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I, gmmma (_D?M@, have a
lot of mouse friends, but none as
spooKy as my friend CREEPELLA
VON CACKLEFUR! She is an
enchanting and MYSTEEI00S mouse with
a pet bat named Bitewing. Creepella lives in a
CEMETERY, sleeps in a marble sarcophagus, and drives
a hearse. By night she is a special effects and set
designer for SCARY FILMS, and by day she’s studying
to become a Journalist! Her father, Boris von -
Cacklefur, runs the funeral home Fabumouse
‘Funeralg, and the von Cacklefur family owns the
CREEPY Cacklefur Castle, which sits on top of a
skull-shaped mountain in MYSTERIOUS VALLEY.

YIKES! 'm a real *fraidy

" mouse, but even I think

" Creepella and her family are
LWVEULLYY fascinating.
I can’t wait for you to read
this fa-mouse-ly funny and

SPECTACULARLY SPOOKY tale!
Geronimo Stilton







A famous writer
ysterious Valley and and friend of
solves spooky cases with Creepella.
her inseparable pet
bat, Bitewing.

An extremely mad

i

N scientist and an

gyptian

Troublemaking twins
and expert spies.

The von Cacklefur
rs, and her family’s pet
pet is a gigantic tarantula ‘cockroach.
named Dolores.
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y haunts 3
The butler to the von

klefur family, and a
snob right dc
tips of his w

The cook at C .
Castle. He dreams

8 : Creepella’s father, and

ultimate stew. f f P
the funeral director at
Fabumouse Funerals.

guard plant.













Geronimo Stilton

CREEPELLA VN CACKLEFUR,

Scholastic Inec.






All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright
Conventions. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted,
downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced
into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by
any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter
invented, without the express written permission of the publisher. For
information regarding permission, please contact Atlantyca S.p.A., Via
Leopardi 8, 20123 Milan, Italy; e-mail foreignrights@atlantyca.it, www.
atlantyca.com.

e-ISBN 978-0-545-41479-1

Copyright © 2011 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Corso Como 15, 20154
Milan, Italy.

International Rights © Atlantyca S.p.A.
English translation © 2013 by Atlantyca S.p.A.

GERONIMO STILTON names, characters, and related indicia are copy-
right, trademark, and exclusive license of Atlantyca S.p.A. All rights
reserved. The moral right of the author has been asserted.

Based on an original idea by Elisabetta Dami.
www.geronimostilton.com

Published by Scholastic Inc., 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012,
SCHOLAGSTIC and associated logos are trademarks and/or registered
trademarks of Scholastic Inc.

Stilton is the name of a famous English cheese. It is a registered trade-
mark of the Stilton Cheese Makers’ Association. For more information,
go to www.stiltoricheese.com.

Text by Geronimo Stilton

Original title I/ rap della paura

Cover by Giuseppe Ferrario (pencils and inks) and Giulia Zaffaroni (color)
[lustrations by Ivan Bigarella (pencils and inks) and

Daria Cerchi (color)

Graphics by Yuko Egusa

Special thanks to Tracey West
Translated by Lidia Morson Tramontozzi
Interior design by Elizabeth Frances Herzog

First printing, June 2013


http://www.atlantyca.com/
http://www.geronimostilton.com/
http://www.stiltoncheese.com/




AN AFTERNOON
IN THE LLIBRARY

A ray of sun as W as cheese sauce
streamed through the window and lit up the
rows and rows of B@@ around me.
The multicolored spines *gl manele
in the sunlight. I breathed deeply, enjoying
the l@Vel(j' smell of all that printed
paper.

I’m sorry, I forgot to introduce myself. My
name is Stilton, gmm@ Hbelton. I'm
the editor of The Rodent’s Gazette, the most
FAMOUSE newspaper on Mouse Island.

[ was spending a pleasant afternoon in the
New Mouse City Library. My
nephew Benjamin was writing a research
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paper on JANCIENT Greece.

[ was happy to go with him because
I had some work of my own to do.
I had to read some documents

about ELLOCHHISR lIfA. the city
where my friend CREEPELLR VON

CACKLEFUR tives.
Why was 1 doing that, you ask?

Her friend, the famouse author
Billy Squeakspeare, had to leave

for a LOQ@©©AG trip. So I had
been helping Creepella put together )

- a 754-volume encyclopedia about (—f \






the GHODIS

Each volume is three thousand

pages long. Yikes! Poor me!

Benjamin’s table. He looked up when ﬂ“i‘

he saw me. LA

&) “The ,ﬂNG[ENT Greeks were =g
MOUSE*_/SfSTlf 1” he said. - BLS






AN AFTERNOON IN THE LIBRARY

I nodded. I found them fascinating, too.

“Did you know that they invented the
theater?” Benjamin asked, his whiskers
twitching with excitement. “They had these
festivals where PoetS would compete to
see who was the best.”

“That sounds just like the ERIGHT]

contest in Gloomeria!” I cried. “I was just

reading about its history.”

S SSSSSS. ,S'Ii !// ” grumbled a little

gray mouse sitting at the table. Her snout
was buried in a book called STINKY
CHEESES AND THE RODENTS
WHO LOVE THEM.

I ignored her and went to the bookshelf to
find the book about the Fright Night contest.

I was about to grab it when I noticed a
000, .80,00, 00 (80,80, 00,

QNG A0 @ on top of the book.







AN AFTERNOON IN THE LIBRARY

Then two BEADY EYES blinked at me
0\‘/:3;\ X(X)X)zcover A A A\’“’“’”

I screamed. Then I realized that it was
Bitewjng , the pet bat of the von Cacklefur
family.

“Why are you SHOUTZNG?”

asked the cheeky little bat. “This is a library,
not a football stadium!”







AN AFTERNOON IN THE LIBRARY

|li|] "'-l ™

“What are you doing here?” I whispered.
He handed me a mmmm
that he’d been clutching
in his claws.

“CREEPELLA sent
you this,” he replied.

“It’s her new book.
Publish it now! NO

excuses:
Bitewing flew off and left

me there TREMBLING Had

it just been a dream? But [ held the
N[O TIE1B]O] O] K R DXL LY
which proved that I was awake!

Benjamin came over and took the book
from me. He sat down to read it, and I looked
over his shoulder. I started to Bl
The book told the story of what had happened
the last time I visited Creepella in Mysterious

6







Valley. It had been a truly TERRIFYING

time . . . and I wasn’t surc [ wanted to
remember it!

But the book was § -TASTIC,
and I couldn’t stop reading it. It was
when Benjamin and I finished.

As we walked home, we talked about the
incredibly strange and MY PORIOUL

story we had just read.
“It's an awesome story,

Uncle!” Benjamin said.

=5
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AN AFTERNOON IN THE LIBRARY

T

itz |

“You should publish it right away. NO
evcuses!

I had to admit that he was right. Even
though the whole experience had given me
W%h@mmﬁﬁ, I couldn’t keep this fantastic
tale from Creepella’s fans. So I published it!
It’s called FR‘GHT N‘GH and I'm sure
you’ll like it, too.

Happy reading!













AN URGENT

TELEGRAM

“Urgent TELEGRAM for Boris von
Cacklefur!”

CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR and her niece
Shivereen heard the cry. They ran outside as
Cary Speedpaws, the mailmouse, rode up on







AN URGENT TELEGRAM

his bicycle. He handed a yellow sheet of
paper to Creepella.

She read the note out loud: '——?1

.

.
=1
DELIVER TO

BORIS VON CACKLEFUR, POET &

&Q\\?KB 18 ft? W]Ifit is 112 W‘hat 15 IS

Bitewing screeched.

Creepella smiled. “I think I know. But it’s
for Dad. Let’s Io@mmAy and find him! He
must be holed up someplace writing one of
his poems.”

&N 1 N






AN URGENT TELEGRAM

“Maybe he’s feeding his RLLIGRTORS,”
Shivercen guessed. “He says they give him

inspiration.”

That’s exactly where they found him —
feeding little balls of Chef Stewrat’s S'f:iHK&l
Stew to the alligators they kept in the castle.

e -\5\.

—
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AN URGENT TELEGRAM

Every time he threw a ball of stew he made
a rhyme.

" me Stewl
Here 1Sl;:u maw and chews
77 rhymme Sor 47,
t's what 1d°:

“Father, a telegram arrived for you,” said
Creepella, her @ F@& 8 cyes gleaming.
Boris was surprised. “For me?”

et it! Read jy! Read ¥

screeched Bitewing impatiently.

Curious, Boris silently read the telegram.
Then he let out a cry, as though he had just
been bitten by a tarastaia.

N B TNR






AN URGENT TELEGRAM

“Rattle my bones!” he shouted. “This says

that I'm a finalist in the FR‘GHT N’GHT

contest. But that’s GZREASSHR. 1 didn’t enter!”
“No, but I entered for you!” Creepella said.

The rest of the von Cacklefur family heard
Boris’s cry and started streaming into the

room.

“What is all this SHOUTING
about?” asked Madame LaTomb,
the family’s housekeeper.

“Whatever happened, it wasn’t
our fault!” said Snip and Snap, the

nischizyvous twins.

“Not this time!” chirped Howler, the
FErOCiOUS canary that lives in Madame
LaTomb’s hair.

“Our very own Boris is a finalist in the
Fright Night contest!” Creepella announced.

Everyone cheered, but Boris looked M

N BTN






AN URGEM
= \

" \\gﬂ.

“What’s wrong, Father?”
Creepella asked.

“I love to write poetry,
but the last time I entered a
competition it was truly HD&PJB@,” her
father answered. “I was a young ratling, in
the fourth grade. I wrote a magnificent poem
about graveyard And then my
classmate, Chester Cheater, stole the poem
from my desk! I was so WPSEL that I ran
away. Chester won, and I was hcaatbr'ok@n."
[ vowed never to enter a pocetry contest again.”

“But your poems are too good to keep
hidden away!” Creepella said. “That’s why
I entered you. You must share them with all
ol Mysterious Valley.”

Boris sighed. “I suppose that was a long
time ago. And I do have some delightfully
FRIGHTENING ncw poems I'd like to share. . . .”

N BTN






AN URGENT TELEGRAM

Then it’s settled"’ Creepella said. “Now

let s LefDLELE) . The finals are today at

”

Creepella dashed out31de to her SUPERFAST
car, the Fanriborapiel SOO@. Boris,
Shivereen, and Bitewing followed her.

“On the way, I'll pick up é/%mmw
@?M@,” Creepella said. “He’s staying at
Squecakspeare Mansion, working on the
ENCYCLOPEDIA”

When they arrived at the ITATIISIOII,

Sigh . Geronimo was in the garden.
He held a telegram between
his paws, and he looked
wiseranle.

“You received a telegram,
to0?” Shivereen asked.

Geronimo handed it to
Creepella.

AN 16 TN






AN URGENT TELEGRAM

“You're so LUC K Y Gerrykins!”

Creepella exclaimed.

Geronimo frowned. “Lucky? Fright Night?
I'm too BUSY to be a judge. I'm working on
the encyclopedia of GHOSITS, remember?”

“No excuses!” Creepella said firmly. “This
is a real honor. And I'm going to write a

faﬁtas 1C article about the whole
thing!”

N 1T TR






THE SHIVERS

MACHINE

Creepella pushed Geronimo into her car and
sped off.

“I'm so CLYi%US!” she said. “Every year,
Spruce Dazzlefur, the set director, creates a
S'm;al' sct for the contest. I wonder
what he’ll do this year?”

They quickly arrived at the studios and
followed the signs to the Fright Night arena.

A stage shaped like aw oval

looked like it was inspired by ancient

Greece. @%@@m drapes formed the
backdrops. \PAARY N‘GHT fans were

beginning to fill the stands that surrounded
the stage.

N 1B TN






THE SHIVERS MACHINE

“e/iWEQS“@m@':!: This year Dazzlefur
outdid himself!” Shivereen exclaimed as she
looked around.

Geronimo was looking around, too — for
a way to @8@Zyo2. He wanted to get back to
work. He still had thousands of pages to
write.

But a STRUNG paw slapped him on the
shoulder.

. & AND GI&A(}MI&SI If it isn’t
the most famouse writer from New Mouse
City! Our final judge!” . alk \.‘ere‘.

[t was Professor Dubloon, Wex

who teaches 9‘7“‘
Bistory a whe

Academy of Arts and

Shivers. He lifted his
@Pﬁf(h and winked
at Creepella.



















THE SHIVERS MACHINE

“Hello, Professor!” Creepella said. “Are

you a judge, just like my little Gerrykins?”

“That’s right,” Dubloon answered. “Along
with your former TEMCIIER, Professor
Cleverpaws. And a rather BORING

reporter from The Gloomeria Times. I'm
sure even the SHIVERS MACKINE
won’t wake her up!”

Geronimo’s €4ar'S
perked up. “Sh-shivers
Machine?” he asked.

Creepella pointed to
the judges’ table. Each
of the four seats had a

“Thats 1t sheexplamed “When the
ST EED , they will Shake and

N 2 TN






THE SHIVERS MACHINE

SHIVER, making the ropes tfemble. The

shivers get recorded by the machine, which

lights up in colors ranging from Putrip
PuRPLe 1o FUI=@EM WIIRTE. 1t
goes all the way from ‘Slightly Spooked’ to

222

‘Fainting from Fright.
_“Why, exactly, would the judges get

LY 2" Geronimo wondered.
“Don’t you know, Gerrykins?” Creepella
asked. “That’s the whole

purpose of the contest.

The winning poet is the
one who can ﬁ'igh‘tﬁﬂ
the judges the most!”
Geronimo turned as
@AL@ as a slice of
mozzarella just thinking
about what was in store.
“You're the same
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THE SHIVERS MACHINE

color as the SHIVERS MACKINE 1~

Bitewing exclaimed.

Geronimo tried to run for the exit again,
but this time Profecssor Cleverpaws stopped
him.

“If it isn’t the most IFAMEUSE writer in
New Mouse City!” she said. “How nice to
meet you! We must sit down. The competition

is about to begin.”







CoNTEST BEGIN!

Professor Cleverpaws pUShed

Geronimo toward the judges’ table. Professor
Dubloon was already seated next to a rodent
with gray fur who was fast a“ﬂlee]:.

“That’s Evelyn Dozer, the OLIDEST
reporter at The Gloomeria Times,” Professor
Cleverpaws QXP‘QFNQD. “She is head of the
Obituaries department.” 7

“Nice to meet you,” Geronimo said /Vﬂ}

politely.

Professor Cleverpaws coughed
lightly. “Ahem . . . she won’t
answer. She’s been aleefi;lg
for more than six years.”

N B TN






Ler e ConrEST BEGIN!

Geronimo reluctantly took a seat next to

Professor Dubloon. An assistant appeared
and began to tie his tail to the mthat
was connected to the SHIVERS MACHINE.

Before Geronimo could protest, the host of
the contest, Crystal Glamorosa, appeared on

the stage. She wore a BLACK DRESS
with a cape that looked like bat wings.

she shouted, and the

audience went m

“Welcome to Fright Night,
the contest to find the
most terrifying poet in all

ol Mysterious Valley!”

The fans CLAPP ED,
v cheered. and
Crystal Clamnorosa HeeTED.

N 26 TNB






LET THE COM

Then Crystal explained the rules of the
contest.

“FOUR talented poets are here today,
but only m will make it to the finals,”

she said. “The last poet standing will earn

the DISTINGUISHIED title of

FRIGHT WIGHT (DOL -

The crowd burst into applause, filling the
arena with a sound like thunder.
“The two poets who make it to the finals

will cach try to make the judges SHEVER

the most,” she went on. “The shivers can

only be caused by their P IRE G
Yo . No shivering from @ther
sources — such as fans or air conditioners —

is allowed.”
Then Crystal dramatically pointed to the
curtain behind her.

N 2T TNR






Ler e ConrEST BEGIN!

she announced.

The curtain opened,
revealing four rodents

dressed in PURPLE
TUNICS.

“First, a poet with a
personality as thrilling
as an carthworm, the
deeply depressing

>t

¥ VERA VERSA”

In the front row, Vera’s family let out a
gloomy cheer. “WWhoooaaaaaahh!”
they moaned.

X

“Second, from the BIEIR







LET THE COM

Cacklefur castle, that fantastic

funeral director,
BORIS VON CACKLEFUR!”

Creepella, Bitewing, and

Shivereen cheered 'lllml"

from the sidelines.
Then Crystal pointed to the

third contestant, a teenage
mouse with GPYHQ

black fur on her head.
“Our third poet is a young

rodent with a truly gloomy
outlook on life,

" Lysles Sonnetailr J

A group of teenage fans in the
back row waved black-and-

purplc POM=POMS.

AN 2 TR






Ler e ConrEST BEGIN!

“And finally, the {PARMNANY
NIGHD] for six years

running, the most horrifying

poet in all of Mysterious

%
_

Valley, our somber superstar, !

¥ Brad Balladeer
The crowd EXPwDE D

as the famouse poct took a
bow. The three rodents who

Balladeen cheered the loudest were
those troublemaking triplets,

=
q

‘i
&\

LA
I 4

the Rattenbaum sisters.

“Jou're [fle be gt["

“You're ¢o h any Jgornel 5
“You'pe f&\ﬂl\“l '

NN 30 R






Ler mHE ConTEST BEGIN!

Shamley, the triplets” grandfather, agreed.

“And he’s very HIGH-CLASS!” he
added. “What a rat!”
Crystal opened her arms wide.

Lot the %ﬁbegm\.ﬂ

N 3L TNB






Rounp ONE:

\ Tie Ror1EN Rap

“I didn’t realize Brad Balladeer was going to
be here,” said Shivereen DEIYOUSIY. “He’s
a tough competitor!”

Creepella sniffed. “He gets by on
G1iT% and good looks!

His poems are completely

unoriginal. Father will
beat him easily.”

“Are you sure?”

Shivereen asked.
Creepella nodded.
“1 PEERED in Father’s
notebook. His latest poems are truly

RALIAE One is a real masterpicce.”

Y 2 TN®






Rouxp ONE: THER‘OM

“What s 1t called?” asked her niece.
Whlspered “But dont tell anybody'”

Then Horatio Puffyfur, the Fright
Night official, sat next to the SHIVERS Q
MACHINE. It was his job to record 0@.&‘,‘

[ '

the scores of each contestant.
Crystal spoke wup again.
“For the first round, each
contestant will create a verse
of a rap song on the spot,”
she announced “It’s time for

The erowd MM and @@(h@d

“To get our poets started we're lueky to

have two of the top R@PPI 20DONES
all of Mysterious Valley,” Crystal sa1d “Put
Vor paws together f01 R T






MTHE Rorrey Rap

Creepella clapped. “What a TREAT 1
love these two. Their rhymes are nauscating,

and they have a great beat.”
The sound of a HWEAVY bass beat filled

the arena. Then two RAPPERS holding

microphones bounded onto the stage —

m' andw m

the Creepy Crew.

Hello, éloomeria!






ROUND ONE: THER‘OM

The rappers @mm@[g[a up and down to
the beat.
“Do you think Grandfather Boris can

R@P?” Shivereen whispered.
“I’'m not sure,” Creepella replied. “Let’s see
what happens.”

Then BN HEPORE BaD®

launched into the first verse of their rap:

On 3 dark and s{'.owrmy hiﬁh'b
In the middle of the woods,

A young vodent was lost.

She was weaving a ved hood.
Boom—th—th—Boom—th—h—Boom
BOOm BOOM

AN B TNR






%;’ e e

J\ Y It was Vera Versa’s turn next. She rapped
in a high, shrill voice.

The crowd applauded weakly, and the

S? Shivers Machine didn’t move at all. Then it

J\ was Boris’s turn.

Is not muth of d stare.
Bu{: look at "Haose shadows —
| see some'{:hing {:here,’
Boam-—ch—ah-—BoOm-ch—ch—-Boom
BOOm BOOm

e WS







Then it was teenage mouse Lyrica ./\
Sonnetail’s turn.
D), The shadows were glOOm\[;
7 & and davk, and dreary.
3 The 3ir| became dismal,
and solemh, and 'l',ea!r\/-
Boom__ch._ch.—Boom—-Ch-—-C‘\-BOOW‘
Boom BOOM k
The Shivers Machine was starting to move. V
All eyes turned to Brad Balladeer, to see what
the master poet would do. He spoke in a {
loud, commanding voice. j

g —

e Then a 3hos‘l'. cat jum?ed ou‘u
WY& The youny rat let out a seveam.

The ghost twirled about.

The ehd- | am suP‘reme,! S\

Boom—th—th—Boom—eh—th—Boom %

Boom Boom

et T T Y







Rounp Two:
Mixp-BENDING

RIDDLES

The erowd clapped and the Creepy Crew
left the stage. Horatio Puffyfur gave the
results of the SHIVERS M ACHINE.

“Brad Balladeer gets fifteen points. Boris
von Cacklefur earns ten points. Lyrica
Sonnetail earns five points, and Vera Versa
carns zero,” he announced.

The Rattenbaum triplets cheered muly
for Brad, but Creepella wasn’t worried.

“This isn’t over yet,” she told Shivereen.

Then the stage began to tremble, and [our
S kel s*hfi»‘itﬁ

“QOOOQOOOOOOHWWW ’

ST BTN
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@l booths rose up from the floor.






Rounp Two: Minp-Benping RIDDLES

The crowd was truly amazed.

“Contestants, please enter a booth,” Crystal
instructed. “In thls round you will each be
asked to solve a [XATIAYEN |

mﬂaa.ﬂ aiter hearmg three clues. If

you guess correctly you will earn ten points.

From here on out, the poet with the lowest
score at the end of each round will be
ELIMINATED!”

“My father should do very well,” Creepella
whispered to Shivereen. “He can solve a
riddle faster thana S idef can spin a web!”

Crystal opened an envelope. “BORIS VON
CACKLEFUR, you're up first. Here is your
first M@ : The mouse who makes this
doesn’t need it.”

Boris nodded but didn’t answer.

“Second [RIBIJ®: The mouse who buys it
will not use it.”

N 9 TNR






Boris smiled and waited for the next clue.
“Third [HIBI]®: The mouse who USeS it

will never see it! What is it?”

Boris looked confident. “It’s a w, of

course!”
Creepella clapped happily. “Great job, Dad!”

N A0 TR






It was Brad’s turn next. The famouse poet

closed his eyes, concentrating.

“First , Brad: You cannot teveh it,
hear it, or smell it, but you know when it is
around you.”

Brad opened one eye, but did not answer.

NN AL TR






m Minp-BENDING RIDDLES

“Second [HBMI®: It can fill
H]I]]E,[ES, but it has no

shape.”
Brad didn’t wait for the
third clue. He raised his
arms triumphantly.

“It’s '.lm.., obviously!”

The crowd went . Then it was Vera

Versa’s turn. She was as pale as mozzarella.

“Vera, here is your first [JB{TJ|,” Crystal
began. “It has no YOICL but you can hear it
cry.”

Vera waited for the second [HIT]R.

“It can tear apart trees, but it has no arms.”

The crowd was rumbling. Many had
guessed the answer, but not Vera.

“Third [HB]®&: You can Pool it, but you
can’t see it.”

Vera’s eyes suddenly lit up. “Is it the wing?”

AT B2 TN






Rounp Two: Minp-Benping RIDDLES

“Correch!” Crystal cried, and everyone
clapped.

It was Lyrica’s turn. The mousclet looked
like she was getting extremely bored with the
whole contest. Crystal started to read the
first [HB0NR.

“It’s as BAIN@EME as . . 7

“It’s a@ without a moon!”
Lyrica answered impatiently.

Crystal shook her head. “I'm sorry. The

right answer was . . . a crow!
Lyrica, since the round is / i
over and you only have five . 7
points, you are ELIMINATED!” — /

Then the stage opened
up, and Lyrica’s booth -

quickly DHGMDDBQMED

beneath it.

o
Y
. :






RounD THREE:

TERROR TIME

“Grandfather Boris is still in the game,” said
Shivereen. “And to think, he didn’t even
want to enter!”

“I know he can WA Creepella said
confidently. “No one can Fhuyrane like
Boris von Cacklefur.”

At the judges’ table, Professor Dubloon
eagerly rubbed his paws together.

“It’s about to get ?G#?R he said,

nudging Geronimo, whose whiskers began

to twitch nervously. “We may even see our
sleeping reporter WAKE€ UP!”

Crystal Glamorosa faced the audience once
more.

N 4N






RoUND THREE: TERROR TIME

“Now it’s time for Round Three!” she
declared. “It’s "ERROR TIHE! Each

contestant will be assigned one word. Then

they’ll have exactly one minute to compose a
BLOAD-CURPLING poem based on the word!”

“A minute is not much time,” Shiverecen
remarked.

“Brad, since you’re in the lead, you go
first,” Crystal said. She pointed to Horatio
Puffyfur, who held up FUVE-ENGELRIES.
“Pick a number from one to four, Brad.”

‘NUMBER THREE!” said the poet
dramatically.

Crystal took the envelope from Horatio
and read the word out loud.

“Tombl!”

The arena was SILENT as Horatio counted
a minute on his stopwatch. Then he nodded
to Brad, who began his poem confidently.

N B TND






"I slowly walked inside the tomp,
Among the spiderwebs and hones,
It was a dark and dreary room,
Aud I was cold and all alone,
Then suddenly, my light went out,
And the skulls hegan to seream qnd shont!”

shouted the audience members.







RoUND THREE: TERROR TIME

The Shivers Machine went all

the way up to “Fainting from
Fright.” Geronimo was so

scared he tried to ram
away, but the rope was
tied to his tail, and he

TR‘PpED and fell‘

will be tough to beat!” said Crystal. She
looked at Boris. “All right, Boris, it’s your
turn. Choose an envelope!”

“‘NUMBER ONE!"” Boris said, and
then Crystal read the word.

“Gravel”

“Dad should be able to ace this one,”
Creepella whispered to Shivereen.

Boris closed his eyes, thinkirng, as the
minute clicked away. Then Horatio gave him
the signal to start.
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Rounp THREE: TERROR TIME

“] WANDERED PAST A GHASTLY GRAVE.

AND SAW THE DIRT HAD BEEN MOVED ABOUT.
BEFORE I cOULD RUN, OR EVEN SCBEAM,’ ,
A BONY SKELETON JUMPED RIGHT OUT!

| The arrow on the Shivers
Machine jumped nearly all the

way to the top, to the “m
PETRIFYING 1cvel. Creepella and

Shivereen let out a cheer.

The audience liked the poem,
too. s
“ﬂ*ighﬁfuul chifling!
«A real ﬁT‘OﬁM"% V@V@?' ”

Boris smiled, plecascd. Then it was Vera

Versa’s turn. She chose number four, and
Crystal shouted her word:

“Phantom!”
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RoUND THREE: TERROR TIME

After a minute, Vera began:

A Phantem sat down to freakfast,
It wag the meal he [iked the most,
But he had no fread, §¢ the phantom sajd,
Tm a ghost without any Toagt!™

The audience was SILENT at first.
Then they began to 3@1*1;}-*};7!. Then the
judges iau-_._g;?;aﬁd. Crystal and Horatio
Iau hxzd The only rodents who weren’t
33:151 _".;?lﬁng were Evelyn Dozer, who
was still asleep, and Vera Versa, who knew
that she had lost. The Shivers Machine arrow
was moving — but from laughter, not from
fright.

Crystal delivered the verdict.

“ELIMINATED!” she cried.
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RoUND THREE: TERROR TIME

P OOF ! Vera Versa’s booth disappeared
beneath the stage. Crystal dried her TEARS
(from laughing so hard) and then announced,

“The final two YARIIRY WHERY contestants

are Brad Balladeer and Boris von Cacklefur!”

“Brad! Brad!”

cheered half the crowd.

"BOBIS! BOBIS!”

cheered the other half.
Crystal waved to the audience. “It’s time

for intermission! We’ll be back in twenty
minutes!”

Boris left the stage and joined Creepella
and Shivereen.

%
“Youre doing G R@E"/if Father!”

Crecpella said, giving him a hug.
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“Thank you,” Boris replied. “But Brad is
going to be difficult to beat. And there’s
something ©DDLY familiar about him. . . 7
He thoughtfully pulled his '.f-':

“You'd better start prac'tilcihg '3}0111* final
poem, Father,” Creepella reminded him.

“Yes, OF €COVRSE!” Boris agreed. Then he
walked off to his dressing room.







Geronimo slowly untied the from
his tail. Professor Dubloon was busy chatting
with Professor Cleverpaws. Evelyn Dozer
was §10ring away next to him. It was the
perfect time to ESGAPE'!

“They don’t really need me,” he reasoned.
“I need to get back to my writing.”

He SLEVILYY began to tiptoe away. Then
he scurried backstage, where he hoped he
wouldn’t be seen. To his SURPRISE, he
found Brad Balladeer talking with the
Rattenbaum triplets. All four were clutching

long BENPEEES in their paws.
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THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

“He’s the perfect MUMIMY!” Brad told the
triplets, laughing.

Geronimo forgot all about his escape plan.

There was something SnERtELEmE

about this scene.
“What MUMIMY are you talking about?”
he asked them. “And why do you need all

these bandages?”







THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

“0ft. look. it'S Creefe“a»'s friQI\J.”
said Lilly.

“Why do gou hang areunld with
fler?” asked Milly.

“We're much mere inferesling”
said Tilly.

Before Geronimo could respond, Brad

stepped up to him. “I asked these lovely
ladies to help EI’BS!@.{-A"E me,” he said. “I
need a rhyme for my poem, ‘Ode to the
Mummy.” The bandages help get me in a
mummy mood.”

“Bandages? Really?” asked Geronimo.

Brad rolled his eyes impatiently. w\ﬁ*'m‘::“'{
Then he turned to the Rattenbaums. 1% _
“Let us go, my Tnufel. Poetry S

does not wait!”







THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

Geronimo watched them head toward

Brad’s dressing room. He didn’t believe their
story, but he had other things to think about.

“I must go work on that LICICLOFIDIA!” he
said. “The faster I finish, the faster I can get
away from this BYZARRT. valley!”

He was only a few steps away from the
back door when he heard CBEEPELLA"S
voice behind him.

“Here you are, Gerrykins!” she said.
“I've been looking for you!”

Geronimo turned and saw
Creepella holding a pot of
ST

“Isn’t it wonderful? Chef
Stewrat and the whole von Cacklefur family

arc here,” she said. “A pot of Chef’s stew is
just the thing to give Father the ENERGY
he needs to win. Would you like some?”
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THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

Geronimo sniffed at the stin kq stew and
then shook his head.

“Well, come anyway,” she said. “I'm sure

Father can use some encouragement.”
“B-but the encyclopedia . . .” Geronimo
stammered.
Then he felt a paw on his back.

“YOou \D mf !YOU pidt CONFESS!”

It was Professor Dubloon. Geromino was
very CONFUSED.

“By the strings of my @pat(h, it was
you!” the angry professor went on. “You
thief!”

“What happened?” Creepella asked gently.

“Somebody STOLE my ship!” Dubloon
roared. “It was parked right outside the
arena. And now it's GON -1

“Your ship?” asked Geronimo.
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THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

“The professor has a
pirate ship on wheels,”
Creepella explained. “I

wonder who would want
to steal it?”
Dubloon pointed at
Geronimo.

< STOLE 1TV
“Don’t be SILLY,

Professor!” Creepella
said with a laugh.
“Geronimo is the
most

rodent I know.
We'll help you later.
We need to go see

my father!”

Creepella

grabbed






THREE SUSPICIOUS THINGS

Geronimo by the clbow and led him to Boris’s
dressing room. But when she opened the
door, she was SUR@JR@LSE P to find that
her father wasn’t there.

“Where could he be?” Creepella asked.

“Hmm,” muttered Geronimo to himself.
“A mysterious mummy. A missing vehicle.
And now this. It’s all very ENEERGE@EENE "

Just then the Rattenbaum triplets walked
past the door, FI@lSERENG].







When they saw Creepella, the triplets stopped
laughing.

“Leck who’s here!” said Milly.

“It’s bering old Creepella,” added Tilly.

“I bet she’s lcwkjr\g for her daddy,” sneered
Lilly.

Creepella marched up to them.

“How do you know that?” she asked. “Have
you seen my father?”

“Your father is a SCAREDY-RAT,” Milly
said.

“He knew that Brad is going to )
said Tilly.

“So he RAN away!” Lilly finished.
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WHERE'S Boris?

“He would If{8f do that!” Creepella insisted.

“Oh, no? That’s what he did in fourth
grade,” the triplets said together.

Creepella’s 8?{?@(\' eyes flashed with
anger. “How did you know that?”

But the triplets HJRRIED away without
answering. Creepella started to go after
them, but Geronimo held her back.

“Calm down,” he said. “I have something

to tell you.”

“Not now, Geronimo,” Creepella said
impatientlg. “We must find Father!”

Creepella ran so fast that Geronimo could
not keep up. She found her family in the
stands. They were enjoying Chel Stewrat’s
Smellq stew.

“Father is MISSING"’ Creepella
announced. “The Rattenbaum triplets said
he ran away, but I don’t believe them!”
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“Well, he was REEYVOUS about the
contest,” Shivereen pointed out.

“True, but he is very PROUID of that
poem he wrote,” Creepella said. “I know he
wants to recite it in the final round.”

“Maybe that Brad Balladeer fellow knows
something,” muttered Grandma Crypt. “That
young rat looks quite familiar....”

Geronimo finally caught up to Creepella.

“I have something to tell you,” he told her,
Ilu’f"flng and pu£f1ng . “It’s important!”







WHERE'S Boris?

“Father is missing,” Creepella said. “That’s
more important!”

“But I think something ENEREELEWE
is going on,” Geronimo insisted. “Before
Boris went missing, [ saw Brad with the
Rattenbaum triplets and a bunch of bandages.
They were acting very ST?[AN G<

“That is suspicious,” Creepella said. “I
think you’re onto somecthing, Gerrykins.
Let’s go solve this MYSTERY"”

They headed back to Boris’s dressing room
to look for EEEE Shivereen, who
always loved a good mystery, joined them. So
did Bitewing, but he went along for the

in Creepella’s
pockets.

As they walked down the hall, they saw
Professor Cleverpaws examining the floor

with a huge m;@ging glass.
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WHERE'S Boris?

“Professor, are you looking for my father,

t00?” Creepella asked.

“Your father? 1 didn’t know he was
missing,” the professor replied. “No, I'm
trying to help Professor Dubloon find his
missing p‘fm ‘m-”

“That’s another EIIEIER[G@REWE
disappearance,” Geronimo remarked.

Creepella nodded. “Exactly! And I have a
huneh that those two disappearances are
connected. If we find the pirate ship, we’ll
find Father!”

Professor Cleverpaws

pointed to the floor.
“See these? These are
tracks madec by the
boat’s wheels. If we

follow them, we may
find the boat.”






WHERE'S Boris?

Everyone eagerly followed Professor

Cleverpaws as she moved along the

@Zé@, but then she stopped at the
entrance to the LOPROPTIOO0 m gate.

Beyond the gate were the sets for the movies
made at the studio.

“There are too many @Zé@ beyond
the gate,” the professor said, shaking her

head. “I’ll have to following them.”

“Don’t worry, we'll take it from here!”
Creepella promised.

“But we don’t even know where to look,”
Geronimo Ppretested. “This could take
TOREVER ~

Creepella ignored him and PUSHED
open the gate. Shivercen and Bitewing
followed her, and Geronimo reluctantly
joined them.

Next to the gate, three blonde heads poked

Y 66 TN






W HERE'S Bﬁ'

out of three large fake rocks.
“She’s getting t°° cloSG,” said Milly
“We have to fOHOW her!” added Lilly.
“She can’t fir\J oul what happened,”
warned Tilly.







Movie Ser

The studio lot was Cl‘OlUded with rodents
scurrying between the /5% movie sets.
As they began their search, Geronimo turned
to Creepella.

“What did those %ﬁg}gﬁ mean before?”
he asked. “About your father in fourth
grade?”

Creepella told him the story of how Chester
Cheater STOLE young Boris’s poem. “He
never entered a contest again,” she explained.
“But that was a long time ago. I'm sure he
hasn’t rerm away!”

Then the Rattenbaum triplets strolled by,

carrying [SIEIEIEIEIAISIES].
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msar Moviz Skt

Creepella’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t trust
those three.”

“What should we do now, Auntie?”
Shivereen asked.

“Let’s talk to my friend, the movie director
SYLVIA CINEMOUSE, Creepella
suggested. “Maybe she’s seen something.”

They found Sylvia on the set of her new
film, FOREST OF FUR.

“Creepella, how good to see you!” she

cried. “Can I convince you to SFAR
in my next film? I've got the

[ _],IT part

»»

Creepella
shook her head.

“Thanks, but being
an l“\C F RESS isn’t

in my plans.”
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L o 3

“That’s too bad,” said Sylvia. “You’ve got a
GREAST look, and a CGREAT name,

t0o0.

“Name?” asked Shivereen.

“Sure,” said Sylvia. “Every MVi€ STAR
needs a great name. Take Johnny Depprat,
the F}\I\‘IOUSE actor. His name used
to be Henry Squishyface. He never got any
work. Then he changed it, and now he’s a
SstaR!”

While Creepella and her friend talked,
Geronimo looked around the set for clues.
He ?RIPPE@ over three bushes that
seemed to come out of nowhere.

“How dare you, you cz“ﬂsv
rodent!” said the bushes. Then they shuffled
away.

“Quiet, everyone!” Sylvia shouted through
her megaphone. “This is a movie set.”
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L o 3

“Sorry,” Geronimo said. “But we'’re trying
to solve a MYSTERY here. Creepella’s
father is missing.”

“Oh, dear,” said Sylvia. “How can I help?”

“We were wondering if you’ve seen a
Wm ‘ﬁff on wheels roll through here,”
Crecpella said.

Sylvia shook her head. “Sorry, no. It’s been
CRAZY around here all morning. But if
I see one, I'll let you know.”

Then Shivereen cried out in a IQUD
voice.

“Auntie, come here! 1 think I've found

22
!

something
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MysTERIOUS

FRAGMENTS

Creepella ran to Shivereen, who was holding
up a TORN scrap of paper.

“I found it on the ground, and there are

some weird €3’ €} € & ":.3;0“3.‘ right
next to it,” Shivereen reported. “It has one
word on it: ‘Once.”
“Hmm. Once,” repeated Creepella.
Shivercen moved forward along the
..a" :go‘zg ..6.' .(.3“ “é.. 4
“Hey, look! Here’s another!
And another!”
Geronimo caught up to

them, and they all worked

together to pick up the SCRAPS
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MYSTERIOUS FRAGMENTS

of paper. Each one had WORDS on it.
Creepella started to rearrange them like a
EEE EE Then she gasped.

“Rats and bats! This is —”

“What is it? What is it? What is it?”
Bitewing interrupted.

“OOk”” Creepella said urgently.

“Its the ﬁrst verse of my iathers poem

“But why is the poem all TORN up?”
Shivereen wondered. “And what are the
pieces doing here?”
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MFMGMENTS

“This is an (/0 DIV I clue,”
Creepella said.

Geronimo was walking with his head
down, looking '['01' more scraps of the poem,
when he B%Y ED into a rodent.

“Don’t be so @E@m?” the rodent
snapped.

“I'm sorry,” Geronimo said. Then he looked

up. “CO@EA EEANEECRAR? What arc

you doing here?”







MYSTERIOUS FRAGMENTS

“I could ask you the same thing,” Brad
replied.

Creepella marched over. Her eyes narrowed
pyopicioyply

“Geronimo asked you first,” she said.
“What are you doing here?”

A ﬂ@ﬁk look crossed Brad’s face. “I'm

just going on a little walk before the final

round. Why? Is that against the rules?”

“No, it isn’t,” CREEPELLA answered







MYsTERIOUS FRAGMENTS

. “But that answer smells like a
ME to me!”

Brad sniffed, turned around quickly, and

HURRIED away. As he left, Geronimo

spotted something shiny on the ground.

“It’s a watch,” Geronimo said, picking it
up. “With the letters ‘C.C. engraved on
the back.”

“That’s strange,” Creepella remarked.
“Brad’s initials are ‘B.B.”

Shivereen tugged at Creepella’s sleeve.
“Auntie, look!” she said, pointing at the floor.

“Brad left some strange '& 6‘“

B St YR e %2 behind.”
Creepella knelt down to examine them.
“Rats and bats!” she exclaimed. “This is . .

Sanp:”
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“gﬁ@?? ” asked Shivereen. “How did it get
onto Brad’s paws?”

“Easy!” Creepella replied. “It came from
the $€a1”

“The sea? But that’s not anywhere near
here,” Geronimo pointed out.

“I'm obviously talking about a MOVYIE
SET, Gerrykins,” Creepella said. She started
to HUYRRY away. “We need to find out
what Brad was doing around here. Then I'm
sure we’ll find the SRPANWIARN to our
mystery!”

“Where are we going, Auntie?” Shivereen
asked, hurrying after her.
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Down BY THE SEA

“My friend Marco Megamouse is directing
an aciiom meewle that takes place on an
island,” she replied. “There might be sand
there.”

They raced to the set. Marco NMPE'D

out of his chair when he saw Creepella.

“My friend, what m m

you possess!” he said. “You must star in my

new film.”
“I'm sorry,” Creepella replied. “I don’t have
time. You see, I'm looking for —”
“We have the time! ” Lilly Rattenbaum
interrupted.
“We even have cOStumeS'! ” Tilly said.
“We can be in your fﬂm!” Milly
finished.
The Rattenbaum triplets had
popped out from behind some
lants, dressed as lobst@rs.
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Marco eyed them. “Hmm. My (MMOV[E’S
main character is a great detective. You could

play his assistants. Climb up on those rocks
over there.”

The triplets Squealed with delight and
took their places on the set.

“I'm curious, what is this film about?”
Shivereen asked Marco.
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“It’s called:

The Monste: ctive

It’s about that great sleuth, Squidlock

Holmes,” he replied.
“I hate to bother you, but we have a real

2”2

problem,” Creepella said. “My father is

MISAENN(<. We think he was whisked
away in a Wm Sﬁtp on wheels.
The tracks led inside the studios. And a
SUSFWBQS character connected to the
mystery has sand on his paws. Is there any
sand on your set?”

“No, this is a RACKY island,” the director
replied.

Creepella frowned. “This doesn’t make
sense. Where could Brad have gotten that

sanp»”
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Marco grabbed his MEGCAPHONIE
and held it to his snout. “All right, everybody!
There was a loud roar, and a Gidnt
WAVE rose from the fake ocean, soaking
the Rattenbaums. Then an ENORMOUSE

tmch splashed out of the water, élil
€

another, and another . . . and then two

eyes . . . and then a big,
SUMU body.

Geronimo

promptly fainted
from fright.

“Poor Gerrykins,”
Creepella said.
“Everyone knows
that Squidlock
Holmes is a gfant
squidy


















Down BY THE SEA

“What an aW€setin¢ squid!” Shivereen
cheered. “Even il it is just movie magic.”

The Rattenbaums were furious, and they
took it out on Creepella.

“You’re slimier than a spitting Snake!”

“You’re nastier than a cranky anigator!”

“You’re mustier than an old myummy!”







THE TALKING

SARCOPHAGUS

Creepella RACED off with Shivereen at
her heels.

“A mummy!” repeated Creepella. “The
9AND on Brad’s paws didn’t come from a
beach. It came from a IDESERT!”

“A desert?” asked Shivereen.

Creepella nodded. “The great Filmini, my
favorite director, is making a movie about
ancient ECYPT”

They found Filmini on a set surrounded by
SanND, PYBAMIPY :nd hundreds of

SARCOPHAGI! — ancient mummy cases.
Creepella got right to the point.

“Did Brad Balladeer pass through here?”

AN 8T TN






THE TALKING SARCOPHAGUS

The director nodded. “He was on a strange
boat on wheels, together with three blonde
triplets.”

“The BatteI\LaumS! ” hissed Creepella.
“I knew those rats had a paw in this caper.”

Shivereen pointed to the floor. “Look,
Auntie. It’s those same tracks, and another

SCRAP . papet.”

1+ was followed by an eerie sound.

Creepella was certain. “This is another line
from Father’s PO€I¥). Let’s see if we can
find any more.”

Geronimo finally caught up to them. He
was out of breath.
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THE TALKING SARCOPHAGUS

“The finals . . . HUFF . . . of the poetry
contest . . . PUFF . . . are about to begin!”
Then Shivereen called out. “Auntie! Over

here!”

She had found another scrap of paper
behind a Pgrarnicl. Geronimo suddenly
noticed the hundreds of sarcophagi and

turned [__?)ﬂ EE

“It’s not real, Gerrykins; it’s just a movie

set,” Creepella reminded him. “It’s called

THE GREAT

TUTANKAMOUSE

Shivereen handed the newest scrap to
Creepella, who nodded. “Yes, it’s more of the
poem. Something tells me that Father is
around here somewhere!”
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Suddenly, Geronimo began to tremble
like a wobbly bowl of cottage cheese.

“Cr-creepella! That sarcophagus over
there is m-moving!” he stammered.

cc“;’ 9 mmfing!

s moving! =~
[t’s moving:
shouted Bitewing.
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Creepella and  Shivereen ran to the

sarcophagus. A mufﬂedm came

from inside.

“Get me m of here!”

“The sarcophagus is talking!” Geronimo

cried.
“Of course! Father is inside,” Creepella

said. “Father, Cdll YOU hear me>”
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THE TALKING SARCOPHAGUS

"CREEPELLAV” It was Boris’s voice, all

right. “You finally found me!”

“How did you end up in there?” Geronimo
asked.

Inside the sarcopl'lagus, Boris growled
angrily. “It was no accident. I was

MOUSENAPPED!”







“Mousenapped! What an
thing!” Geronimo exclaimed.

“Yes,” Creepella agreed. “And I know who
didit, too. It was Drad Dalladeer!”

“Exactly!” Boris cried. “That snedLy
sewer rat is responsible for this! I was in my
dressing room, rehearsing ‘ PHA 'S
LE when Brad burst in with those awful
Rattenbaum sisters. They wrapped me up

like a MUMMY and st9¥Ped me in a

sack!”
“How ?'E&RJH&E, Grandfather!” Shivereen

cried.
Creepella nodded. “And then they STOLE
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MysTERY SOLVED!

Professor Dubloon’s pirate ship on wheels
and sped onto this set with you, right?”
“Right as always, my clever daughter,”
Boris replied. “They hid me in this
sarcophagus, thinking no one would find

22

me.

I
“l knew there was something SﬂﬁPlﬂlOﬂS

about that m ‘ﬁtp,” Geronimo







MysTERY SOLVED!

“They thought they were clever,” Creepella
said. “But you were more clever, Father. You
left us EEEEE — pieces of your
poem.”

“I knew you would find them,” Boris said.

“But WELY would Brad do such a
thing?” Geronimo wondered.

“So he can the contest,” Boris
said. “With me out of the picture, he can’t
lose.”

“I suspect there’s more to it than that, but
we’ll know soon enough,” Creepella said.
“But right now, we nced to get you to that
contest!”

“Um, do you think you can get me out of
this thing first?” Boris asked.

Creepella frowned. “It’s EE@LEW shut.
But we’ll find a way.”

“Auntie, over here!” Shivereen called out.
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MysTERY SOLVED!

“I found Professor Dubloon’s ‘ﬁ@!”
Creepella grinned. “17 R@Fﬁe;f!

Gerrykins, please load the sarcophagus

onto the ship.”

“But it’s so WEQW!” Geronimo
protested, but of course it was no use.
Creepella was already in the driver’s seat.
HUFFING and PUFFING again, he
pushed the sarcophagus on board and then
hopped in.

Creepella SPED back to the contest
arca, where Crystal Glamorosa was talking
to the crowd.

“It seems as though Boris von Cacklefur
has dropped out of the COrItest,” she
said. “According to the rules, that mcans
that ‘ Drad Dalladeer is the
winner!”

Brad raised his arms in the air victoriously.
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MysTERY SOLVED!

Some members of the crowd

CHERERED. vu
others EHOAED and

“This has never
happened before!”
Professor Dubloon
complained.

“And one of
our judges is

Dﬂ I] g g D m @I, t00,” added Professor

Cleverpaws.

“Boris von Cacklefur is a COWatd
Brad. “He ran away from a poetry contest in
fourth grade. And that’s just what he’s done
today!”

At that moment the pirate ship on wheels

BURST onto the stage. The crowd

gasped.
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MysTERY SOLVED!

Creepella cried.

Brad saw the sarcophagus and turned
[DLALL:.

“Therc’s only one way you could know
about what happened to my father in fourth
grade, Brad,” Creepella said. She pointed at
him dramatically. “You are the son of
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FricHT NIGHT

IpoL!

The crowd went @@DET

“We have proof,” Creepella said, walking
toward Brad. “Geronimo found your watch
with the initials ‘C.C."”

Brad hung his head. “You are right,”

said. “My real name is .....'.
“n.“. Chester Cheater was my

father.”

The audience gasped.

“I knew he looked familiar!” Boris said
from inside the sarcophagus.

“All I ever wanted to be was a *greét poet.
[ even changed my name,” Brad said. “Being

GHITRN WABAL, has been my dream
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FricET NicET IpoL!

come true, and I want to keep the title. But I

learned that Boris von Cacklefur was
competing this year, and my father said he
was IMPASSI ble to beat. So I mousenapped

r

the audience jeered.







FRIGHTM

Panicked, Brad tried to run away, but
Crystal ﬂipped him over with a karate
move.

The judges whispered to one another. Then

Professor Dubloon announced, “Brad is

DISGUALIFIED!”
“That means that Boris is the WiNNer!”
Crystal announced.







FricET NicET IpoL!

The Rattenbaum triplets tried to 9“”‘1
away, but Creepella spotted them.

“Don’t go anywhere!” she said menacingly.
“I’ll deal with you soon.”

There was still one problem — Boris was
still trappﬂd in the sarcophagus.

“How can I give him a c=& Bw - when
he’s in there?” Crystal asked.







FRIGRT M

Grandpa Frankenstein NN‘PY‘D out of

his seat. “Let me take care of this — a baby

mouse could do it!”

He took a strange GQﬁtf'&pi%Qﬁ out of
his bag and went to work. A few seconds
later, Boris popped out of the sarcophagus.

Crystal put the crown on his head and

announced,

Thunderous applause filled the arena.

Bravo!- Creepella shouted, and her
father shed a happy tear.

“And now, silence!” Crystal demanded.
“Now let’s hear our idol’s most HORRIFYING
poem!”

Boris began reciting.
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Onte upon 4a midhigh{', stary,
| was 'Feeding a ‘cerocious canary,

When | heard a 'EA?Pihg, {',aPPihg on my doov-.
| ecalled out, “What ave You heve fov?”

[t was the maid, and she was wowied-‘v
She said, “Please tome, and

we

ﬂ must hurry!
- < Out to the graveyard — to the

graveyard we must go.”
So | followed hev, and | was

hO{', SlOW-

Outside she showed me an

open grave.
4 And fright came over me like a wave.

Then we heard a S‘[:Om?ihg, S‘bm?ihg on
the ground.
[+ was ‘Fo"owed b\/ an eevie Sngd-:
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We turned and saw a ghostly vat.
He wovre a toat and a sailor’s hat. _
And his arms were waving, waving in the air.

| steeled myself and asked, “Who goes there?”

“| was onte Sailor Bill,” the phantom said.
“| sailed the seas, but now |'m dead.
My heart was broken, broken b\/ a lass.
And now [ lie heve under the grass.”

“Yowr s{:ory 1S sad,” | told poor Bill.
And then we all felt a tevvible ehill.

A wind tame sweeping, sweeping over the vale.

And in a flash of light appeared a phantom female!

She said, | broke your heart, Bill, that is true.
But You must know that | still love YOu."

Sailor Bill grabbed, grabbed his true love’s paw.
Then they both disappeared. That is what | saw/







Frighr Nichr InoL!

When Boris finished, the applause was so
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FRIGRT M

“Today was the most deliciously GISHHIAL
day ever, wasn’t it, Gerrykins?” Creepella

said happily.
Geronimo was too tired to argue with her.
“But you know what the b€80 thing is?”
Creepella went on.

oW 1 HAVE LoTs oF MATERIAL FOB - *
-~ A NEW ScARy poog"”

THE END
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AN AWARD
FOR CREEPELLA!

I'm still helping out with that @E}]@S@
encyclopedia, but I decided to take a break
from Mysterious Valley for a while. That
place gives me the Shivefs!

So I went back to New Mouse City and
soon published Creepella’s book. It became a
bestseller on the very first day!

Benjamin finished his report on ancient
Greece, and he got an A"'. So we decided
to go out and GELED ATE at the ice
cream parlor. As we were cating our sundaes

with delicious Swiss CHEE$? sauce,

Bitewing flew into the parlor.
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AN AWARD .- FOR CREEPELLA

“URGENT (clegram for Geronimo
Stilton!” the bat announced.

“Is it from Creepella?” Benjamin asked.

“It’s from the Academy of Shivery Arts,” |
said as I read it. “She’s getting an award for

»BEST HORROR AUTHOR OF THE YEAR! »

They want me to present the award to her.”

“Will you go?” asked my nephew.

“He will if he knows what’s good for him!”
Bitewing said threateningly.

[ sighed. Mysterious Valley is so hizarre,
and I wasn’t in a hurry to go back there. But
Creepella is my friend, and T was Thigillep
that she was getting an award. She deserved
it. I could already imagine what I'd say in my
speech.

i






AN AWARD % - FOR CREEPELLA

“It’s an honor for me to give this award to
Creepella von Cacklefur! Nobody can write
'_.',f CARY book better than she can! And I'm
sure that she’ll soon amaze us with another

thrilling BESTSELLER!”













#1 Lost Treasure of
the Emerald Eye

.

@Mﬁu Stitan |

PAWS OFF, » |
mlnnmnént]

#6 Paws Off,
Cheddarface!

#2 The Curse of the
Cheese Pyramid

#8 Attack of the
Bandit Cats

THE PHANTOM
OF THE SUBWAY

#12 Melry (brislmus,

Geronimo! the Subway

#li’ Watch Your #18 Shlpwreck on lhe

Wikt loos Catlaaal (¢ RV I PR

#13 The Phantom of

I'M TOO FOND
OF MY FUR!I"

#5 Four Mice Deep in
My Fur! the Jungle

#9 A Fabumouse #10 All Because of a
Vacation for Geronimo Cup of Coffee

#14 The Temple of the
Ruby of Fire Code

#19 My Name Is Sllllon, #20 Surf's Up,



umper VNIDREES, Jnnvi FIFUre i Geronimo Silton Geronlmo!



#22 The Secret

#23 Valentine’s Day
of Cacklefur Castle

Disaster

eChristes  #28 Wedding #29 Down and Out

#26 The Mummy

#25 The Search for 4
Sunken Treasure with No Name Toy Factory Crasher Down Under

&) { :
#30 The Mouse Island
Marathon

#34 Geronimo Stilton, #35 A Very Merry #36 Geronimo’s #37 The Race Across #38 A Fabumouse
Secret Agent Christmas Valentine Amerlca Shsa Al venture

#39 Singing Sensation #40 The Karate Mouse #41 Mighty Mount 42 The Peculiar - #43 I'm Not a
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#49 The Way of
the Samurai

#54 Get into Gear,
Stilton!

#45 Save the White

Whale!

THIS HOTEL IS
HAUNTED!

-

#50 This Hotel Is
Huounted

ATy

THE GOLDEN
ATUE PLOT ¢

#46 The Hounted
Castle

THE ENORMOUSE
PEARL HEIST

"~ #51 The Enormouse
Pearl Heist

#56 Flight of the
Red Bandit

#47 Run for teills,
Geronimo!

RUMEBLE IN THE
. JUNGLE

#53 Rumble in
the Jungle

THE HUNT ...
GOLDEN BOOK

s
-

4

Te Hunt for the

‘olden Book

#57 The Stinky
Cheese Vacation

’\







T MSCHOLASTIC

THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

THE AMAZING

Be sure
to read all

my adventures
in the Kingdom
of Fantasy!

THE QUEST FOR
PARADISE:

THE VOLCANO

THE DRAGON
VOYAGE: PROPHECY: OF FIRE:
THE THIRD ADVENTURE THE FOURTH ADVENTURE THE EIFTH ADVENTURE

IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY






Join me and my friends on
a journey through time in
this very special edition!

M SCHOLASTIC

THE JOURNEY
THROUGH TIME







Don’t miss
these exciting

Thea Sisters Thea Stilton and the Thea Siiiio and the ’ Thea Stilton and the Thea Silton and the
adventures! Dragon’s Code Mountain of Fire Ghost of the Shipwreck Secret City

Thea Stilton and the
lce Treasure

Thea Stilton and the hea Stlfon: Big Trouble
Star Castaways in the Big Apple

_ en Stilton and the
Cherry Blossom Adventure

“Thea Stilton ea Stiltol Thea Stitt:or. Thea Stilton
anb HiE ; pe e ™ r AND THE
J 5 2 ; MYSYERY ON THE i
?LCJ‘EL;’}EE- { : 1 : ] ORIENT, EXPRESS, DANCING SRAROWS

ea Stilton and the Mystery Thea Stilton and the
on the Orient Express Dancing Shadows

Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the 4 Thea Stilton and
Secret of the Old Castle Blue Scarab Hunt Prince’s Emera

Thea Stilton

v, AND THE
JOURNEY TO THE
ION’S N

Thea Stilton,
AND THE

LEGEND OF THE

/ [FIRE FLOWERS

Thea Stilton and the

Stlin ond the Thea -Slilmnnml ﬂm

.I'ille Lion’s Den Great Tulip Heist Chocolate Sabotage

Thea Stilton and the
Spanish Dance Mission

Flowers







Check out
these very
special edifions
featuring me
and the Thea

Sisters!

B JOURNEY ™ b4
B ATLANTIS |

e

THE SECRET OF
THE FAIRIES

d -






| nee'r
GCRONIMO STII.TONIX"_

) He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo
W stilton of a parallel universe! He is
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1.
While flying through the cosmos, he visits
distant planets and meets crazy aliens.
His adventures are out of this world!

YOU’RE MINE,
CAPTAIN!

msC HOLASTIC

#1 Alien Escupe #2 You're Mine, Captain!







ancient ancestor!_He runs the stone
~ newspaper in the prehistoric village
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with
~_dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, e f
his life in the Stone Age is full |

/ of adventure' b

G_w;nm;sm

CA\I WiCE

HELP, I'M IN

#2 Watch Your Tail! #3 Hp, I'm in Hot Lava!

#4 The Fast and
the Frozen
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B CRespsLiA voN CACKLEFUR

I, (59?*&;«).%@-,,.0. (‘%’fﬂma, have a lot of mouse

friends, but none as spooKy as my friend
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an
enchanting and MYSTERI0US mouse with a pet
bat named Bitewing. I'm a real "fraidy
mouse, but even I thmk CREEPELLA and her
family are L\ FULLLYY fascinating. I can’t wait
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these

and spectacularly spooky tales!

% Geronimo Stilton % Gei D:g2 Stifton @) % Geranimo Stilton

CREEPELLAVON Cacmm, C’q:mm VN CACKLEFUR CREEPELLAYOX Cammlt

THE THIRTEEN MEET ME IN GHOST,PIRATE N
uoanorwoon

#1 The Thirteen #2 Meet Me in #3 Ghost Pirate
Ghosts Horrorwood Treasure

%_ .:-‘;’\?’]‘_Sﬂ'impks'ﬁﬂon \ (gi E@ *Geronimo Stilton @, Geronimo Stilton @j
N

Cncnptm Vo CACKLEFUR CREEPELLAYON Cacmm CREFPEL

RETI.IRN OF: ﬂ"!E B v FRIGHT NIGHT
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Vampire Your Life




!

|. Mountains of the Mangy
2. Cacklefur Castle

3. Angry Walnut Tree

4'- Raitenbaum Palace

5. Rantidvat River

b. Bridge of Shaky Steps

P A

Yeti 7. Squeakspeare Mansion
8. S|'n-n\/ Swamp
9. Ogre Highway
10. Gloomevia
Il. Shivery Avts Academy
I12. Hovrorwood Studios

-~ ———eeetEEEE,
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|. Oozing moat
2. Drawbridge
3. Grand entrance
4. Moldy basement

%. Patio, with a view
o£ 'U\e moa{:

b Dus{:y libvavy

7- ROOM ‘FOY‘ thahted
guests

8. Mummy Yoom
9. Watehtower
10. Creaking staivtase

Il. Banquet voom

12.. Qavage (for
antique hearses)

13. Bewitehed tower

14. Garden of

tarnivorous ?|an‘{:s
/5. S{:inky kitehen

16. Crotodile pool and
pivanha tank

I]. Creepella’s voom

18. Tower o«c musky
‘l‘,aran‘l‘,ulas

l‘?- Bi‘l‘,ewing's tower
(with ah'[',iG\ue
'cOn‘Era?{:ions)







DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS,
GOOD-BYE UNTIL
THE NEXT BOOK!













, C&EEPELLA VoN CACKLEFUR,

Creepella is an enchanting and mysterious
mouse with a pet bat named Bitewing.
By night Creepella is a special-effects
designer and director of scary films, and by
day she's studying fo become a journalist!

=== ——
S

FRIGHT NIGHT

Creepella’s father, Boris von Cacklefur, is a finalist
in the Fright Night contest — Gloomeria's -
prestigious poetry competition. If

he can perform the most terrifying

rhymes, he will be crowned Fright

Night Idof! But midway through the

contest, Boris mysteriously disappears.

Can Creepella and her friends find him

before the final round?
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