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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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HURRY, GER!

The sun was shining on Old Mouse City. 
Down by the port, the rays were as hothot 
and golden as cheese sauce. Boats from 
all over the world were docked at the port, 
and the place was crawling with rodents 
rushing here and there.

That morning I had an important task to 
carry out: I was in search of slabs of rock! 
I, Geronimo Stiltonoot, know a little 
something about rocks. Every week I stock 
up on slabs of marble for The Stone 
Gazette, the newspaper that I run. (Yes, we 
call it a newspaper, even though paper hasn’t 
been invented yet.)
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Some mice say that The Stone Gazette’s 
news is really heavy. And by “heavy,” 
they mean that it weighs a lot! Each issue 
is etched into really heavy slabs of rock, 
like the one I am chiseling this into now. 
The slabs are harder than a hunk of stale 
cheddar!

As I walked through the port, my 
cartosaurus followed me. He is 
the dinosaur that helps me transport heavy 
loads. We stopped in front of a tall pile of 
stone slabs. A mouse popped 
out from behind the pile, surprisingsurprising me.

“I assure you that this is the best stone 
you will find in all of Old Mouse City!” he 
exclaimed, picking up a slab of marble to 
show me. But I wasn’t so sure. It didn’t look 
much thicker than my tail!

“To tell the truth, it looks a bit 
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CARTOSAURUS

A dinosaur that carries heavy 
loads. He is slow, but very strong 
and reliable. He can 
balance a pile of 
stones as tall as 
a T. Rex on his 
back!

Fern 
Nuggets

Used for fuel

Wooden 
frame

REINs

To support 
the load

To steer the Cartosaurus
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fragile,” 
I told him.

“Fragile?
Nonsense! This 

slab could support 
a T.Rex!” the 
merchant bragged.

As we tried to 
make a deal, I heard 

a loud roar. My 
sister, Thea, had trotted up on Grunty, her 
autosaurus. She can’t ever seem to control 
that beast: When she  skidded to a stop, her 
dinosaur stomped on my poor cartosaurus!

“Hurry, Ger, jump on!” Thea yelled. 
“We have to get to Trap’s tavern right away!”

Before I could object, Thea lifted me onto 
the saddle and raced off at full speed 
toward the Rotten Tooth Tavern. It’s run by 
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sister Thea had trotted up

It’s an e
xcellent slab!
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our cousin Trap, and is the most popular
tavern in Old Mouse City. (Maybe because 
it’s the only one!) Fossilized feta, 
what was the hurry?

7

it’s the only one!) Fossilized feta,
what was the hurry?

Co
m
e o

n, G
er, let’s go!

Ack!


