Geronimo Stilton

\

THE GIANT
DIAMOND ROBBERY

Scholastic Inc.
New York Toronto London Auckland

Sydney  Mexico City New Delhi  Hong Kong



If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that
this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed”
to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received
any payment for this “stripped book.”

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission
from the copyright holder. For information regarding permission, please
contact: Atlantyca S.p.A., Via Leopardi 8, 20123 Milan, Italy; e-mail
foreignrights@atlantyca.it, www.atlantyca.com.

ISBN 978-0-545-10376-3

Copyright © 2008 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Via Tiziano 32, 20145
Milan, Italy.

International Rights © Atlantyca S.p.A.
English translation © 2011 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 idea by Elisabetta Dami.

www.geronimostilton.com

Published by Scholastic Inc., 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.
SCHOLASTIC 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.stiltoncheese.com.

Text by Geronimo Stilton

Original title I Furto del Diamante Gigante

Cover by Giuseppe Ferrario

Illustrations by WASABI! Studio (design) and Davide Turotti (color)
Graphics by Merenguita Gingermouse and Yuko Egusa

Special thanks to Katheryn Cristaldi

Translated by Julia Heim

Interior design by Kay Petronio

1211 10987654321 11 12 13 14 15 16/0

Printed in the U.S.A. 40
First printing, January 2011



GO SQUEAKERS!

It was a very (gioecﬁa&/ evening. | left work at
five on the dot and RACED home. I didn’t
even stop to smell the cheese at the All U
Can Eat Cheese Palace! It was the night
of the B»dey soccer game, and my favorite
team was playing—the Cheddar Bay
Kickers and Squceakers.

Cheese niblets! Where are my manners?

GO Squeakers*



Go @ SQUEAKERS!

I almost forgot to introduce myself. My
name is Stilton, &Wm Slilton. 1 am the
publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the
most popular newspaper on Mouse Island.
Anyway, where was [? Oh yes, 1 had
just opened my front door when my phone
ramg. 1 glanced at the caller ID. It read
KORNELIJS VON KICKPAW. ['ve
known Kornelius since elementary school.
Back then, he loved to protect me from the
school BULLTES. And now he helps out
mice all over the island. That’s because he
works as a real-life SECRET AGENT! His code
name is @©OM. Pretty impressive, I know.
“Hello, Kornelius,” I said, picking up the
phone. But the line went dead. Strange! I'd
have to call my friend back after the game.
The soccer game was about to START. I
quickly changed into my sweat suit with the
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Kornelius von Kickpaw

Secret agent for
the government of Mouse Island

Geronimo's friend
from elementary school

He

always wears &
super-accessorlzed

tuxedo.

always finds mysteriouspS
and bizarre ways to
communicate because he
doesn't want his
messages getting
intercepted.
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Go @ SQUEAKERS!

Squeakers logo on it. Then I made myself
a sandwich, cut a slice of cheese pie, and
whipped up a

Finally, I shut off:

@ - THE DOORBELL!

J - WY CELL pHoNE;

pEHE FAX MACHINE! §g%

\D,& THE COMPUTER!

Now would disturb me. I switched
on the television.

I was so excited. Even though I'm not
much of a sportsmouse, I love the Squeakers.
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Go SQUEAKERS!

They always play by the rules and they donate
half of their ticket sales to cha,rity. Plus,
tonight the Squeakers were competing for
the title of [¥louSe Ifland Champions!
It was the most important game of the year!

I settled into my favorite pawchair and
turned up the volume. The two teams ran
onto the field as music PLAYED. They lined
up at center field and shook paws to show
good sportsmouseship.




Go @ SQUEAKERS!

There were just a few minutes left before
the opening whistle.

“«COME ON, SQUEAKERS!”
I cheered. I was so excited, I accidentally
twisted my tail up in a knot. Youch!

While I was untwisting, I heard a terrible
noise:

ngab'(l.'.'.'




