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I’'M TOO YOUNG TO
Go BALD!

Let’s see, it all began like this — it really did.
One evening, | was happily sprawled out on
my couch, CHAMGIMG CHAMMELS on my
TV, when a strange commercial caught my eye.
A female rodent with blonde fur was
shouting LIKE A MADMOQUSE. “Are you
going bald? Has your fur lost its fluff?”
Then she stuck her snout right up to the
camera. “That’s -

right, 'm talking v 1?’ &g
Lo you, 4 S

Oucy youse" |\
she shrieked. #

——
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| jumped. Her beady little eyes seemed to
be staring right at me!

“Now, do as | say and put your paw on
your head,” she ordered. “/ bet you
have a bald patch. Am | righ*?”

I gulped. With a shaking paw, I patted the
top of my head. My
fur did seem to be getting a little thin on
top! Could I really be losing my fur?

The mouse on TV kept squeaking at me.
“Listen, CHEBPBARFACE. you need
to do something to strengthen your fur! If
you don't, you're going to be as bald as a
bowling ball down at Lucky Paw Lanes!”

She wound up her arm like a professional
bowler rat. “Striiike!” she yelled, glaring
at me.

t TURNGD paus



I patted the top of my head.



Now | was really getting worried. | was
too young to go bald. 1 was still in my
prime. Yes, | think you could even call me a
spring mouse. I still had a twitch in my tail,
and my bones hadn’t started creaking yet.

More hollering from the TV interrupted my
thoughts. “Wake up, @O DLEBRRAZMN,
because today is your lucky day! That's
right. 1 have right here the cure for that
great-looking bald spot! But you'd
better order now, you silly mouse, or you'll
be left with your tail between your legs!”

| grabbed a pen and paper
to take notes.

The mouse on TV
held up a helmet
and a big bottle of
green lotion. “This




is a special kind of helmet that uses
+cr0-Macro-geny. ) 3
‘F'ﬂ‘- ¥ mﬂany_rninc},_mapc“c-wa\rcs

First you spread the ANWRAGLE LOTIOM
all over your fur. Then you put the helmet
over your head,” she explained. “Keep the
helmet on for at least two or three hours. 44"
The helmet SQUECZES your head to w AKE
those lazy hair roots. Got it?”

I nodded my head.

“Well, what are you waiting for, Baldy?!”
the TV mouse squeaked at me. “Order now,
pbefore they're all gone!”

As if in a trance, | reached for
the phone and dialed the number on the
screen: 1-886-GROW-FUR.

“Yes, I'd like to order one helmet,” |
began, patting my fur.



The operator at the
other end coughed. “I
take it you must be
tuned into  our
special supertelethon,
Baldies Unite!-
she said.

I choked. I'm not bald
yet! | tried to say. But |
had lost my squeak!

“Don’t be embarrassed, Furless,” the
operator babbled on. “I'll send off your
helmet right away! You want the
MIEXCLE L8TIBN, too, don't you? How
many bottles? They are on special offer,

you know.”
I cleared my throat. “Um, well, I gvess
I could vse +wo,” | decided.



The operator lowered her voice
and began to whisper
CONFIDENTIALLLT
“You sound like a very
nice mouse,” she began.
“So I'm going to let you in
on a secxed . . . there are
only a few bottles left!!!”

I GASPED. Were
there really that many
bald rodents scampering
around out there?

“We've received so
many calls,” the operator |
continued KNOYINGLY.
“The lotion is selling like
hot cheese sticks at a
winter carnival! 1 would




order a few more if 1 were you. | *hink
we're going 1o sell out!”

I chewed my whiskers nervously. [ couldn't
wear my new helmet without the lotion.
What if I ran out? I would be in big trouble
then. I'd be one sorry, bald mouse. “I'd
better order B , no &, no =, no make that
8 or even Io yes,- I’ll take JO) .

~ how about lz b{}ttl&ﬁ'?" fstammcred
“Good choice,” the operatﬂrdnurmured.
“I'll put you down for twelve bottles. We'll
deliver them right away.

tﬁ

'it

“a\!e Y



B

BALDIES UNITE!

Minutes later, the doorbell rang. Dind
It was a mouse with lots of thick, CU#Ly fur
on his head. He was wearing Rollerblades

and holding a package.

“Are  you
gm ?l'u.["r"lj f{}f' (l(}'.(jfa/.
1)E L
%?u |!.} ¥ y il
he asked. R -

I  nodded. "13: ' :

“Yes, that’s me.” Loy

He flashed LL_ 5
all of his thirty-
two teeth. Then
he stuck the

“yuoyms °©

#



package in my left paw and a bill in my right.
“Will that be cash or check?” he smiled.
“Um, check,” I mumbled. I stared at the
bill and turned white. I shrieked:

| could buy & whole year’s worth
of cheese for this kind of money"

LA as an alley cat, he snatched back
the box. “Does this mean you're not paying?
Did you change your mind?” he demanded.

“Um . .. well, it’s just that it’s a little
pricy,” I stammered.

The delivery mouse peered closely at my fur.
“Wow, did you know you already have a bald
spot?” He whipped out a mirror to show me.

ST BEFORE 1 [OIAD CHELW,
the delivery mouse stretched out his paw
and yanked a tuft of fur from my ear.



“Just as I thought!” he
cried. “Your fur is already
falling out! Look at this
clump!”

I stared down at my fur in
his paw. My precious, fluffy brown fur! This
was more SERIOUS than I'd thought.

“But does the helmet really work?” I

asked, still not convinced. e
?\
?

. s
dﬂ"’“‘? mouse flashed i e

Then he patted his own head of
thick, CUPLY fur.

“I'm not just a delivery mouse,” he
grinned. “I'm also a client! | was as bald as
a fresh ball of mozzarella before I started
using this product!”

I paid the bill with a sigh of eEnvy.
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FRRRR ... FRRRR . ..
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Back in my house, | smeared the MIE&#CLE
LBTIBN onto my head. I put on the helmet
and plugged it into the wall. Immediately,
the helmet began M A5 AGING my scalp.

g;ttrrrrrrr...frrmr_"zzz

LY

I plopped down in front of the TV. Right
then, the phone rang.

“Hello?” | said.

I could just make out a voice. 1 would like to
speak with Geronimo Stilton, the editor of The Rodent's
Gazette,” it said.

“I am Stilton, gmm@ (:92&%4&,” |

™

L]
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The helmet began massaging my scalp.



answered. | turned down the TV, but my
helmet was still buzzing away.

“It’s Professor Paws von Volt,” the voice continued.
“Geronimo, | need your help!”

I jumped to my paws. Professor von Volt
was a brilliant scientist. He was a dear old
friend. We had met a long time ago on one
of my many adventures. I would do
anything for him. Now I strained to hear the
professor’s words. It sounded like he was in
some sort of trouble. “Where are you,
Professor von Volt2” I cried.

My friend’s voice secemed to be growing
weaker and weaker. “Geronimo, I'm calling from my
secret lab in the Himalayas. | need your help!” he squeaked.
“You are the only one | trust! Please go to my house. You'll find
the keys under the WELCOME mAT mat. | need you to find my

secret diary and bring it to me. It's very important.”



I began to twirl my
whiskers nervously. The
professor’s voice was
growing fainter by
the minute. What
had happened?
. - Why did he need my
help?
@mzm “Professor, please
speak up,’!
cried. “I can't hear you.”
But it was no use. His voice was fading
away. “The diary . . . it's very important . . . found the yeti's

pawprints . . . life in dm@ﬂ e
Then the line went dfﬂ‘d_

I put down the receiver. | knew I
ABSCPLUTELY had to help the professor.
After all, that’s what friends are for!
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You POOR
CHEESEBRAIN!

. dung_

The doorbell rang again. | went to open it,
still wearing my helmet.

It was my sister, Thea. She works as a special
correspondent at The Rodent’s Gazette.

“What on earth are you wearing on your
head?” she exclaimed.

I touched my head. I guess I did look
B mifENE glN0 in the helmet. Still,
my sister never missed a chance to make fun
of me. It was probably her favorite hobby —
after going on dates!

“This helmet is going to make my fur grow
thicker,” I tried to explain.



My sister just snickered.

“The mouse on TV said it really works!” |
insisted.

Thea didn’t seem convinced. In fact, she
began to giggle.

Just then, | remembered the phone call. |
grabbed my sister’s tail. “Listen, I've got
the most umbelievable news!” |
squeaked. “I just got a call from Professor
von Volt. He said something about a
fE Tif You know, the hairy beast that is
supposed to live in the Himalayas. Maybe
he spotted one!”

Now Thea was really rolling. Bolling
with laughter, that is. She was roaring
s0 hard she could barely squeak. “You poor
cHEESEBRAINI" she finally choked out.
“How did you get to be such a dimwit? First



a helmet that makes your fur grow. Now a
YETI 1vs amazing that we are related!”

I stamped my paw. “But I'm telling you,
Thea, it was the professor. He said HIS LIFE
WAS IN DANGER!” I shricked.

Thea shook her head. “Really,

. Everyone knows the yeti is just
some silly made-up monster,” she sighed.
“You need to get out more. You know, get
your face out of your encyclopedia once in a
while.” She strolked her fur
absentmindedly.

Now | was getting mad. It was one thing
to pick on me. But my encyclopedia was
priceless!

“Listen, Thea,” | insisted. “If Professor von
Volt really did find a YET1, it would be a

great s c o op for the paper. You



wouldn’t want The Daily Rat
to get it first, would you?”
My sister rolled her
eyes. “I'm telling
you, someone is
pulling your
paw,” she said.
“Speaking of
jokesters, :
have you seen -
our cousin Sally Ratmousen
Trap lately?”  the editor of The Daily Rat
Just then, a familiar mouse strolled through
my front door. Yes, it was the king of pranks
himself, my annoying cousin Trap Stilton.
“What's shakin’, Cousinkins?” he grinned,
jabbing me in the arm. “I heard my name
and came scampering.” He danced over to



my fridge. Then he helped himself to a huge
block of cheddar.

There goes breakfast, lunch, and dinner, |
fumed to myself.

Thea giégled. “Trap!” she cried. “Did you
just play a joke on Geronimo?”

«(ous flk;}'_r
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THE ABOMINABLE
SNOWRAT

My cousin chuckled. “a joke? Which
one? I've played so many J®&89 on
Geronimo, I've lost count,” he declared.
“After all, he’s the perfect target. He always
falls for it!”

Thea nodded IMPATIENTLY. “Well, yes.
But I'm talking about a new joke. Someone
just called Geronimo and told him he has
seena YET1”

Trap SWORLTEA UWNACT Wis  WOhLhers.
“A YE?’?” he squeaked. “Um,
int&r&jtiny . . . you mean, one of those
hairy beasts who live in the mountains?”



I nodded.

“Cousinkins!” Trap shrieked. “I'll let you in
on a secret. The E ?i does not exist! It's
@l | made up. Like the Abominable
Snowrat. Just a story.” For the first time, he
seemed to notice the helmet on my head.
“What's that thingy covering your
peabrain? Aré Yyou playing spacemouse?
You're a little old for dress-up, don't you
think, GERMEISTER?”




“Well, 1 don't care who believes me!” |
squeaked. “Professor von Volt needs my
help. I'm going off to find him and the
YE T v teasT THIS MOUSE KNOWS THE
TRUE VALUE OF FRIENDSHIP!"

For once, my sister and Trap did not let
out one squeak.Their jaws WT THE

And do you know why? %

Because any mouse who knows me knows
I hate traveling. . . .




I’M A TRUE
GENTLEMOUSE!

Thea twirled her whiskers, peering into
my face. “What’s the matter, Geronimo?”
she said. “Usually I'm the one who wants to
travel. I always have to drag you out of your
mouse hole kicking and squeaking.”

“She’s right, Cousin,” Trap added. “UM, I
think that helmet [§ ROASTING
YOUR LAST BRAIN CELL. Maybe
you should pull the plug.”

I went to my closet. I pulled out my luggage.
“I know what I'm doing! I am going, and
I'm going right now!” I cried. “Professor



von Volt needs my help! Unlike you two,
I'ma truﬂgemﬁémm I don’t need you!”

Thea flicked her tail. “So you don’t need
us, huh?” she smirked.

Trap shook his head. His eyes twinkled.

He Says pe doesn’t need ug -
he scoffed.

I picked up the phone. I'd show them, I
decided. I'd be fine on my own. Nobody
could stop me. “Please send a taxi to
Numper Eight Mouseford  Lane!
Righ* awavy!” I squeaked.

I raced into my
bedroom. | stuffed a
pair of warm pants, a
few sweaters, and a
heavy winter jacket

into my suitcase. “It’s




very cold in the Himalayas,” I grumbled,
wrapping a wool scarf around my neck.

I closed the suitcase. Then [ headed for the
door. My cousin and Thea just stared.

“I'm off to the airport. I'll catch the first
flight to KATHMANDU,” | announced
m!mty,.

Then [ turned around. “You know,
friendship is very important to me,” | said.
“If a friend asks for my help, I'll do anything
for him. I'll even climb Mouse Everest!
But if you don’t want to come with me, it's
all right. I can take care of myself. Good-
bye . . . this could be our last farewell!”

What a great exit line. I felt like a real hero.
I was brave. | was adventurous. | flung open

the door. Yes, 1 was off on a DANGEROUS

journey. Off to the cold, treacherous



Himalayan mountain range. And | was
doing it all in +he name of friendship.
What a mouse | am, 1 told myself. A
mouse of real character.
Unfortunately, my touching exit was
spoiled by my cousin Trap. “Hey, Gerry



Rat!” he called #fter me. “Maybe you should
take off that ridiculous helmet before you
leave. You don’t want your cab driver
laughing too hard. He might drive off the
road and crash!”

I turned to make anollier .yweaé but
never got the chance. Instead, | tripped over
my scarfl and fell flat on my snout,
crushing my whiskers.

I heard Trap chuckling. “Himalayas, my
paw!” he laughed. “That stumble
mouse will pe tuﬂw if he makes

it 1o ’the a:rborf' " '




I’'™m
LEEEAAAVIIIIIING!!!

I was almost out the door when my
favorite nephew, Benjamin, arrived. “Uncle
Geronimo!” he squeaked. “Where are you
going? Are you leaving?”

“Yes, I am, Benjamin,” 1 answered in a
pRAmMATIC voice. I wanted to make sure
my sister and Trap could hear me. | was
hoping they'd change their minds and come
along. “Yes, Nephew, I'm off on a journey to
a faraway land,” [ announced. “It's a
DAMGEROUS place. In fact, | may never
come back.”

Benjamin's eyes filled with tears. “Please
don't go, Uncle,” he sobbed. “Or take me



with you. I can help you. Qﬁé’maﬁaﬂm
much!”

I slwoked his tiny ears. “I'm sorry,
Benjamin,” I whispered. “l didn’t mean to
upset you. I'll come back, don’t worry.”
Then I cleared my throat. “I must go now. [
am off to help a friend. Woul(dn'+ you
do the same?”




Benjamin thought about it for a moment,
then nodded. “You're right, Uncle Geronimo,”
he cried.

My eyes filled with tears. Is he an amazing
little mouse or what?

I hugged him tightly and headed for the
taxi.

I noticed Thea and Trap watching me.

“| am leaving!” Lannounced §OLEMNLY.

They just watched.

I opened the taxi’s door. “I'm leaving!”
WELL, WHAT WERE THEY WAITING
FOR7 1 thought for sure they would insist
on coming with me. We practically always
went on adventures together. It wouldn't be
the same without them. Thea is so
cnuhgt‘:l}us, and Trap always knows how
to get us out of a jam.



Maybe I'd gone a little overboard with
the “I'll do it myself” bit. 1 kept the door
open just in case. But they only stared at me.

“Well, I'm off! 1 mean it. I'm really
leaving!” I called.

Not a word. The silence was killing me. I'd
never felt so alone in my whole life. Well,
there was that one time when I got lost on
my way back from Cheese Mart. | ended up
at Purrfect Park. There wasn't a mouse in
sight. Just cats. Lots of éA X 5 But
that’s another story. .

Right now, I just wanted someone o say
something. Anything. I'd even take a “We'll
miss you!” Still, I did not hear one squeak.

“I'm leaving and | may never come back!”

I SH“\EKED-“l could end up in

the jaws of a mountain lion! Or my tail



L

et aviiit f'fff}}:g,.

pfm

could freeze right off! Yep, I'm headed for
dangerous territory! Here | go!”

NO REACTION.

I climbed into the taxi and shut the door.
Then | rolled down the window.

fmfeﬂagbﬁiiﬁﬁingp

A B N \_
“I'my ;eQaaavI,lIIIIIImH‘-“%

I squeaked AT TRE TOP OF MY LUNGS.
“This mouse is history!” 1 tried to look
brave and strong. But inside I felt like a



bowl of my great-grandma Tanglefur’s gooey
cream cheese. | couldn’t believe it. Would
they really let me go off on my own? How
would I manage? What if I snapped a
whisker? Or even worse, what if I lost my
glasses? | wouldn't be able to see a thing. |
pictured myself asking a mountain lion for
directions. Then I'd really be history. |
started to shake with fear. Who was I
kidding? I couldn’t go on this trip alone.

With a sob, I jumped out of the taxi. “Holey
cheese! | don't want fo leave on my owal” I
cried. “ need my family!”

Thea ran rowaR0 mé€ and wrapped me
in a furry hug. “Don’t worry, big brother,”
she said. “I'll meet you at the airport in ten
minutes!”

Trap gave me a friendly slap on the
shoulder. Well, OK, it was more like a hard



I'm v LEEEAAAVIININING!!!

Nothing beats being with your family.



punch, but this time 1 didn't mind.
“Cousinkins,” he said. “I still don't
believe the story about the YETI, but I'll
come along. After all, you'd never make it
without me. You'd probably turn into cat
f& o9 in no time flat!”

Benjamin grabbed my paw. “I'm coming
too, Uncle!” he beamed. “I'll help you
fight those rotten
cats!”

I grinned. Nothing beats
being with your family.

The taxi rat driver just
shrugged and shook his
head. “bIEzH mice,”
he muttered. “You never
know if they’re coming or
going.”




I HATE TRAVELING!

I took the taxi straight to Professor von
Volt’s house. After | got my paws on his
diary, I met everyone at the airport. Soon we
were headed for Kathmandu in the heart of
WAL, From there, we climbed
aboard a tiny, ricke'y plane. It dropped us
off in the middle of a small green valley.

By then, my stomach was doing
somersaults. You see, | have a little problem Hﬁ
with airplanes. They make me terribly sick. ‘:5:‘:

Of course, because I felt ill, Trap decided TE:'
to pick on me. He began singing in a S‘l”’{gﬁ{iﬂ

o1c%:
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“We've just landed in Kathmandu,

And Gerrytail’s stomach is in a stew!

Yes, airplanes can turn him green,

It's the funniest sight you've ever seen.

Fast cars and bikes can make him groan,
It's @ wonder he goes anywhere on his own!
He's such a wimp as you can see,

I can kardiy believe he's related to me!” 54

A h‘- I ,' L P N
r.: apﬂ ;;_ ., ‘) ;g y .Q '| c.}a‘:‘t,aa

pd rfaE"-'. '15"'

I was FUMING. 1t was just like my cousm
to kick a mouse when he’s down.

Just then, a rodent with honey -colored
fur and a black ponytail approached us.
“Are you the Stiltons? I'm RATFUR,
your Sherpa guide!” he declared.

He and his four helpers picked up our
luggage. Our adventure was about to

begin!



My heart began to race. But this time
it wasn't from nerves. 1 was excited. |
could hardly wait to start exploring. |
looked around.

SEEMED m%lwwm_“



BOILING HOT TEA
AND YAK CHEESE

We reached a small inn. Our new friends
unloaded the luggage, and WE WENT IN.

It looked sort of like a ski lodge inside.
Rodents wearing warm hats and heavy coats
sat around WOODEN TABLES, munching
cheese. Others were squeaking away by the
fire. The whole place was lit by oil lamps
that cast an eerie glow on the room.

I cleared my throat. “We are looking for a
middle-aged rodent with orangish-brown
fur,” I told our guide. “He’s not very tall and
he wears glasses.”



We reached a small inn.



Ratfur nibbled g ME BpEEEE and

took a few sips of boiling hot tea. “Ummm,
not very tall, you say?
With orangish-brown fur? -
Wearing  glasses?” he
mumbled. “Say, I think I
saw a rodent like him
about six months ago.”

I was very excited. .
“You saw  him? The tn
Where did he go? Please tell me,
it's a matter of life or death!™ I squeaked.

Ratfur nibbled away on enether
Piece of cheefe. “Isnt this the
best stuff?” he remarked. “It’s yak cheese.
Have you ever seen a yak? They look like
bulls, but their horns are long and curved.
They are TRIM@ and useful beasts. They




give us A, fur, and
fat. See the lamp over
there? It uses EH
fat.”

A vak I waited impatiently. |
didn’t want to rush our guide. If I got
under his fur, he might not

want to tell me anything.

After nine more nibbles J
of cheese and fifteen )>
more sips of tea, Ratfur
sat back. Then he grabbed Yak Cheese
my paw and began to whisper.

“Okay, here’s the SCROOP » pe
began. “The mouse you mentioned didn’t
want anyone to know where he was going.

But I heard him say something about
CHOMOLUNGMA ~




“Chomolungma?” 1 asked with a sigh of
relief. “Well, in that case, finding him
should be as casy as RUNMING -
up a clock! All we have to do is go S
to Chomolungma! By the way, how < ..}
far is Chomolungma from here?” s (
Ratfur gave me a funny look.
“You can't go to Chomolungma,”  Yak—fat-
he squeaked. burning
“Why 2" | asked, surprised. lamp
“You've got to CLIMB Chomolungma! It's
the Mother of the World!”
I scratched my head. “The Mother of the
World?" I asked.

Ratfur nodded. “Tibetans call it
Chomolungma, the MOTHER OF THE WORLD,”

QMVSE EVERESTT®




THE STORY OF A
LIFETIME!

We all gasped. Mouse Everest is the highest
mountain in the world! I felt faint.

“Mouse Everest?” Thea squeaked. “This
sounds like the story of a lifetime! Let’s go!”

Benjamin threw his paws around my neck.
“Holey che@se, Uncle!” he shrieked.
“We're going to climb Mouse Everest!”

Trap began stuffing his snout with food.
“Hey, this yak cheese is pretty tasty,” he
remarked. “But I'll need something more filling
if I'm going to scurry up that big old hill.”

I was still in S
H OC #fffoc’r!



¢

& “Big old hill?” I cried. “Mouse Everest is
5

v

29,028 feet high! I'll never make it.”

Ratfur didn’t seem to hear me. “We can
leaw: nght now, 1f }'nu want,” he said.

_ 4" | stammered.
“Maybe we shm:ld thmk about it fjrst.” U %

But I was talking to my“se]t' The nthers
were already outside.

Ratfur headed toward a [JAITOW, steep path.
It went up and up and up. | got dlZZ}' just
looking at it! My paws felt like ' (= FLEL 0,
In case you haven't guessed, I'm rﬁllly not
much of a Sl}“rt,ﬁﬂlﬂ use.

Ratfur turned and waved for us to follow.
The others quickly marched ahead in the
suffocating heat and humidity. They
were squeaking with excitement.

Oh, what had I gotten myself into thistime 2




I’M A SQUEAKY
WEAKLING

d.ﬂso“

The path climved highe® .l
My mfmd ank lowepr ang g4,
We climbed for an hour, We,,
then two, then three. '
After a while, the sun began to ;. Still,
Ratfur kept going! Was he trying to get into
the Guinness Book of Mouse Records?
I was about to collapse! My
whiskers were dripping with
SWEAT. My backpack
weighed a TON. 1 felt like 1 D
was carting twenty bricks of
my aunt Swissella’s rock-hard



fruitcake. One Christmouse, | used one of
her cakes as a paperweight! But 1 kept
climbing. I couldn’t let Professor von Volt
down. He was counting on me. I had to
keep going, even if | pulled every muscle in
my body.

I glanced up ahead. My sister was
practically sk;p ,inﬂ\ along. She’s the
real sportsmouse in the family. She didn’t
even look like she was out of breath! What
a show-off.

Just then, Trap sneaked up beside me.
“Cousin,” he squeaked in my ecar. “You're
looking a little pooped. No, make that a lot
POOPED. In fact, you look like
you've been run over




by a cheese truck on the freeway!” He
started [2ughing loudly. Hee ‘hee!

His laughter echoed down the mountain.
Then he leaned in close. “Don’t sweat it,
Gerrytails,” he grinned. “You can’t help it if
you've got aje“q be“q Here’s a
little trick to keep you going. Just
repeat after me: “I, Geronimo Stilton, can
make it, | can makeit . . ."




I was so tired, | was ready to take advice
from anyone. Yes, even from my obnoxious
cousin Trap. | repeated his words, “I,
Geronimo Stilton, can make
it, | can make it . . .”

Trap went on, still smirking, “. .. even if
I'm a squeaky weakling, even if I'm a
squeaky weakling . . ."

I repeated, “...even if I'm a squeaky
weakling . .."”

Suddenly, I realized he was ma2king fun
of me. “How dare you call me a (58 1) (3 £ 1
VIEE ERNDE" 1 squeaked. T would have
pinched his tail, but my paws felt too weak.

Trap just laughed harder. Then he
EFPRIITVER ex~~r &y to join the others.

I could hear him singing:

“Shake your paw, swing your tail,



You're lagging behind like a
tired snail!

Here comes the train, ding-
ding-ding,

Come on, move it, squeaky
weakling!”

I sighed. Thank goodness for my sweet
nephew Benjamin. He had decided to walk

beside me to cheer me up.

“Don’+ mind himy Uncle Geronimo,”
Benjamin said. “You are not a squeaky

weakling!”
I forced a tired .b_ﬂa

smi i #. “Thank g

you, Benjamin.

You're the only one “'i}

who  understands

me,” [ panted. Tf;
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I’'M ToO FOND OF
My TAIL!

Before long, it was We got ready to
spend our first night on the mountain.

It was unbelievably COLD.

I wrapped up warmly from whiskers to
tail. I took special care

with my tail. [ didn’t

\“{? \33; want it to freeze. [’
2> too fond of my
T tailf

We made a dinner of
boiled rice and yak
cheese.

Trap made a face.

“Unlls pells mely”

RATFUR



he grumbled. “There’s nothing but yak
cheese around here. This mouse cannot live
on yak alone! I need a little variety in my
diet.” He began to sing d-l*-.ﬁ'al‘ili[g’:

“Mozzarella, parmesan,

Don't forget the cheddar.

Goat cheese, Swiss cheese,
Any of these are better!

There are so many cheeses,
Why stick to just one?

When tasting all different kinds
Is really half the fun!”

Then he winked at me. “At least we've got a
little jelly,” he grinned. “Yep, our very own jelly
belly!” 71\ Vi P INTED AT Mg
EvERYOME LAOGWED , All except Benjamin.



-
I'M FEELING FAINT
WITH FEAR!

The next morning, Ratfur woke us up at
the crack of dawn. What was for breakfast?

You guessed it, JB[1 cheese and boiling

hot tea!
I had spent an ‘“ F“’fﬂight. I had tossed
and turned in my too-tight sleeping bag. I

felt like a giant caterpillar stuck in an extra-
small cocoon. | was ACHING ALL GVER!
I stuck my snout outside my tent and

SHIVERED. Frozen frogs' legs! It was colder
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than the inside of an ice-cheese truck. Even
my eyeballs were freezing! Luckily, I could
still see out of them. When I glanced up, |
saw an gy & 218 # sight. Over the horizon,
the sun lit up the snow-covered peaks.
Everything sparkled. | was spellbound.

Ratfur pointed to one of the ES “Over
there is Chomolungma, the Mother of the
World,” he told us.

Benjamin grabbed my paw. “Isn’t it
unbelievable, Uncle?” he squeaked.

I strofeed his tiny ears. “Yes, my dear
nephew,” | murmured. “It really is a sight
for frozen fﬂ'ﬁ'!."

I wish we could have relaxed and enjoyed the
view. But Ratfur shouted, "Let’s go ! "

We marched all day long. /n between the
mountain peaks, we had to cross through



the rain forest. | heard the rROAR of a
waterfall in the distance.

The lush forest was SUPER UKD,
We pushed through a tangle of ferns and
thick bamboo trees. Then we passed the

ROARING WANERFALL.

After a while, [ found myself in front of a
wooden bridge. But this wasn’t just any
wooden bridge. It was a L-O-N-G wooden
bridge. It was longer than the Twisted Tail

e

e




Gate Bridge. That’s the longest bridge on
Mouse Island!

Are you afraid of heights? I am!
Brrrreeelt? s
I turned as [Dfi\[12 as a slice of mozzarella.
“Couldn’t we go across somewhere else?” |
mumbled.

Thea HMFEEY past me, snickering.
“Come on, you ’fraidy mouse,” she
squeaked. “There’s nothing to it!”
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She took Benjamin by the paw, and they
started along the bridge. He turned around
to look back at me. “I'll be waiting for you
at the other end, Uncle Geronimo,” he
whispered.

They reached the other side in no time.
Benjamin waved to me. “Come on,
Uncle!” he called. “/¥’s real easy!”

My whiskers were quivering with fear. |
stared at the long, empty bridge swinging
in the wind.

I stepped onto the bridge. Slowly, | placed
one paw in front of the other.

Suddenly, 1 felt the bridge swaying. |
turned around. It was Trap. “Last one




across is A Rﬂ"fﬂ RAT!" he shrieked,

slapping me on the back.

With a terrified squeak, | grabbed the rope
railing. Far, far below I saw a tiny stream in
the middle of a canyon. Jagged rocks jutted
out on either side. [ felt faint with fear. One
wrong pawstep and my fur would be
plastered all over those rocks!

“CRUNCHY CHEESE BITS! Don't
mﬂve! " | begged my cousin.

Of course, | should have known that
would set him off. He began jumping UP
and down like a mad mouse. Then he turned
a few sotnersavlts.

As he jumped, my cousin began to sing:



la.. \s
\.‘11 : I"fil’i...f 11’1!1...1"1\-‘

“Don’t look down, it’s much too scary!
Watch that step, be very wary!

Poor Geronimo, you're such a cheesehead,
You get dizzy when you climb out of bed!”

He ZOOMEW past me. My stomach
churned with fear. | hoped I wasn't going to
blow cheese chunks on the bridge.

Very carefully, I began to inch forward. At
last, | reached the other side. | was so proud
of myself. | DID IT!

But my victory didn't last long. Farther up
the path I heard my sister shouting.
“GeronimOQQ)! Are you taking a ratnap?”
she screeched. “Let’s go, we're all waiting!”

ls;g:u:d.c% B@W
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A GIGANTIC
PAWPRINT!

A week went by.

I was getting so tired, | could hardly
blink. The weather didn't help. It was
o iNolid
W i/[a /(5[ than a deep-freeze cheddar
slushy at The Icy Rat.

Yes, we had left the lush green valleys
behind. Now we stumbled over rocky
canyons covered in LAYERS of IGE.

Finally, we reached the path that led to the
bottom of Mouse Everest.

The snow whirled around

us in mini-windstorms. ~
W =
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I did my best to stay with the group. But
they were all so much faster than me. Before

long, [ FOUND MYSELF ALONE.

And that’s when [ saw it.

A G'GAWC pawprint in the snow.

I cleaned my glasses. Could it be? Could it
really be? I bent closer to get a better look.

COMRling choadal

.
G“eege c‘.‘”v@%
My fur stood on end. It was the YETIs
pawprint! I just knew it!

“Found the yeti’s pawprints...life in
danger . . .” Professor von Volt had said.

I could hardly believe it. | was so excited |
forgot about the cold. | even forgot about
being tired. I'd found the YE Th My friend
had to be nearby!



"The YEti } " 1 squeaked, jumping
up and down. “Come quick!”

But the others couldn’t hear me. They were
alreadytoo F A R A W A Y.
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Too MucH
YAK CHEESE

I took a huge breath. Then I shrieked at
the top of my lungs, “Thea! Trap! I've
found the yetill!l”

Luckily, this time, they heard me. They

turned and stared at me. Their mouths %.
dropped open. ‘\%‘_ﬁ
Then they burst out | /| Ha!

I was hurt. “You don’t believe me?” |
squeaked. “I'm telling you, I found a
pawprint! Come see for yourselves!”

Trap just chuckled. “Cousin, are you
seeing double? Maybe you should lay off the
yak cheese for a while.”






1 WAS GETTING ANNOYED.
Thea rolled her eyes. “OK,” she agreed.
“I'll come take a look. If it’s really there, it
would be a _jabum@l.lri’#’ scoop.” She
grabbed her digital camera. “But you'd

better not be pulling my paw,” she added.

We turned back.

Meanwhile, the SNOW kept falling. Of
course, | should have known. By the time
we reached the spot where I'd seen the
pawprint . . . Qﬁﬂ
, IT WASKT THERE AnYWOR

* The SNOW must have covered it up!
=
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DiD YOU SEE AN
UNIDENTIFIED
FLYING
CHEESE SLICE?

Trap began sni¢gering under his whiskers.
“Cousinkins, were you wearing your glasses
when you saw this pawprint?” he giggled.
“How long was it? Two feet, ten feet,
twenty, a Tx2il<? Did you see any
other interesting thingamajigs out there?
Like, for example . . .

[ | N 1

an yuipuriFisd FEYIRG 5\ /7
(PSESE SticEr 133:& ®
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I stamped my paw. But just as | opened my
mouth to squeak, my sister piped up.



“EESYFEN." Thea snarled.
cold lior Jthis |kind Jo d The
next time you see a pawprint, keep it to

yourself!”

I saw Ratfur watching us. He turned to the
other Sherpa guides and began speaking
RAPIOLY. “Yeti. ..yeti..."” | heard them
whispering. | wondered if they believed me.

/ saw a yeii’s pawbtind,
| veally did!

eall
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A MYSTERIOUS
SHADOW IN THE FOG

We continued TRUDGING UP the
mountain, The I6Y wind sliced through my
fur. I was exhausted! I was_having trouble
just breathing! You see, the hlg €T you
climb, the less oxygen there is in the air.

I Slc:-dded along, dragging my paws. My
h a"' backpack was crushing me. |
felt like I had been running the New Mouse
City Marathon for weeks with ten rats
strapped to my back.

The only thing that kept me going was the
professor. | knew we were getting closer
to his hidden laboratory. e dear old



professor. He never stayed in one place
for too long. That way, no one could steal
his secret discoveries. | was the only one to
know each new address. The professor
trusted me. | would never give away
personal information. Yep, | can hold my
tongue when I need to. In fact, 1 would
probably make a good spy mouse.

Lost iR My thoughts, I didnt
realize | had dropped behind.
ate & 17




From off in the distance, | heard Trap
singing:

“Geronimo has vanished in the mist,
How do we know if he still exists?
Maybe he was so very smelly.

He’s now inside the yeti's belly!”

I PICKED UP MY PACE. It was hard to
find my way through the snowy fog.




And then | saw it. A tall, dark,
HUMONGOUS shadow appeared before
my eyes!

The shadow seemed to be waving to me.

I felt faint. It was theYETi! E
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Seconds later, the mysterious shadow
disappeared.



A tall, dark, humongous shadow appeared
before my eyes!



&

PEEKABOO! I'M A
YETI, WHAT ARE
You?

| ran to catch up with the group.

“The ye-yeti! I saw the yeti!” I stammered.
“I SAN ITS SHADOW IN THE FOC,
Then it disappeared.”

Thea shook her head. “How come
you're the only one o see i#2" she
grumbled. She took her camera and slapped
it into my paw.

“Here you are! Next time take a picture!”
she yelled. “I ABSOLUTELY NEED
SOME HOT STUFF FOR THE
PAPER. | need a scoop. [ can’t go
back empty-pawed!”




Trap was $IDEINE again:

“This yeti seems a bit cuckoo,
He's into playing peekaboo.
Only Geronimo can see him,
But no one will believe him,
Because he lies with such ease,
He's even seen a flying cheese!”

I pretended not to hear him. The more
ANGRY [ got, the more Trap enjoyed it.
Trap jumped from one rock to the next,
MAKING HACGED at me.
“Peekapy,, ..

cekaboo...’m 4 yets, what 4re you?”
3 Once again, | pretended not to hear.

Disappointed, Trap gave up.
Benjamin winked at me. “Good idea,
Uncle Geronimo,” he whispered. “Maybe if



you ignore him, he'll stop pulling your
paw.”

Just then, Ratfur appeared at my side.
“Ummm, what did the shadow [look [ike?
How tall was it?” he asked.

I described it as best I could.

He seemed to be lost in thought.
Soon he was jabbering away with his
Sherpa friends. “Yeti... YETE...!” I .
heard them murmuring. «*' Hi,.--[-r, !}"f L et

We stopped to camp for the night. The sun
had already set. What mysteries lurked in
the darkness?

I tried to work things out logically. Why
did the YET1 appear only to me? Was there
a reason? | had a sudden thought. | had to
find the yeti. If I found it, I would also find

Professor von Volt.



Just then, 1 heard a shout.

“Uhhh-vvovvuvvvuvvooh!/!

Ratfur and his friends turned [P[1[[%.
“Yeti . .. yeti..."” they murmured.
Thea sprinted off in scarch of the

30 mysterious shouter.

; I grabbed the camera
Thea had given me. “Wait
for we here” 1 told
Benjamin. "Dan’{', leave

the tamP, no matter whaﬂl"

I took a deep breath. I was
scared out of my wits. But |
had to go. I had to find my

_ friend. With a shiver, |

s scampered into the darkness.
“Professor von Volt, Iy o™ MY 5.
I called. £
W,
"
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ICICLES ON MY

WHISKERS
Once again, 1 heard the shnut ;
.uhhhh=tuaigaaun!!* =
I followed the sound as [ 1Y m m ped from &':

rock to rock. Who says I'm no § pﬂl‘th‘*
Let’s see Trap make fun of me now, | said to
myself, grinning. Then I immediately siipped
and fg headfirst into a PILE OF SNOW.

When [ got up, my whiskers were covered
in!GICLEE, I realized | was far away from
our camp.

Suddenly, I saw it. It was a pawprint half
covered in snow. A bit farther away | saw
another one, and then one more!

“Benjamin! Thea! Trap!”]cried.



No one answered. | gulped. What if I
couldn’t find my way back to camp? I couldn’t
spend a night on this icy cold mountain all
alone. I'd end up one frozen mousicle!

I decided to follow the tracks. Maybe if |
kept going | could find Professor von Volt.

I made my way [URUEEENGERS, pawstep

by pawstep. Then the tracks suddenly
stopped. | was about to turn back when I

heard a strange creaking.
b, .
S, \



The rock in front of me was beginning

to move. looked up and saw a
HU M(lN(lﬂU 8 creature lifting it
to one side.

If only I could move my paws. But | was
frozen. This time, it wasn't the cold that
had me shivering. | was FREOZEN WITH
FEARY

Before I could think of what to do, the big
creature reached for me. He lifted me into
the air by my tail. He carried me away as if [
were a twig.

The creature brought me into a dark cave.

Then he put 4 p

&,
€6



He lifted me into the air by my tail.



AN
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TAKE THAT,
You BiG BRUTE!

I clutched at the yeti’s FUITY paw. 1 had to
do something . . . and 54 5’7:" The big guy
looked hungry. 1 didn’t want to become his
bedtime snack! Quickly, and with all of my
might, I chomped down on one of his
fingers. “Take that, you pig prute!”
I squeaked.

The yeti howled in pain. Then he drﬂpp
me to the floor. o

I scampered away, quiet as a mouse. The
cave was se dark.lhid behind a rock.

The creature looked around for a while.
Finally, he gave up and left. He lumbered



-

deeper into the cave. His ﬂna“ steps

made the walls shake. :
I followed him. Oh, yes, | was terrified. «

But I am still a newspaper mouse at heart. |

had to see what the strange creature wasup |
to. | had to get the story. v
In the meantime, | studied the cave. b v

It was dark, =
b9

from above. Dliny. .,

ot 0
PURK pUAK prpy, ™ 8° f
I kept a safe distance between myself and j v
the yeti. | may be a newspaper mouse, but v A

I'm not crazy. | needed to live to tell this L)

tale. B,
Just then, thecave I = < = 111 =

A~ 1 < < = .1 almost let out an

Oooooh! of surprise. The walls were
- LE

Oliye Plmg o ™

sk )



covered in sheets of IGE. Thousands of
sparkling STALACTITES hung from the ceiling.
It looked like a ballroom in a beautiful
fairy-tale castle. I could just see Cinderatella
dancing by with Prince Charming. In one
corner, there was a small GURGLYG WA\ ERFALL.
It spread into a pool of crystal-

clear water.




I realized this was the yeti’s den. He was
waving excitedly at something or someone.

uyooooo-hoﬂoa.ghe called out happily.

At the other end of the cave, I saw another

shadow wave,its paw. "’oggoo.hooool!‘
WIgied b
Who would have guessed? The yeti had a

WIFE!




PROFESSOR
VON VOLT

I moved forward to get a better look. The
YETI was very ta]] and had THICK
CLAWS. He was covered from head to
paw in long, snowy white . No danger
of going bald here, 1 thought. The yeti
looked like a WALKING SHAG
CARPET!

His wife was the spitting image of him,
just smaller and PFO@MAET. | watched as
she ran and PeLiep pim Towars the other
end of the cave. There | spotted a snug little
nest in the snow. In the middle of the nest
was a mound of white fur.



Just then, the fur began to sob loudly. My
mouth hung open. I felt like my cousin
Cheddar at his surprise birthday party. It
wasayeti cub!

“Gniitk- gnigiiik!!]” shrieked the cub.

His mother placed a tender kiss on his snout.
It worked like a charm. He immediately grew
quiet.

It was then that I noticed something odd
about the cub. He was covered in small
r¢d debs. Could yetis get the chicken
pox? I stared in amazement.

Suddenly, a familiar figure appeared out of
nowhere. | forgot all about being quiet.
“Professor vom Volt!” I shouted.

He quickly spun around. g
G Fitonr .
he exclaimed, grinning.

LY
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[LULLABY FOR A
SICK YETI

1 /2847 to the professor’s rescue.

“Don’t worry, Professor! |'m
here +o save you!” I squeaked. Yes, I,
Goronimo Sillon, would fight those
big, hairy yetis until the finish! And I would do
it all for my dear friend Professor von Volt!

The professor just stared at me. He
seemed confused. At last, he smiled.

@ “It's OK, Geronimo,” he squeaked.
N “I'm not the one in danger.”
\\ I blinked. Now I was the one to
/

look confused. What was going
on? Hadn’t the professor sent

for me because he was in



danger? Isn't that why | had just traveled all
the way to Y COLD Mouse Everest?

Just then, I saw the professor was holding £
GLASS POTTLE of green LIAUID in his paw.

He poured some of the liquid into a spoon
made of bone. Then he fed it to the young
yeti. “Drink your medicine, little one,” he
murmured. “Soon you'll be as strong as your
dad and as beautiful as your mom.”

The cub made a face. P eaaahbhhiir-
he cried, shaking his head. But eventually
he gulped down the liquid. Then he closed
his eyes and curled up snugly in the snow.




His mother stroked his fur as she sang a
tune. It sounded like a \U;]I lc] 1{} |- Soon,
the cub was snoring away. ah

Professor von Volt pulled me asida. @) 2b;
“I beliecve 1 owe you an explanatton.
Geronimo,” he whispered. “You see, | am
not the one in P AMEGER,” he began. “This
baby yeti is. [ 8 ]|} BII. 1sent
his father in search of you. That’s why
you're the only one who saw him. [ hope he

didn't fluster you too much.
P He's huge. but he’s quite
: meld-mannered.”

I stared at the enormous

hairy creature. No, the
father yeti hadn’t flustered
me. He had scared me half
to death! He had knocked
ten years off my natural



mouse lifespan! But 1 didn’t want to make
the professor feel bad. “Oh, no, I thought
the YETI seemed quite friendly,” I lied.
Professor von Volt smiled and continued
his tale. “As | was building my secret lab in
this cave, I discovered a family of yetis,”
he explained. “You see, dear Geronimo,
many thousands of years ago, the
Himalayan mountains were populated by
tribes of yetis. The yetis arc HERBIVORES,
which means they do not eat meat. They
wouldn’t hurt a fly! Then, gradually, almost
all of the yetis were wiped out by a

A9
mysterQs .

illness.”
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A TRUE
GENTLEMOUSE!

“These three you see
here are the last
surviving yetis in the
Himulny‘usl" Professor von Volt
went on. He stared fondly at the cub. “I've
been trying to cure this little guy with an
herbal medicine. BUT IT'S NOT STRONG
ENOUEH,” he said, shaking his head. “That's
why I needed my secret diary. It contains a
SPECIAL FORRULA that just might work.”

I sprang to my paws and dug through my
backpack. | found the diary and pawed it
over to the professor. “Here you go!” I

squeaked.




He took it, heaving a sigh of relief. “Oh,
thank you, Geronimo,” he squeaked.
“You have no idea how much this means to
me!”

Minutes later, he had found the page with
the SECRET FORFIULA. He grabbed a test
tube and set to work. | smiled. Professor
von Volt loves working in his laboratory as
much as | love reading a first-rat book!

After a while, the professor held up a
bottle. “CThis will do lhe lrick/” he
announced.

He fed the young YETI a spoonful of the
new medicine. Then he took my paw in his,
“My dear Geronimo,” he said. “Thanks to
you, we have just saved the last existing
YETI cub!”

I felt a twinge of pride. Maybe I wasn't the
bravest or the strongest mouse on the block.



And maybe | wasn’t even the best
sportsmouse.OK, I admitit. I am always
the last rodent picked for the team. But I
was something even better. I was a good
frlend!
“There’s something 1 need to tell you,
Geronimo,” the professor said. “Six months
ago, | had set up my lab on
a small desert island i the
RANLANNIC OCFAN.
But then someone
tried to steal my
latest invention, a
time-travel machine. So I
was forced to move to this cave. But

someone is still after my secrets. I've
decided to move the lab again to a
submarine. We’ll see if ., "



“A submarine!” I squeaked. The
professor sure was one well-traveled mouse!
“My dear friend, | am very glad I got to
see you again. But I need just one more

favor,” the professor continued, lowering his
voice. “l1 know the discovery of yetis would
be a sensational scoop. But 1 would be
grateful if you did not tell anyone about
their existence. They are extremely SKY
creatures. They would be deeply upset by




nosy journalists. What do vou say,
Geronimo?” B _

| placed a paw on my heart. “Of course,
Professor,” I agreed. “I give you my rodent’s
word of honor. You can count on me!”

He chuckled. Then he wrapped me in a

furry hug. “You are a true genllemouse/”

he squeaked.




GNIIK-GNHk! !

Professor von Volt packed his things. Then
he shook hands with the father yeti, who
moved the ROCK that hid the entrance.

Outside of the cave, | saw a helicopter the
color of Swiss cheese. The professor
climbed into the pilot’s seat and switched
on the engines.

The helicopter began to rise in the air. A
HWGE steel box dangled from the
bottom. It contained all of the professor’s
lab equipment.

Professor von Volt waved his paw.
“Good-bye, Geronimo! 1 hope to see you
soon, dear friend!” he called out.

G@od-ﬂ‘o\)\e\



Soon, the helicopter was just a speck in
the sky.

The yetis pecked out of the cave. I think
they were sad to see the professor leave. |




was, too. He really was one fascinating
mouse.

Before I headed out, I took one last look at
the yetis. It was too bad I wouldn't be able
to tell anyone about them. But | had
promised the professor. And a rodent’s
promise is a promise.

Just then, I noticed the little cub peeking
out from his mother’s paws. “Get well soon,
little guy,” I whispered.

Then the most amazing thing happened.
The cub lifted his little paw and waved
at me! "Gniiik-gniiikl!?! he
chirped.

“Heley cheesge!” | laughed, waving
back at him. Maybe telling the world about
the yetis wasn't the most important thing
after all.



AN UNBELIEVABLE
SIGHT

I wasn't looking forward to my trip back.
How would | ever find my way to camp? |
could barely see my own whiS Rers in front
of my face!

seeelp! Hogaelp!-

I shrieked in a panic.

I wandered around, for who knows how
long. Miputes? Youers? Oh, how I
longed to be back home!

Just when [ was beginning to lose all hope,
I spotted a dim light. I ran toward it,
squeaking with glee.

Suddenly, Benjamin'’s snout appeared out



of the fog. “Uncle! Uncle Geronimo! You're
safe!” he squeaked. “F was so worried.
aloul ytmi"

I hugged him tight. “Oh, how I missed
you, dear nephew,” | cried. “I love you so
much. But why are you out here? It's
dangerous.”

Benjamin hung his head. He knew I had
told him not to leave camp. “We were
worried you wouldn't find your way back,”

he explained, twisting his tail. “When

nobody was looking, [ took a lamp and

went searching for you. | know it was
wrong,” he admitted.

I put my paw around my nephew and

told him everything was OK. Then,

chabberirig happily, we headed
for camp.




A few minutes later, we passed BY A 7,
iEY ELIFF. Out of the corner of my eye,

I noticed &) dark @Pﬂﬂ)p@ outlined
in the ice.

I stopped for a closer look. Big snowflakes
WHIRLED around me, blurring my sight.

The STEEP €1 /p was terzifying.
Still, 1 was determined to find out more.
Yes, the newspaper mouse in me was taking
over. | had to get the scoop!

I urged Benjamin to stay put. Then,
quivering with fear, | climbed up onto
an enormous rock. Very carefully, 1 leaned
toward the block of IGE. I brushed off the
snow. The shape began to emerge. With
shaking paws, | brushed off more snow. I
could hardly believe my eyes! I,

eronimo ClHillon, was peering right






into the face of a woolly mammoth! He was
perfectly preserved within the HCE'

What a find! I tried to remember what |
knew about the woolly mammoth. 9t was a
prehistoric animal that looked like an
elephant, only smaller. 9t had two verp
long tusks and thick brown fur. ¢ became
extinct toward the end of the Pleistocene
@ge, around 11,000 pears ago.

I grabbed Thea's camera out of my
backpack and snapped some shots. This
time, no one would think I was making up
crazy mouse stories!

Back at camp, Thea rushed out to meet
me. “So did you find him?” she

demanded. “Did you get a picture of

the yeti?”
| shook my head.




Thea groaned. “It figures,” she grumbled.

Trap swaggered over. “Well, what a
surprise, GERLY B RRY,” he scoffed.
“All the time | thought you saw the yeti.
Sometimes  Ner&  sometimes there,
sometimes in your underwear!”

I just shook my head, smiling. We'll see
who has the last laugh, Mr. Jokester.

“No, I did not find the veti,” 1 said,
sighing; then | paused for dramatic effect.
“But | did find a woolly mammoth!”

I took out the digital camera and showed
them the pictures of the frozen beast.

For once, Trap did not make one
wisecrack. In fact, he seemed to have lost
his voice. He opened his mouth, but not a
single squeak came out.

Finally, he pulled himself together. “A woolly



mammoth?” he gasped. “Geronimo found a

MAMMOTH?9??

Thea was j“'“p,-ng for joy. “Now, this is
what I call a real scuup! I can’t wait to
write this up. The Rodent’s Gazette will sell
like hotcakes!"™ she shrieked. “Just think
how furious Sally Ratmousen, the editor of
The Daily Rat, is going to be.”

“Uncle Geronimo is the bravest mouse
ever,” Benjamin squeaked. “You should
have seen him climb up that icy cliff!”

That night, we happily nibbled away at
our dinners. No one even complained about
the yak cheese. We were all too excited
about my big discovery.

Later, as | was about to fall asleep,
Benjamin grabbed my paw. “Tell me the



truth, Uncle Geronimo,” he whispered.
“Did you see the yeti?”

I could not lie to the little mouse. “Dear
Benjamin, | did see him,” | whispered back.
“But he has a right to be left in peace. I
think we should not tell anyone about him.
It will be our little secret, OK?”

Benjamin smiled. He put his small paw on
his heart. “Of course, Uncle,” he said softly.
“We won't tell anyone! On my rodent’s
word of
honor!”
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PICTURE THIS . . .

I

We started on our way back. Lucky for
me, it was all downhill. My paws couldn’t
take any more climbing.

As soon as we reached KATHMANDU,
Thea sent out a special report. It would be
front-page news.

At last, our plane landed on Mouse Island.
A crowd of photographers was already
waiting for us.

“Mr. St¥ilton, a2 question, please!”

“How did you find the mammoth?”

“Geronimo! Would you care to give an
interview to gj’@@@‘ ?" they called out.

Trap tried to answer in my place. He loved



being in the spotlight.
“Why don’t you interview
me?” he suggested. “I was
there, too, you know.”
But the journalists didn’t

give him a second glance.

“Veryone!”

I said. “I would like to PR

dedicate this discovery to |
Professor Paws von Volt.
Unfortunately, he cannot
be with us today.”

Then I began to tell my ES

story. “When | found the &
WOGLLY MAMM@TH in the

block of ice, I was with my

nephew Benjamin, . . ."




Benjamin was drowned in photographs.

I put my paw around Thea. “My sister has
filmed a wonderful piece, which will be

. shown on television this evening. . ..” Q\'\"‘b‘“
7 Everqonie toek pictures of Thea.
* Just then, my secretary, Mousella, made
her way through the crowd. “Mr. Stilton!”
she yelled. “Today's edition has sold out! It's
an absolute RECORD!”

Through the crowd, I saw the face of Sally
Ratmousen, editor of The Daily Rat. She
was $r€en with envy at my success!

“Mr. Stilton!” squeaked a gray rat with a
camera. “ Could we take your picture?”

Qut of the corner of my eye, | caught a
glimpse of my cousin. He was standing all
by himself. He looked sad and lonely.

A wave of kindness rushed over me. I
know he can be a rotten pain in my fur, but



Trap is still my relative. And my friend.

I turned to the rat with the camera. “I
would be happy to have my picture taken.
But I would like all of my family members to
be with me.” Then | waved Trap over.

My cousin was thrilled. He threw his paws
around me. And that's when the
photographer snapped the picture.

Trap bedan to sing happily:

“What a sensational success,
We're the darlings of the press!
Despite the cold and the stress,
My cousin made it nonetheless!”




BACK TO THE
FUTURE!

Several months went by. The W@OLLY
MAMM@TH was brought back to Mouse
Island.

Would you believe it? The entire BLOCK
OF ICE was cut from the mountain. It was
hauled back to the island aboard a special
freezer ship!

The MAMM@TH was donated to New
Mouse City’s Mouseum of Natural History.
There it was defrosted and studied by
several scientists. It was found to be a valu-
able source of information about life in the

PLEISTOCENE AGE



Finally, it was exhibited to the public for
everyone to admire. The line for the
mouseum sitreiched for +hree
blocks! It was like the time the
blockbuster Supermouse IV opened at the
Grand Squeak Cinema.

The exhibition’s success gave me an idea.
I wrote a book about dinosaurs, mammoths,
and other prehistoric animals. It became

A BESTSELLERY

More months went by.



One morning, as | was checking my e-
mail, | found this message:

GERONIMO, DEAR FRIEND,

I've read with great pleasure the article
about the mammoth you published in
The Rodent’s Gazette. | found it very
interesting. I’'m extremely honored that
you dedicated the discovery to me!

I'm almost ready for my first time-
travel experiment. | would love for you
to join me. | will contact you soon. Take
care!

Paws von Uolt

P.S. Thank you so very much for not
squeaking about the yetis. It means a lot
to me. By the way, my underwater lab is
fabumouse.



There was also a picture of Professor von
Volt’s time-travel machine. I studied it closely.
A dedication was engraved on its side. It read:

To my dear friend Geronimo Stilton,
a true gentlemouse
who knows

the value of friendship.
With greaf respect,
Paws von Volt.




Ah, friendship is truly a rare and precious
thing. I'd say it’s even more PT€ 16Us
than the fur on top of my head!

I wondered when Professor von Volt
would finish working on his time-travel
machine. [ was excited at the idea of
traveling with him.

Yes, | know I'm not the most courageous
of mice. And I do hate traveling. But for
a chance to travel through time, I,

exonimo Hillon, just might make an
exception. . . .
And that’s a promise!
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gw C I{EEPELU VN CACKLEFUR,

Yore, have a lot of mouse
fricnds, but none as spooKy as my [riend
CREH’ELHHJ'\{HHL}HR She is <
enchanting and MYSTERI00S mouse

with a pet bat named |

I'm a real fraidy mouse, but
even | think CREEPELLA and her l[amily are
fascinating. | can’t wait for
you 1o read all about CREEPELLA in these
and spectacularly &%

spooky tales!
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editions!

THE QUEST FOR Fﬁmﬂma
PARADISE: . VOYAGE:
THE RETURM TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE
KINGDOM OF F.AN‘ IN THE KINGDOM

OF FANTASY .
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A MDcar mouse friends, M

Thanks for reading, and farewell
till the next book.

It’ll be another whi ker—licki‘ood
adventure, s a promise!

Geronimo Stilton ..
® &
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