


Warning! Don’t imitate the cavemice.  

We’re not in the Stone Age anymore!

MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLAND, THERE 

WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED 

BY BRAVE RODENT SAPIENS KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE.

DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN:  

EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 

AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 

BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 

AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS.

HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN  

ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 

STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 

AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 

I AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 

YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 

MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 

TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING!

Geronimo Stilton
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MYSTERIOUS MAIL!

It was a warm autumn morning and I 
was feeling mousetastic! There were no 
meteor showers, no erupting volcanoes, 
and no earthquakes. Bones and 
Stones! It was a fabumouse 
cavemouse day!
After a light breakfast of fourteen Jurassic 

cheeses, ten Paleozoic cheese balls, and eight 
cups of frothy mammoth milkshake, 
I nimbly skipped to my office. (Well, more 
or less — buuurp!)
Oh, I forgot to introduce myself! My name 

is Stiltonoot, Geronimo Stiltonoot, 
and I’m the publisher of The Stone Gazette, 



Mail!”

Bonk

the most famouse newspaper 
in the STONE AGE . . . 
probably because it’s the 
only one!
I had just stuck my snout 

out of my cave, when I 
heard a flapping sound — 

SWOOOOOSH! — 
followed by a loud shriek:   

Then . . . 

Huh?!
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A mail-a-dactyl dropped a stone slab on 
my head! Great rocky boulders — the slab 
was so heavy, it flattened me on the 
ground like a Jurassic cheddar pancake!  
When I sat up again, I looked at the 

mysterious mega-slab and was shocked 
to see that it was from . . . Sally 
Rockmousen. My archenemy Sally — 
the host of Gossip Radio, the rodent who 
spreads fake news all over Old Mouse 
City — actually wrote to me?! Impawssible! 
Gossip Radio is The Stone Gazette’s 

biggest, most double-crossing competitor. 
Its headquarters are perched on top of a 
small hill. From there, Sally screeches the 
most inaccurate, dishonest, and just plain 
fake gossip in the Stone Age. 
Sally’s news is passed by word of 

mouth to other rodents and shriekers, 
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who then screech it to others. By the time 
the news gets to the last mouse, it usually 
doesn’t even make any 

sense. Sally’s stories get mouserifically 

WARPED!  
What kind of reporting is that? Sally is a 

pawsitive fraud! I didn’t even read her note.
As soon as I got to the office 

that morning, I was greeted by my 
assistant, WILEY UPSNOOT. 

“Everything okay, boss?”
“See for yourself,” I 

grumbled, handing him 
Sally’s note.

He read the message 
carefully. “Boss, it’s 
an invitation! Sally is 

inviting you to a 
mousestastic 
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team TREASURE HUNT!”
For all the thorns on a cactus!
“What?! Are you sure, Wiley?” 

I asked.
Wiley handed the note back to me. “Hold 

on to your cheese, boss — take a look!”

Dear Geronimo,

You are officially invited to participate in a 

mega team treasure hunt organized by the most 

distinguished reporter in the Stone Age — me, 

Sally Rockmousen! Do you accept? Mark the  

box of your choice:

I accept! 

Absolutely!

I can’t refuse!

Sure!
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“Never!” I squeaked.
“Never say never, boss,” replied Wiley.
“I refuse to go!” I said, shaking my snout.
He shrugged. “Whatever you say, boss, 

but did you see this?”

The back of the slab had another message 
chiseled in very, very, very small print:

If you don’t participate, Gossip Radio will squeak 

to every rodent in the Stone Age that you’re afraid 

to lose. Old Mouse City will finally realize that 

you’re a total scaredy-mouse! See you tomorrow 

morning in Singing Rock Square!

Crusty cheese chunks! How could Sally 
Rockmousen accuse me of such a thing?



Sally

Rockmou
sen

Mysterious Mail!

9

Okay, so maybe I’m not the bravest mouse 
in the STONE AGE, but I’ve always worked 
hard, and I’ve never turned my back on a 
challenge.
“That really toasts my cheese!” I 

muttered. “I’ll never go on Sally’s treasure 
hunt — and I mean Never!”


