Predicament and Class 212

S. A. Narciso

Second Edition 2026 

(First Edition: The Funny Story – Mrs. Picklebee and Class 212)

© All Rights Reserved


Copyright Page
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About the Story

"THE PICKLEBEE PREDICAMENT and Class 212" follows an unforgettable year with the students of Class 212. Caught between the iron fist of Mrs. Picklebee—the most fearsome new teacher in town—and the whimsical wisdom of Mr. Ferguson, a vibrant old man who lives to entertain kids with his wacky tales, the students are in for a wild ride.

Will our protagonists finally find a way to stand up to the class bully, Alex Gardener, or will he continue to rule the hallways as always?

And what on earth happens when a teacher is raised on a strict diet of Schnitzelweasel’s “Guide to Discipline”?

Most importantly, what is The Source that Mr. Ferguson cryptically mentions?

Dive in and find out!

To my grandparents, wherever they may be. You were the true source of inspiration for this story—a nostalgic, lighthearted, and funny journey back to the days of childhood.
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Chapter 1 – The Last Trip and the Sunday Gorilla 
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Andrew was staring at the horizon, seemingly lost in the vibrant colors of the fading light. To Charlie, it looked as if his friend were deep in meditation, perhaps pondering some profound mystery of the universe. Then, without warning, Andrew’s mouth fell wide open. A long, thunderous burp echoed through the air, instantly sending Charlie and their friend Rich into fits of uncontrollable laughter.

The final school trip of the year had certainly started on the right note. Charlie was having the time of his life—at least until the mosquitoes arrived. His skinny frame was soon covered in itchy red welts, and he spent half the afternoon scratching himself like a stray dog with a bad case of fleas.

Rich, meanwhile, had managed to get a spectacular sunburn. He was now so tender that every time a breeze or a person brushed against him, he would let out an automatic “Ouch!” or “Hey!” like a human sound-effect machine. 

Then there was Andrew. Andrew was a bit chubby for his age—actually, to be honest, "a bit" should be crossed out and replaced with "considerably." He was currently complaining about his stomach that was grumbling in loud, hungry protest. It was all because of Alex: the kind of overgrown bully that almost every kid in the world is forced to deal with at least once in their life.

Alex had decided to test a scientific theory by throwing Andrew’s lunchbox into the lake. Alexander Gardener—the criminal—simply wanted to see if it would sink or float. It sank. Andrew had nearly spiraled into a full-blown panic until their teacher, Mrs. Wright, stepped in and bought him something to eat. The sight of Andrew’s round face was plain ridiculous: he was crying, chewing, and thanking Mrs. Wright all at the same time.

Of course, no one dared tell the truth. Alex wasn’t just mean; he was vindictive. He was the type of child who treated friendship like a contagious disease. His hobbies included torturing innocent insects, excavating his nose in search of hidden treasures, and terrorizing his classmates. Whenever a bullying mission was successful, a self-satisfied smirk would spread across his square face—the classic bully smile that makes them all look like complete idiots.

His black hair was a permanent mess, except on Sundays. That was the day his mother, Mrs. Gardener, forced him to go to church. It was a bizarre sight because the whole transformation went against the laws of nature. You can’t take a wild gorilla out of its habitat, wash him, dress him up, and comb his hair, and expect to turn him into a polite little boy.

That was Alex, essentially.

The rest of the class considered themselves lucky if they didn't cross his path after "the religious imprisonment of the beast." He was always particularly irritable on those days. His face, distorted by rage, would turn as red as a ripe tomato, and he would growl at anyone who dared to get too close.

Now, standing by the lake, he wore that same smug smile, as if he’d just been awarded a "Student of the Week" certificate instead of having just drowned a classmate's lunch.

To put it simply, the last trip of third grade was becoming a total disaster. Even the weather seemed nervous. It started raining, then the sun came out, then it poured again. The teachers were just as frustrated. Mrs. Wright’s wavy red hair refused to cooperate, despite her constant attempts to slap it back into place.

At one point, Charlie started talking animatedly, his tongue flapping about like a helicopter rotor, until Alex suddenly grabbed him by the ear.

“Shut up!” Alex bellowed, shoving the remains of a banana into Charlie’s open mouth.

The tragedy of the "International Union of Bullies" is that they almost always get away with it. Consequently, the victim’s despair is immense. You are often powerless, especially when the teachers fail to notice who the real villain is.

“I’ve had enough of him,” Andrew sighed, watching helplessly from the sidelines while mournfully caressing his empty belly.
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​Chapter 2 – Predators, Pinocchio, and Giant Bubbles 
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​

Fortunately, Alex lived on the outskirts of town, though he spent most of his time wandering the streets like a restless nomad.

His parents were perpetually busy; Mrs. Gardener worked part-time, and Mr. Gardener spent his long days at a factory. This meant Alex was a "free-range predator" in constant search of prey. He essentially ate Richards, Andrews, and Charlies for lunch, and if he was still feeling peckish, he’d have a snack out of "Long-Nose Martin"—whom Alex had, of course, nicknamed Pinocchio.

Good old Mr. Ferguson was out in his front yard, perched on his usual chair as he always was during the sweltering summer months. He chuckled as he watched Alex pass by. It wasn't that he approved of the boy’s bullying, but at his age, he found the neighborhood drama mildly entertaining.

Mr. Ferguson had been a lonely man since his wife passed away years ago, but he remained a joyful fellow at heart, especially when the neighborhood kids were around. To him, children were beautiful and spontaneous—the exact opposite of most grownups.

Martin, a future third-grader who had the misfortune of living right next door to Alex, had learned to wake up early to avoid trouble. He’d spend his mornings pedaling his small bike around the block before stopping in front of a friend's house.

“Morning, Mr. Ferguson!” Martin called out, waving a hand.

“The early bird catches the worm, Martin!” Mr. Ferguson replied, flashing a grin that revealed he didn’t have many teeth left.

Ironically, Martin had caught two worms that morning. The first was a prize from a garage sale: a small rubber bat. The second worm was Alex, who was currently lying in wait for him. Only this was a massive, predatory worm—and it was about to catch Martin.
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