


Notes from the author

Greetings fellow Rangerphiles, and I want to thank you for taking a look at my 
first attempt into the realm of fan fiction. Duos is a story I have been kicking around in 
my head for a while. I have been a fan of Chip and Dale's Rescue Rangers for a long 
time, especially the character Monterey Jack. His rough and tumble attitude, stories and 
witticisms made him stand out to me when compared to the other rangers. He is a mouse 
with a past, that the show only seemed to touch lightly upon. Only in one episode was 
his friend Geegaw Hackwrench ever mentioned, and this was used as more of a way to 
introduce Gadget, than it was a look into Monty's life. 

I have read other author's fan fictions, and have noticed that very few ever delve 
into the rich past that the show implied Monty had before joining the Rangers. I have 
done my best to  stay as true to the show as possible, but I am afraid that I do not have 
the Rescue Ranger comic book series, so if this story does not coincide with them I am 
sorry, but there was nothing that could have been done to help that. 

So I hope that you will enjoy this first part of my fan fiction. It is not very long, 
but part two is already underway.

Thanks
Jon Lemerond 



Duos
part one

By Jon Lemerond

The freightliner blared its homecoming call as the anchor dropped into the harbor waters. The 
sound echoed in the cavernous hold and vibrated the ship’s cargo. This was the wake up call that 
Monterey Jack had come to appreciate. Most are torn from their dreams when they wake up; they have 
to wave goodbye their nighttime adventures and begin the humdrum of the day. But when your life is a 
nonstop string of adventures, sleep is just a way of knowing where one journey stops and another 
begins. 

Monterey did not open his eyes because he did not need to. It was pitch black in his steamer 
trunk when the lid was closed, and he locked it shut whenever it was he had gone to bed. Monty’s life 
was not dictated by the rising and setting of the sun. Interesting things could happen at any time, so 
having a nice dark place in which to get some shuteye was essential to a life that would often have you 
sleeping through midday. He made his way effortlessly through the darkness toward the keyhole. 
Monty had called this trunk home since he was old enough to say the word. It had shielded him from 
hurricanes, blizzards, tornados, avalanches, and even the occasional cat. He knew every inch of it like 
the back of his paw. Monty’s tail probed the tumblers of the lock on pure muscle memory without a 
synapse needing to fire from its owner. The key to this lock was not lost, it was far too important for 
Monty to ever lose.  Monty knew exactly in which crocodile’s belly it was, and considered it to be very 
well protected should he ever need it in the future. In the meantime his tail worked just as well as the 
old key ever did and was much more difficult to lose between the cushions of a couch. The lock 
snapped open and with a yawn the hefty mouse forced the lid up.

Monty surveyed his immediate area with the air of one who knows exactly what he is looking 
for. He took in a deep breath of the musty old hull and perked up. He could definitely smell it; it was 
unmistakable. Monty’s olfactory system is actually no more sensitive than that of any other mouse, but 
it has been subject to a much greater variety of input than most mice. Not many mice have circled the 
globe 14 times, trekked through the Himalayas, camped on the shores of the Galapagos Islands, and 
scoured the ruins of Pompeii. And even fewer of them have done all this in the search of cheese. The 
nose of a cheese hunter develops in a different way than other mice. The aroma of a fine cheese 
supersedes all other sensory input, and it can vary from the great Schweinehund Limburger (used as a 
replacement for mustard gas during the second world war until outlawed by both axis and allied forces) 
to Bergamont (which can only be smelled by exhaling after it’s consumption.) Most mice use their 
noses in search of potential danger, other mice, and food of all kinds. A cheese hunter’s nose has been 
focused like a laser beam on its specific quarry. It is not more sensitive it is just trained to ignore the 
unimportant, and in a cheese hunter’s book there is only one word in the chapter labeled “important”. 
Despite what popular opinion of the relationship between mice and cheese may be; the average mouse 
will enjoy any fruits, nuts or grains just as much as they would a wedge of Swiss. The average mouse 
has a widely diverse diet and although they may find cheese to be a fine addition to this diet, they 
would more likely consider it a nice treat than a staple. As we have established, Monterey Jack is not 
the average mouse. 

Any onlookers of mouse stature would have been surprised by the speed at which Monty 
crossed the ship’s hold to the large wooden crate marked “perishable” One does not spend their lives on 
a diet of mostly cheese and remain trim. Monty’s lifestyle has kept him active; he gets plenty of 
exercise and fresh air, but when all is said and done, his activities eventually lead him to a rich and fat 
laden food. Impressive as it is to see a mouse of Monty’s girth move at such speed, what was even 
more impressive was that this mouse was also carrying fifty times his weight in crowbar. These 



onlookers would have marveled at the strength at which this mouse hefted the crowbar, wedged it 
between two of the slats that made up the crates body, and forced the crates standing walls to fall in 
four perfect rectangular pieces. Unfortunately there were no onlookers. They missed quite a sight.

The massive cheese block stood as an orange monolith in front of the mouse. The scent of the 
aged cheddar drifted to Monty’s nose and seemed to wrap around his head as his eyes glazed over in 
bliss. His short red moustache began to twitch until finally it corkscrewed upon itself and flared out at 
the ends. Monty’s face was locked in a permanent grin; his whole body seemed to lift off the ground as 
he squeezed out his first words of the day.

“Cheeeeeese!”

First backing up to get a running start, Monty hurled his impressive weight at the man-sized 
block of cheddar teeth first. With unbelievable speed and a sound like a buzz saw, Monty’s jaws created 
a tunnel in the cheese that carried the mouse well into its center before he finally slowed to a stop. 

It was some time before Monty emerged from his edible cave and this was only after he chewed 
the tunnel walls to a width that would allow his newly enlarged frame to exit. With a slight feeling of 
disappointment that his stomach will never be able to hold the infinite amount his eyes and nose can 
take in, Monty picked his teeth with a splinter from the ruined crate. 

His moment of contemplation was interrupted by the echoing “Thud” of the giant steel doors of 
the hold beginning their slow opening process. 

“Crikey!” the mouse jumped with the sudden noise and after realizing that the world was not 
about to come to an end, he added. “Bout time those blokes got ta work.”

The hold slowly flooded with sunlight as the doors swung up. Monty climbed back into his 
home and latched the lid shut. It was usually a rough trip having his trunk lifted out of a ship by crane, 
but the job was too much for even a mouse of his strength. First making sure that there wasn’t anything 
that could fall on him as the crane swung his belongings, Monty climbed into his hammock and let it 
absorb the cranes motion for him. Even a mouse of Monterey Jack’s significant seagoing experience 
doesn’t want to feel such a harsh back and forth motion while on a full stomach. His belly was filled 



with good quality mild cheddar straight from the town it was named for, and he intended to keep it that 
way. A peek out the keyhole let him know that he had boarded the correct ship this time. He recognized 
the smoke stacks of the electric power plant and when the crane swung him in position he could just 
make out the ageing naval base and beyond that, the aircraft graveyard. 

He had discovered the place several years earlier while waiting on the arrival of a ship that 
would be setting off to Timbuktu. The ship was two days behind schedule and Monty’s traveling 
companion grew restless. 

“Come on Monty. You can’t tell me your having fun just sitting around. I know you too well.”
“First rule of adventuring pally.” Replied Monty, “ Take a rest while you can, cuz you never 

know when you’ll get to take another.” 
Monty had been traveling with Geegaw Hackwrench on and off since their childhood. A better 

pilot than an adventurer, Geegaw never seemed to have the stomach to be a cheese hunter. But Monty 
knew the usefulness of having a partner who could take you into those hard to reach corners of the 
globe, and the importance of a friend who was capable of flying you back out. Besides, Geegaw was a 
mouse that Monty could always depend on. The little guy would do anything for his friends, and it 
wasn’t often a cheese hunter had a cohort who didn’t want a share of the spoils. 

Geegaw reached into his jacket, produced a small handmade journal, and from behind his ear a 
stub of pencil. He thumbed through the pages with apprehension and tapped a page triumphantly with 
the pencils lead. 

“That will make the fifteenth “First rule of adventuring” you’ve recited to me over the years 
Monty. Are there any second or third rules of adventuring?”

“Nope, there all way too important for that.” Retorted Monterrey.
By this time Geegaw knew the ineffectiveness of correcting Monty’s bent logic, and just opted 

to redirect the conversation. 
“We’ve been waiting on this ship for days now Monty. We’re not going to get any more rested 

than we are.” Geegaw paused and gave his friend a sidelong glance “I‘m going to have a look around at 
the local sites,. You coming along?”

Although he would never have admitted it to Geegaw, Monty was getting tired of waiting as 
well. He was taking some minor pleasure in watching his friend fidget impatiently; Geegaw could be 
quite entertaining in this state, but a mouse can only sit around for so long. Besides, his supply of 
Roquefort was almost gone.

“Alright bucko, If your gonna be gettin all antsy, I s’pose it wouldn’t hurt to stretch the legs a 
bit.” Monty hopped out of his hammock and did a couple squat knee bends. “Besides, somones gotta 
keep you gotta trouble.”

 The pair locked up Monty’s trunk and set out exploring. They didn’t want to wander too far 
from the dock; the ship could pull into port at any time so keeping it in view was a good idea. Monty 
let Geegaw take the lead in their wandering, and his natural piloting instincts eventually led them to a 
scrap yard of depilated airplanes.  

“Golly-gee” spoke the tiny aviator. 
Geegaw’s eyes shown like gimlets when he saw the old Bomber. His face broke into a smile 

that practically split his head in two, and his tiny moustache twitched and twanged with excitement. 
The little guy practically leaped the distance to the aircraft’s fuselage, only to stop with unexpected 
suddenness as he stared up at the gigantic metal structure. The plane was far from being in any 
serviceable condition. The hull consisted of a mass of missing bolts, dents, holes, and rust, but as far as 
Geegaw was concerned it might as well have been fresh off the assembly line.



“Ain’t she a beaut?” Spoke Geegaw to no one in particular. Monty eventually caught up with 
his friend and took in the scene. 

“Reminds me of the time…” Monty began, but Geegaw wasn’t listening. He was already 
making his way inside the structure.

Monty managed to fit himself through a hole in the wall and got a dusty view of the plane’s 
inside. Despite the damage to the plane, the structure to the bomber’s inside was surprisingly sound. 
The walls of the hull accompanied every step they took with a metallic echo. Geegaw walked the slow 
steps of the awestruck, his eyes trying to take in everything at once. Monty lifted up the corner of an 
oily tarp in the vain hope that this aircraft’s cargo had been of bovine origin. He was greeted to the 
overwhelming taste of 60-year-old dust instead.

“Sure is a lot of stuff in this old bird,” commented Monty “You’d think they woulda cleared the 
hull out.” Monty risked a glance under another tarp. 
Geegaw had wandered to the other end of the plane, but eventually answered his friend’s echo

“This isn’t a scrap yard Monty.” Geegaw’s voice reverberated through the bomber’s hull. 
“These planes aren’t here to be salvaged.” His voice trailed off “There just here to be forgotten.” Monty 
listened to his friends echoing voice; there was a pause that was eventually followed by a hollow thud
It wasn’t so much the sound of Geegaw’s voice that Monterey Jack heard as much as he felt the 
vibration through the metal of the plane. It was muffled, “Monty, I need your help!” 
Monterey stuck his head out from the empty crate he was examining. 

“Geegaw?!” no answer came.

The swinging platform touched down with a jolt that woke Monty from his nostalgic state. The 
dockhands forklifted the cargo from the crane and, with apparently no one around to claim it, Monty’s 
home found its way into a corner for later inspection. The coast appeared to be clear, so Monty snuck 
out of his hideout. Before closing the lid, he reached back inside and unearthed an issue of Fine 
Dinering Magazine. The mouse ran through the pages until he found what he was looking for and 
ripped it free with an ear-to-ear smile on his face. A little fancy folding of the page and it fit neatly 



inside Monty’s coat. 
He headed out without a second look at his home. The trunk is not very heavy by human 

standards, but it is big, cumbersome, and made of aged mahogany. Even a large human would find it 
annoying to move, and next to impossible to open. Monty would occasionally come back to his home 
and find its contents moved due to humans trying to break it open. But the chest and everything inside 
was always intact. 

Monterey sleepwalked the journey from the docks to the bomber. Every step was just as he 
remembered it. He had walked this path several times already, and it always reminded him of the first 
time he had taken these steps. Geegaw had since then made this place his home, and the mouse’s 
actions had made no noticeable changes to the area. That is until a viewer of mouse size was to come 
upon the old B18. 

Monty gave the front door a booming knock. It was some time before he heard anything on the 
other side of it. Part of him was glad. This would mean that Geegaw had left his home, and that he was 
actually out doing something. But it was a short-lived joy, the muffled “Just a minute” let Monty 
conclude that nothing had changed with his old friend.

The door opened a crack, but Monty wasn’t the type to wait for such things. With a hefty shove 
he flung the door forward and forced the figure on the other side to jump back or learn what a door 
made from a cough drop container would taste like.

“Geegaw!”
“Montery?” said Geegaw as he recovered.
“How have ya been you ole flyboy you?”

Before Geegaw’s words even had a chance to escape his lips, they found themselves muffled by a 
mouse sized bear-hug from his old friend. His feet no longer found purchase on the floor of is home, as 
Monty effortlessly spun him with delight. 

“How longs it been Hackwrench? Ya Wallaby puncher.” Roared Monty as he shook his friend 
with excitement.

Geegaw steadied himself a bit. “Well, the last time I saw you was right after Gadget’s birthday 
party, so that would be…”

“And were is my favorite girl?” Monty interrupted as he tossed Geegaw off to the side and back 
to the floor. 
A moment of contemplation on Geegaw’s face was replaced with an expression of slight horror. 

“Oh! GollyGee!” Squeaked Geegaw “We were in the garage when you rang the bell.”
Geegaw mindlessly elbowed past his friend and rushed to the doorway of the hangar. 

The hangar consisted of the gutted cockpit of the derelict B18 bomber that made up Geegaw’s 
home and workshop. The glass canopy high above allowed just enough light to enter the space to 
enable someone to realize how much dust the air had accumulated. Various equipment and light bulbs 
had been wired expertly into the cockpit’s electrical system, and right now the lights did a fine job of 
illuminating the squishy black shape seated next to a mouse-sized barrel.

Gewgaw hung his head and exhaled the sigh of a parent who has just given his daughter a bath, 
only to have her find a way into his supply of used motor oil moments later.

Gadget smiled at her father and splashed a few more times in the inky mess with every sign of 
enjoyment.



“Too Rah Loo” gasped Monterey “That can’t be my little Gadget, I certainly don’t recall my 
little Gadget being quite this…” he paused “Viscous.” 

“Sometimes I think she just does it so I have to open up the sandbox.” Spoke Geegaw prying 
the lid off a rather sandy shoe polish container. He then motioned his head toward a group of greasy 
sandcastles seated on top of an old tarp. 

Gadget finally noticed her father’s guest and the little petroleum coated mouse squealed in 
delight as she half ran, half glided in Monterey’s direction arms spread wide. It was easily the 
slipperiest hug he had ever received; and Monty found himself regretting lifting her up. Not because of 
what it did to his coat, but because the little mouse was like a wet bar of soap and Monty’s embrace 
was the hand that squeezed soap cake a bit too tightly. He managed to catch her, and after a bit of 
fumbling got her into a reasonably stable position. 

Geegaw looked up from his sweeping with a short-lived smile. 
“Er.” Groaned Geegaw, at seeing his daughter’s effect on his friend’s favorite coat. “If you like, 

you can put that in the laundry, Monty. I’ll have it cleaned up for you in a little bit.”
“Not to worry mate” Replied Monty “Remember Borneo? Ha! This is nothin.”
Geegaw’s eyes glazed over in recollection and a grimace eventually found its way to his face. 

“Well yea, it washed out eventually” Geegaw conceded “but if we would have pretreated it, I don’t 
think the smell would have…”

“Pretreated?” interrupted Monty “Your talking like my old Nanna Gouda” 
With an air of humorous accusation Monty continued, “You’re not turning into some sort of old maid 
on me Hackwrench, are ya?”

Finishing his oil spill clean up, Geegaw swept the last of the oily sand into a bag. “As I recall, 
Nanny Gouda was far from an old maid, Monterey.” Geegaw gave his friend a knowing smile. 



“Anyway, you try keeping a child like that in clean clothes and see how long it is before you start 
talking like your Grandmother.” 

“Ah” said Monty dismissively “Your just a grease monkey taking after your old poppa. Aren’t 
cha Gadget luv?” 

“Viscous!” shouted the young mouse with enthusiasm.
Carefully lifting his rather slippery daughter out of Monty’s hands “Actually she’s more like her 

mother than she appears at the moment. Take a look over in the corner.” Geegaw tossed Monty a rag 
and carried Gadget at arms length into another room. Monty decided that there were several ways such 
a statement could have been intended, and that his initial reaction was most likely not the one Geegaw 
had meant.

Wiping the oil off his coat as best he could, Monty located the corner Geegaw was referring to. 
It had been cleared and padded with a little blanket. All over the walls of the small space were drawings 
tacked up haphazardly. Leaning closer Monty could see the correlation between the drawings and 
several small constructions placed on the blanket. Even though they still had a childlike feel to them, 
the drawings appeared to be fairly detailed plans of the small sculpture-like objects. 

Monty has visited many places in his time, and has seen the homemade toys that some village 
children would make to keep themselves entertained. They usually consisted of simple blocks, the 
occasional rag doll, or floating wooden rafts. He has never known any children to make their own 
working model of a Cessna 172. 

Monty stepped back into the living area in modest awe of the little girls abilities. He heard 
splashing and the occasional giggle from the bathroom. 

“You telling me that little Gadget made those toys, Geegaw?” Monty yelled toward the 
splashing

“The drawings too” Geegaw shouted back “She’s quite the little artist isn’t she?”
“Artist, yea. Not quite the word I was looking for.” Monty said to himself. But he did have to 

admit that a fair amount of artistic talent was needed to build the things Gadget had made on that 
blanket.

He took the time to look at some of the pottery, paintings and knick-knacks that decorated 
Geegaw’s home. The Polynesian-like theme was quite apparent throughout most of the décor. Monty 
recalled one or two of them as souvenirs from their adventures, but Geegaw’s wife had made most of 
decorations years ago to “brighten up the place”. Monty found himself wondering why she had 
bothered.

It was only a few years earlier that Monty had gotten Geegaw to fly him to the islands of 
Kiritimiti. He was on his usual search of the perfect wedge, this time it was the native’s exotic cheese 
called Tikoi. He was disappointed to find that exotic apparently meant that it was made from the milk 
of a pig, which turned out was even less appetizing than one would assume. After he had done his best 
to teach those responsible a lesson in what cheese is supposed to be, Monty and his friend were able to 
relax at one of the many luaus the island beaches seemed to have every night. 

The weather was balmy with a comforting breeze wafting through, the moon was bright and 
full, and if Monty had been in a better mood he would have been searching for some female 
companionship as well. Geegaw always had an eye for the fairer sex, but his nerve never seemed to 
have learned anything from his eyes. Geegaw would no more than make eye contact with a girl before 
he would quickly look away as if he had done something terribly wrong. This was a rather wide depart 
from the usual flyboy attitude about females, and made Geegaw a bit of an anomaly amongst his fellow 
pilots. Fortunately Geegaw’s skills at the controls of an aircraft were second to none. Monty had always 
figured that his lack of female distraction was a big contributing part of this. For now, Geegaw’s first 
love was flying and he was the best pilot around because of it. Monty was sure that one day Geegaw 
would learn how to handle women, but it didn’t seem like that was going to be anytime soon; at least 



not until women started wearing propellers and landing gear. 
So Monty was quite pleased when a beautiful young mouse took the plate of fruit out of 

Geegaw’s unresisting hands and pulled him into the crowd of mice dancing around the bonfire. As far 
as Monty was concerned, this was just what his friend needed, and judging from Geegaw’s dancing 
prowess, it was none to soon. 

Watching his friend enjoying himself in the company of such a fetching young lady did much to 
boost Monty’s mood. Though he still wasn’t about to join in on the dancing, he was able to absorb 
some fun vicariously through is friend.

“We don’t keep much cheese around the place” said Geegaw to his friend, as he exited the 
bathroom carrying what appeared to be a bundle of towels with mouse ears. “But if you’re hungry feel 
free to check the fridge.”

Monty’s mind was brought back to the folded piece of paper in his pocket. “Funny you should 
mention cheese, there ole boy.”

“Is it?” said Geegaw suspiciously, his head peaking around the corner from Gadgets room. 
“It just so happens that I’m here to take my best mate out to one of the finest restaurants 

around.”
“I see.” said Geegaw, with the air of waiting for the other shoe to drop. 
“So put the little nipper to bed, and let me take my best friend in the whole bloomin world out 

for a night on the town, aye. We got ourselves some catching up to do.” Monty reached into his pocket 
and started to remove the folded magazine page when Geegaw interrupted him.

“Monty.” said Geegaw matter-of-factly. “ You know I can’t just leave Gadget here alone.”



“Of course, of course.” Rallied Monty. “Just a slip of the tongue is all. I meant we call up a 
babysitter and then I can take me best mate on the town for a bloke’s night out. That’s what I meant 
o’course.” He placed the paper back into his pocket. He could wait to tell Geegaw where they were 
going.

“Sorry Monty” Geegaw looked a bit dejected  “There’s no babysitters around here to call.”
“Awe come on Geegaw, there must be someone.”  Retorted Monty “Whata bout Ole Gimmick?” 
With a quiet and cut off tone Geegaw answered, “Dad moved away a couple months ago.” 
“Oh well, that’s a shame that is.” said Monterey, and knew better than to press the issue. He had 

a pretty good guess as to why Geegaw’s father had moved away.
“Tell you what?” Said Monty, getting the subject back where he wanted it. “Lets just bundle up 

the little nipper and bring her along then. Whaddaya say?”
“I don’t know Monty.” Geegaw’s voice started to have a pleading edge to it “I don’t think we 

should go leaving just yet.” But then his tone changed quickly. “I’ve got a lot to do around here, and 
Gadget’s bedtime will be…” Monty had hoped that Geegaw had gotten over this by now. His friend 
hadn’t left his home for any real period of time since Gadget was born. He didn’t understand why his 
friend would act this way. Monty had always known Geegaw to be a reasonable, intelligent, but above 
all, brave mouse. He was always a bit too cautious to be a cheese hunter, but the little guy was always 
up for an adventure. Of course that was before he had gotten married.

“Come on Geegaw.” Continued Monty “It’ll do ya good to get out and have a bit a fun. 
Gadget’ll love it too.” Monty made his way into Gadget’s room and lifted her onto his shoulders. 
“When was the last time she got to go for a fly with her dad, eh?”

Geegaw began another protest, but Monty started moving Gadget around making airplane 
noises. His little girl was enjoying playing pilot too much for Geegaw to continue to say no. He didn’t 
want to leave, he couldn’t take the chance, but he couldn’t disappoint his daughter either. Monty had 
finally found the leverage he needed.

“Alright.” conceded Geegaw. “Just for a few hours, then.” He lifted up his daughter and held 
her tightly. He whispered to her softly. Monty couldn’t quite make out what he had said.

Geegaw’s voice was barely audible. The old footlocker he was trapped in was quite sturdy and 



had held up well over the years protected by the hull of the airplane. Even the writing on its side was 
plainly legible, “Ultraflight Laboratories” Which was what had drawn Geegaw to the box in the fist 
place. Monterey rushed to his friend, knowing full well the hazards that can await an unprepared 
mouse. 

“Geegaw! Where are ya pally?”
The sound was not one of urgency, but consisted more of embarrassment. 

“In here” came the muted sound of Geegaw Hackwrench. 
Monty relaxed. His friend was fine, and his carelessness had gotten himself into a pickle that he 

could not get out of without help. This was the kind of situation that made friendships worthwhile. An 
evil grin spread across Monterey’s face.

“And just where might that be Geegaw old pal?” Monty’s voice could have greased every one 
of the bomber’s engines. 

“Come on Monty”
“Well let’s just take a look around here and see if we can’t find where me best mate Geegaw 

could possibly be trapped.” Continued Monty.
“Monty?” Geegaw’s tone was becoming more accusing. 
“I could check in this bonza big chest here.” Monty went on nonchalantly “But that would just 

be a waste of time.”
“Monty!” Geegaw’s frustration was becoming more apparent.
“Because my best friend Geegaw knows better than to go looking into strange boxes with big 

heavy lids that can fall and trap him inside.”
“Monty!!”

Monterey leaned against the footlocker and twirled his tail around his finger.
“So I really don’t see any reason to go looking into this big heavy box with its big heavy lid.” 
“Are you done yet?”  Geegaw did his best to end his friend’s little charade. 
“Just about.” joked Monterey.
“Would you get me out of this thing already?” There was a drawn out silence “Please?” 
“Why Geegaw!” said Monty in his most surprised yet sarcastic voice “It would appear that you 

have somehow become trapped in this rather large and heavy box.” A barely audible groan could be 
heard inside the footlocker.

“I shall have to see about opening this lid and freeing my best pally.” Continued Monty as he 
hefted a broken piece of crate to leaver open the trunk’s lid. With slight effort Monty forced up the lid 
and wedged the leaver to hold the lid in place. The light finally showed the contents of the trunk, and 
Geegaw was able to get a good look at what he had only glimpsed earlier.

 The paper was old and yellowing, and he unfolded it carefully. Geegaw looked over the plans, 
his mouth agape. All the dimensions were there, the measurements, the internal structure, everything. 
Monty crawled up to the edge of the trunk and looked down into its dusty contents. Geegaw’s eyes 
were fixed on the old plans. His brain was swimming through the possibilities of what he could build 
with blueprints this detailed. That is, until his brain took notice that what his feet were seeing was much 
more interesting. He thumped his feet on the old wool blanket he was standing on. Realization 
eventually dawned. Geegaw took another quick look at the instructions in his hands and with the air of 
an archeologist whose shovel just clanged against the golden face of a three thousand year old king, 
Geegaw looked up at Monty.

“Help me with this blanket.” Monty saw Geegaw’s expression and heard the urgency in his 
voice. It wasn’t the tone of danger, but Monty recognized it all the same. The duo had spent a lot of 
time together over the years, and that time was spent in the pursuit of treasure. The treasures usually 
consisted of curded dairy products, but they were treasures all the same. What Geegaw had found was 
quite possibly his equivalent to a hidden cache of Camembert 76.
Monty leaped to his friend’s side and the two bunched the old blanket to one edge of the trunk. 



What it had been protecting wasn’t Camembert, but even Monty had to admit, it was a close second.
“Golly Gee” said Monterey

Geegaw just stared at his new airplane.

The Screaming Eagle was an experimental model aircraft, emphasis on model. It had taken 
almost a year of work to make it air worthy, and Geegaw had enjoyed every minute of it. He had to 
reattach and reinforce the wings, modify the engines and rework the controls. He had spent most of that 
time alone, since Monty wasn’t the type to sit in one spot for that long. Geegaw made the wrecked 
bomber into his workshop that year. He set up some moderate living quarters, because even Geegaw 
needed more than airplanes to live. Though he would have put eating and sleeping well below planes 
on his list of priorities. Monty returned to the aircraft graveyard months later, in time to see Geegaw 
add the finishing touches. 

It had since become the duo’s primary means of transportation. Over the years Monty thought 
of the Eagle as his home away from trunk. He had found that the back seat was just big enough for a 
mouse to lie down comfortably, and found the constant hum of the propellers quite soothing. Monty 
always appreciated any means of travel that allowed him to go to sleep in one hemisphere and wake up 
in another. But the Screaming Eagle was more than just a nice place to nap. Over the years Geegaw and 
the Eagle had gotten him out of more than their fair share of scrapes. It was the third member of their 
little team; he hadn’t realized how much he had missed this plane until he was sitting in the cockpit 
once again. The smell of the vinyl seats and the way the domed glass bent the light brought back a lot 
of memories. Monty was almost giddy to be sitting in it again. 

Monty yelled down to his partner, who was removing the wheel chucks. “Just like old times eh 
Geegaw ole boy?”  

Geegaw looked up at him with a worried smile, and then glanced back at the hanger door before 
climbing up to his position in the cockpit. Monty was disappointed in his buddy. While Geegaw had 
been preparing the Eagle for takeoff, Monty stumbled upon the note Geegaw had left in the kitchen. 
You’d never catch Monterey Jack wasting away in a corner, waiting for some woman.



Geegaw had been as happy as a schoolboy. The last Monty had seen of his friend was the night 
before when Geegaw went off down the beach with his lovely new companion. He was back now and 
had a smile on his face that told Monty all he needed to know. 

“I see yer new sheela showed you a good time last night.” Monty’s tone implied all he desired, 
but it didn’t have the expected effect.

“Her name’s Leilanie, Monty.” Geegaw looked as though he had just discovered a mint 
condition Messerschmitt. “And she’s perfect.”

“She is a pretty little thing.” Monty conceded. “Well where is she at? Aren’t ya gonna introduce 
your new girl to yer best mate?”

“She had to meet up with some friends.” Geegaw explained. “She’ll be back in a little bit.” And 
with that, Geegaw waited. Monty decided to meet this Leilanie later on. He had experienced his fair 
share of romantic entanglements and had a suspicious idea as to how long “a little bit” was going to be. 
In the meantime he could explore the island and take a look at the kitchens of some of the local hotels 
and restaurants. Geegaw spent the rest of the morning seated on a rock next to his plane in anticipation. 
Monty had to admit that his friend had it bad. Normally he would be tweaking something in the engines 
or fiddling with the instruments. Ever since Geegaw had gotten his hands on that plane, the sound of 
hammers and metal was synonymous with Geegaw and any spare time. Yet there he still sat patiently 
and content when Monty returned later that evening

The setting sun had painted the sky in hues that were usually reserved for more tropical 
climates. The little aircraft and its diminutive passengers were settling into their cruising altitude. 

"Awlright Hackwrench" said Monterey to his friend "Have I gotta treat fer you." Monty 
unfolded the magazine page as far as the cockpit would allow and smiled a face splitting gin. "Here's 
where I'm taking my two favorite mice in the world." 

Geegaw engaged the autopilot and took a hold of the paper, unsure of where to focus his gaze 
on the giant page. 

"Right here." Monty pointed out a restaurant review halfway down the page. "There's a whole 
chain of em see?" Monty began excitedly "An I've been to nearly every one of em.

"There that good huh? Geegaw replied. 
"Too right they are, but see right here "Monty continued as he tapped a part of the article. 
Geegaw squinted at the paper. "Special Grecian cheese delicacy?" Geegaw read on and then 

looked up with a confused expression. "Monty! Not that maggot cheese? You tried that years ago, and 
it took forever to get the taste outta your mouth." 

"WHAT?" Monty looked at the page "No, not that" Monty craned Geegaw’s head into position 
so that his nose was touching the paper "This part right here." Geegaw’s eyes refocused on the words. 

"Pierre Fromage to head the opening of the latest…" 
Monty interrupted "That's right, I've been tracking this bloke across the globe for over eight 

months now. His mozzarella recipe is more closely guarded than an armadillo's backside." 
Geegaw looked surprised at his friend "You’re going to steal this fellow’s recipe? Monty, that's 

not right." 
But Monterey waved a hand toward Geegaw "Nah, don’t be silly Hackwrench. This fella’s 

working from memory by now, not much of a chance of me grabbing something outta his head." Monty 
looked thoughtful for a moment "Unless you could engineer me up some sorta thought vacuum thing. I 
reckon I could sneak in while he’s asleep and..." Geegaw was looking at him as if Monty had suggested 
he not bother opening the skylight when they launched the airplane through it. 

"Sorry Monty" said Geegaw in the tone reserved for mothers to use when their child asks why 
mom can't make honey from the flower's she was just handed. After all, if some dumb bee could do it.... 
"I'm just a mechanic Monty, inventing new things was never really my strong point." Monty leaned 
over the back of his seat to see little Gadget strapped in and playing with a collection of nuts and bolts.



"Then I'll just have to sweet talk my Gadget luv into making up some blueprints for me. 
Geegaw turned and smiled at his daughter and the figure she had screwed together "She's really 

got her mother’s talent." 
Monty looked haphazardly into Geegaw's face. This was never a good subject to bring up. 

Monty had tried in the past, and Geegaw’s own father had brought it up on more than one occasion. 
This subject of conversation never ended happily but, well, Geegaw had been the one to bring it up this 
time hadn't he? 

"So, um speaking of which" Monty tested the water's carefully "How has Leila been?" 
Geegaw turned to Monty; his expression flickered for only a moment. "Oh, fine, just fine." 
Monty decided to wade into the pool a bit more "So, you've heard from her then?" Geegaw did 

his best impression of someone without a care in the world, 
"You know women, Monty. She gets home, her family makes a big fuss, and then she meets up 

with some old friends. Before you know it she’s enjoying the sun and the beach and loses track of the 
time. She's a having good time and she'll write me when she gets a spare minute." 

Monterey Jack was never one to walk slowly into the water, when a cannonball was so much 
easier, this tiptoeing around the subject was getting on his nerves. "Geegaw, this "spare minute" has 
been taking a bit long to come by don’t ya..." 

Geegaw interrupted "She never liked cold weather you know? It’s my fault really for bringing 
her here. You'll see, as soon as the season changes she'll be back." 

This was not the Geegaw Hackwrench that Monty knew and he was tired of it. "Geegaw, the 
seasons have changed more'n a dozen times since the sheela left." 

"The summer's have been very cold lately, Monty." Geegaw retorted lamely.
"Aww, come on Geegaw, yer acting like a bloomin fool."
“Bubo Virginianus” Squeaked little Gadget as she pointed ahead of the plane.
This had the same effect on their argument as a mountainside would have had on the plane's 

flight path. The two adults in the cockpit could only stare at the young mouse with their mouths agape. 
Their eyes met in synchronized movement. Neither of them new what to say since they weren’t 
allowing themselves to fully comprehend the words that couldn’t have come out of the little girl’s 
mouth. In perfect unison the duo decided not to try to figure out where Gadget could have learned such 
language and instead focused on her small hand. They eventually followed its pointing finger to the 
dark shape they were flying toward.



Geegaw banked the Eagle hard left and managed to prevent all his repair and restoration work 
from going to waste, as well as saving all their lives. There was just a short scraping noise as the owl’s 
talons raked along the side of the fuselage. 

“Too Rah Loo!” Monty cried out. “Nearly lost some fur there.”
“Hold on.” Geegaw could see the bird preparing for another pass; he threw the Screaming Eagle 

into a dive.
Geegaw’s face showed pure concentration as the Eagle accelerated downward. He wouldn’t be 

able to outrun an owl at this range, he needed to build up some speed and hopefully out maneuver it at 
low altitude. His eyes not leaving his instruments, he spoke to Monty. “Make sure Gadget hasn’t 
wiggled out of her seat.”

Monty, already facing that way to make a guess at how long their futures might be, gave Gadget 
a quick looking over. “She’s strapped in tight pally.” He then took in little Gadget’s face. She might as 
well have been up to her neck in motor oil; the smile on her face couldn’t have been any bigger. But 
Geegaw didn’t like this situation one bit. He had met other pilots throughout his adventures who 
claimed to be able to out fly hawks and falcons, but Geegaw knew the difference between boasting and 
reality. It was a lesson any rodent aviator had to learn. Mice had a hard enough time escaping raptors 
while they were on the ground, and then a mouse had a sort of home court advantage, but now he was 
in the owl’s territory. Pilots might like to think that the sky belongs to them, but that owl knows it. 

Geegaw didn’t dare take the plane any lower. The speed the Screaming Eagle had obtained from 
the dive would have to be enough. The plan was simple, get low and find cover. Keep up the speed and 
keep a level head. At this altitude it was too easy to crash into something, concentrate and make the owl 
realize that you not worth the trouble. Find someplace bright and noisy and full of humans. Fortunately 
that was always the easy part. Humans were very good and being in bright noisy places; if you found 
one piece of the puzzle, you usually found all three.

The street was not exactly filled with traffic at this time of evening, but Geegaw didn’t need 
much. The speed of the oncoming traffic only succeeded in making him feel like he was going all the 
faster. One car every fifty feet was more than enough to give the scenario a sense of real danger. 

The owl had just started this chase and was not in the mood to give up on it just yet. It matched 
the Screaming Eagles motions, and was slowly gaining on its quarry. Geegaw had hoped the headlights 
of the cars and the noise of the traffic would be enough to deter the owl’s pursuit. The plan made sense 
when you thought about it; he just wished the owl would realize that. 

“Talk to me Monty.” Geegaw said flatly. Monty was already looking behind them. 
“Six o’clock Geegaw, seven meters and closing.
“Altitude?” 
“Bout a meter above us.” Monty replied
The Eagle skimmed the roofs of the cars, and the draft the cars left behind them was causing 

some turbulence, but all it seemed to be doing was slowing them down and the owl seemed smart 
enough to stay out of it. That’s when Geegaw saw the semi up ahead.

The nocturnal and predatory nature of an owl has caused it to develop some very specific traits 
to aid it in its environment. Owls are famed for their night vision, and have evolved eyes that are more 
forward facing than any other bird, but lesser known is their single mindedness. Owls have no natural 
predators; as a result they are able to hunt in relative safety. Combine this situation with its physical 
traits and you have a creature that is prone to tunnel vision. Were it not for this, perhaps the owl would 
have noticed that its prey was slowly descending. It might also have realized that in order to close in on 
this prey, it too was descending. 

Geegaw lured the owl into position, this little stunt would take some fairly precise timing, and 
the belly of the plane would be almost scraping ground for a moment. Some quick estimating on his 
part, the mass of the truck, its approximate speed, and some general hope that whatever deity might be 
watching over a rodent aviator was in a good mood, was all he could do. 



Geegaw picked his moment, “Hold on tight, this is gonna be rough.” He took a deep breath and 
banked the Eagle into the semi’s wake as soon as the tires had passed by.

As anyone who has stood too close to the curb as a large truck zoomed by can attest, the gust of 
air being dragged immediately behind a vehicle of that size is quite intense, but not nearly as powerful 
as the force of air that follows a second later. So the trick of Geegaw’s plan was not to subject the 
Screaming Eagle and owl to the force of the draft, and hope that the plane could take it better than the 
owl. Such a plan would have been futile, Geegaw knew. The hands of nature constructed that owl, and 
although Geegaw was happy to stand behind his own skills, he did know when to tip his hat to a 
superior craftsman. No, the trick was to time the passage of the Eagle through the truck’s draft so that it 
would make it through with minimal air resistance, while making sure the owl passed through when the 
draft was at its maximum. 

The Eagle shuddered in the gale; the control stick bounced and shook Geegaw’s tiny hands. Its 
flight path had been drastically altered, and they were being sucked along horizontally. It was all 
Geegaw could do to keep from rolling in the draft. Then, just as fast as they were drawn in, the 
momentum of the little airplane saw them through to the other side and out once again. Geegaw 
regained control of the aircraft and Monty turned to see how their pursuer had fared. It was like trying 
to throw sheet of paper across a wind tunnel. The owl vanished faster than it had first appeared as ten 
tons of metal sucked it up into its wake and down the highway, out of site.

"Bonza job there Geegaw!” Monty’s rousing voice was the pat on the back Geegaw needed 
after a shake up like that. There’s nothing like the delusion that what just happened was all fun and 
games, to help someone get though a trauma. “Mighta shook a few a me fillings loose, but they’ll be 
sweeping feathers off this highway fer weeks. Ha!” Geegaw just breathed deeply and found a nice 
place to land.

The smile on his daughter’s face was almost disturbing. It had been a long time since Geegaw 
had taken her flying, and he doubted that she was old enough at the time to still remember it. But the 
little mouse was definitely home in the sky. Usually when Geegaw looked into little Gadget’s face, all 
he saw was her mother, and he loved her all the more for it. Now he actually saw a portion of what 
everyone else could see from the beginning. This was his daughter.

Monty jumped out of the cockpit “You make sure the ole crate’s still in shape and I’ll just take a 
minute and find out where we are.

Geegaw sat back in his seat. Right now he knew exactly how Gadget felt. He would never have 
thought it possible, but a part of him actually enjoyed that. He hadn’t felt like this in years. He was 
flying again, and not just puttering around in the skies; he had out flown an owl at nighttime with only 
a few scratches to show for it. He was every bit the pilot he ever was. Geegaw just laid back and shut 
his eyes, enjoying the moment. When had he last felt this good?

Geegaw was till sitting in that same position, with a huge smile plastered across his face when 
Monty returned. Monty was afraid of this. The poor little fella had been dumped, and he didn’t even 
know it. He would wager a pound of blue veined Gorgonzola that Geegaw hadn’t moved a muscle all 
day. 

“Hey there pally.” said Monty as he approached his friend.
“Oh, hi Monty” Geegaw replied rather distractedly. 
“Listen mate” Monty tried to be as comforting as he could. “I’m real sorry about this.” He 

placed a paw on Geegaw’s shoulder.
“Oh no Monty,” Geegaw stared into Monty’s face. “What did you do?”
“What?” said Monterey taken slightly aback “Nothin, I just checked out a couple kitchens and 

had me a look around the luau area.” Monty stopped, This conversation had taken a wrong turn. “I 
mean I’m sorry about yer um… dance partner from last night.”

Geegaw stood up, grabbing Monty by his collar and pushed his face so he was nose to nose 



with his friend. There was extreme urgency in his voice. “What happened to her?”
“Nothin!” Monty stood up and turned Geegaw back to his seat. “Settle down a bit there 

partner.” He gave Geegaw a second to relax while he worked out how to give the bad news. “Geegaw 
ol pal.”

“Yes Monty?”
“You’ve been sittin on that rock all bloomin day.” Monty began.
“It hasn’t been that long Monty.” Geegaw tried to explain
“The bloomin suns gone down fer Pete’s sake!”
Geegaw looked at the sky for what appeared to Monty as the first time that day.
 Geegaw, has it occurred to you that maybe she aint commin back?” 
Geegaw turned his attention back to his friend with a look that could have curdled milk. “She’s 

just lost track of time;” Geegaw crossed his arms with a look of grim determination and mumbled. 
“Very easy thing to do.”

“Listen mate.” Monty took a seat next to Geegaw, “This kinda thing happens all the time. The 
two a you had a few laughs last night, the sun comes up and ya goes yer separate ways. Nothing wrong 
with that. Ya both had a good time and gotta nice memory outta the deal.”

Geegaw took it all in and comprehension started to dawn. He looked up into Monty’s face, he 
was on the verge of tears, Monty could tell. 

“She was perfect Monty.” Geegaw choked back the tears as best he could. Monterey wasn’t sure 
how to handle this situation. He had seen Geegaw cry before, but it was usually because he couldn’t get 
a part to fit, or lost his favorite wrench. But those were tears of frustration, or anger. Monty was a 
man’s mouse, you just didn’t cry over women. 

“Awe come on Geegaw, brighten up.” She couldn’t have been that perfect if she let a bonza 
catch like you get away. Ha!.” Monty picked Geegaw up off the rock, stood him on his own two feet, 
and brushed some sand off his flight jacket. “Tell ya what.” Monty began “The two of us are gonna 
crash some blighters luau, find us a couple of sweethearts, show em a  good time, and then keep them 
waiting all day on a rock fer us“ Monty gave his small friend a playful punch on his shoulder in the 
hope of bucking him up. “Be the best medicine in the word fer ya right now mate.”



Geegaw wore a halfhearted smile now, and that was good enough for Monty. “Come on, I’ll let 
ya have first pick.”

They began walking in the direction of some campfires when they both saw the shapely figure 
headed toward them from down the beach.

Monty studied a few street signs to get his bearings, and made his way back to the Screaming 
Eagle. “Well Geegaw, looks like we can just follow along that side street over there and it’ll take us 
straight to the restaurant..” spoke Monty as he hopped back into his chair. Monty turned to speak to 
Gadget in the back seat “I think yer ole pop has earned himself I nice meal don’t you Gadget Luv?” But 
the little mouse was fast asleep in her safety seat. 

“Awe, aint that just the sweetest thing ya ever did see Geegaw?”
“Poor thing.” Geegaw said “All the excitement’s worn her out.” 
“Don’t blame her.” Monty began “Me heart nearly stopped a few times back there.”
The Screaming Eagle built up some speed and was soon airborne. Monterey pointed Geegaw in 

the right direction and it was only a few blocks before they had reached their destination.
Where’s the mouse section Monty?” spoke Geegaw as they circled above the building. “Gotta 

find a good spot to land.”
“Oh, well I’d just plop us down in the alleyway back there.” Monty pointed to a space behind 

the restaurant’s dumpster. “That should be nice and private.” A little apprehensive, Geegaw touched the 
plane down and taxied it into position.

The momentum of the propellers wound down and Geegaw reach in the back seat to unbuckle 
his sleeping daughter.

“I wouldn’t bother wakin up the lass just yet Geegaw.” Monty whispered “Probably best if she 
waits in the cockpit fer now.”

“What do you mean?” Geegaw’s tone had an air of accusation to it.
“I’m just sayin we should probably scope the area out a bit before we go draggin the lil nipper 

with us. Ya know, make sure it’s safe.”
“Why would we have to do something like that Monty?” Geegaw looked back at his daughter 

for a second “Why wouldn’t this place be safe? Where have you taken my daughter?”
“It’s nothing you gotta worry about pally. It’s just that this place isn’t set up fer mice yet.”
“Monty!” Geegaw swallowed the last syllable, not wanting to wake Gadget. 
“You read that paper I showed ya.“ Monty began “Geegaw, this place is brand spankin new. 

Mice wont be movin in here fer at least another two months.”
Geegaw stared at his friend dumbfounded
“Yer making a big deal outta nothing Geegaw. I’m not gonna do anything to put lil Gadget in 

danger, but just to be extra safe I’m just saying that you should let the lass sleep and lock up the cockpit 
while we check everything out.”

Monty sidled up to his friend and put one beefy arm around him with a squeeze. “Come on 
Hackwrench, Are you tellin me that after all we’ve been through and all the places we‘ve gone, yer 
scared of some restaurant kitchen no more’n a stones throw away from yer front door?”

“That’s not the point Monty,” Geegaw began.
“I saw your face after you dusted that owl mate. You miss it.”
“What?” said Geegaw defensively
“The adventure, the excitement, come on Geegaw, it’s part a who you are. Tell me that dogfight 

wasn‘t the most fun you’ve had in years.”
Geegaw couldn’t help but smile. Monty was right. A pilot just cant ground himself the way he 

had been. Geegaw had spent a long time on the ground waiting for his wife to come home. If he wasn’t 
around when she returned, she might leave again and never come back. Geegaw didn’t think he could 
bear such a thing. He desperately wanted Gadget to know her mother. He had sacrificed a lot for the 



sake of his family, but it wasn’t until now that he thought maybe he could have both. 
He had flown against incredible odds tonight, and he and Gadget had emerged unscathed. In 

fact, they were better for the experience. He hadn’t felt this alive in a long time, and Gadget was having 
the time of her life. All he had to do was leave his wife a note telling her where they were, and then he 
and Gadget could do some traveling. He could give his daughter the world, and he was experienced 
enough to keep her safe.

“Alright Monty.” Geegaw’s face brightened up, ”Just let me make sure everything is secure 
back here.”

“No worries mate.” Monty watched his friend. He moved differently now, there was a spring to 
his step, this was the Geegaw that Monterey Jack had missed.

Geegaw checked the locks on the cockpit, and made sure his clever little girl wouldn’t be able 
to play around with the Eagle’s instruments. If he was going to do any traveling with Gadget, he would 
have to make sure she was safe first, he told himself. No reason why he can’t be a responsible parent 
and still have the occasional adventure. He gave his sleeping daughter a quick kiss on the forehead, and 
followed Monty to the kitchen entrance. The two climbed up to a ledge and gazed in through a small 
window.

“How’s everything look Monty?” Whispered Geegaw
Monty scanned the area and perked up. “There’s ole Pierre now.” Monty pointed at a long 

legged skinny man, who was sporting a rather dignified beard and moustache. “And have a gander at 
what he’s making.”

Geegaw had spent enough time with Monty to have some idea of what mozzarella cheese looks 
like when it’s fresh. Pierre was kneading and pulling at a wet ball of the tasty treat.   

“Nice looking place” Geegaw added “very clean, I’ll have to remember this restaurant when the 
mice finally move in. Might be a nice place to take the family.”

Monty looked up from the glass, “What do ya think yer doin now?”
Well yea, but I meant as a quite evening meal, and not a caper.” Geegaw replied “What did you 

say this place was called?”
“Didn’t you read that paper I showed you in the plane?” Monty said as he turned his attention 

back to the kitchen.
We got a little distracted, remember?”
“Oh right.” Monty smiled “Well, Geegaw ole boy, let me welcome you to Zanzibar, home of the 

best cheese bread in the world.”



It depressed Monty to see how quickly Geegaw had run to her side. Losing all control over a 
nice wedge of muenster at least made some sense, after all cheese didn’t keep you waiting on a rock all 
day long. Monty hated to see Geegaw forget about his pride, he was on the right track to becoming this 
girl’s lap dog as far as he was concerned. Well he wasn’t going to let his pal make that mistake.

“Eh, Hem.” said Monterey, in the hopes of making Geegaw realize that he was still standing 
there. 

“Oh, of course” Monty waited as Geegaw interrupted his unconditional forgiveness of the girl's 
absentminded behavior throughout the day. “Leilanie, this is my friend Monty.”

“Best friend.” Monty interjected. “Nice to finally meet you.” and Monty put a little more 
emphasis on “finally.” than Geegaw had thought necessary. But it seemed that this statement used up 
the last of what little subtlety Monty had in his possession.

“What’s the big idea a keeping my best mate Geegaw here, waitin all day long?”
Geegaw moved in-between the two and tried to reason with his friend. “It’s ok Monty, it wasn’t 

a big deal.
“My tail it wasn’t. She just about had you in tears a minute ago.”
“Monty, stop it! You’re being rude.”
“I’m being rude?” Monty roared ‘I think you mighta got some things a bit backward there 

Geegaw…”
“Listen,” Geegaw was practically scolding Monterey, this was a new experience for the two of 

them. He led Monty a little ways away from the girl “I promised Leila a ride to the top of the volcano. 
I’ll see you in the morning, and I hope some sleep will put you in a better mood.”

The plane took off leaving Monty to stew in his frustration. He wasn’t even sure why he was so 



upset. After all he wasn’t the one being used and forgotten. If Geegaw wanted to waste his time on a 
girl that treated him like that, well, that was his business. Over the years Monty had given Geegaw 
plenty of advice when it came to women, some of it must have sunk in. Monty found it hard to get used 
to this new Geegaw Hackwrench. The Geegaw he knew wouldn’t have just left his friend behind, 
wouldn’t spend the day waiting for some girl, and certainly wouldn’t spend that time doing nothing 
when he had a plane to fiddle with. 

Monty spent the night thinking about his friend. It was several hours before he realized he had 
been seated on the same rock that his partner had kept warm all day long. Perhaps it was easier then he 
thought to do nothing, and to lose track of the time. It was a confusing situation. Monterey Jack was not 
used to ever considering that he may be the one who was at fault. You didn’t become a cheese hunter of 
Monty’s status by questioning your own judgment. This was foreign territory to him, but fortunately 
Monty had spent years becoming an expert in judging unknown terrain. All you had to do was charge 
forward and follow your nose, so that is exactly what Monterey Jack decided to do. He’d let Geegaw 
have his fun. The two of them would be leaving in a few days anyway, so there really wasn’t any harm 
in letting Geegaw lose his head over a pretty face. He’d come out better for the experience and would 
be better at handling women in the future. Monty could smell the food at the luau, and decided not to 
spend anymore time worrying about stuff that didn’t matter.

Monty shouldered open the big door by the loading dock, and Geegaw got into position. It’s 
much easier to remain trim when your life does not revolve around a food product; so Geegaw was 
usually the faster of the two mice. Provided that what they were running after wasn’t a slice of 
provolone. 

Geegaw peeked his head through the crack in the doorway, and lined up his path. The smells of 
the kitchen: garlic, tomato, and the spices of freshly made sausage tickled at his olfactory senses. No 
one was more aware of Monty’s unique condition than Geegaw. One whiff of cheese was enough to 
make Monty lose control, and have what his mother had referred to as a “cheese attack”. Nothing short 
of a charging bull elephant would stop Monterey Jack from following that scent to it source; and 
Geegaw would sill hate to see the condition of that elephant when Monty was through with it. These 
cheese attacks may seem like a real inconvenience to some while others may be able to see them as 
being beneficial, and they were both right. Monty’s cheese attacks had gotten the pair into about as 
many scrapes as they had gotten the team out of. The important thing was to minimize the situation as 
much as possible. Cheese attacks were only really a problem when Monty was hit by the scent 
unexpectedly. You didn’t want Monty to be the one holding your ladder when a pizza delivery van 
drove past. But if Monty was already on the hunt and then smelled cheese it only really made him more 
motivated, and Monty had little trouble remaining rational then. There was still no one that could stand 
in his way, but at least he tried to move around the obstacles rather than plow through them. Still it paid 
to test the air currents before Monty stuck his nose too near them. Geegaw gave Monty the thumbs up, 
and picked his moment. He waited for an enormous foot to step aside, and took off like a shot. Geegaw 
kept in the open as much as possible running and circling until he finally heard a shrill cry.

“Mouse!, Zere is a mouse in my kitchen!”
That was Geegaw’s cue to exit. Human’s usually had a very hard time catching mice on the 

ground, but that was no reason to make it easy on them. Geegaw made a dash under a door and skidded 
to a halt in the darkness. He had a few seconds before they would come in after him, and he took the 
time to quietly find a spot to hide. 

Monty peered in and watched Fromage raise all kinds of hell as only an angry Frenchman can. 
His lovely new kitchen had been defiled by a rodent, and someone was going to get the blame. Monty 
just watched with his hind legs coiled and ready to spring, the moment when that ball of mozzarella 
was left unguarded.

Formage yelled, pointed, and smacked the occasional underling with his poofy white hat. He 



insulted, berated, threatened, and if Monty’s French was still up to snuff, had a lot to say about his 
employee’s mothers. What he did not do was leave his post.  Apparently chasing after the filthy rodent 
was a job for a chef of lesser abilities, namely every other one in the kitchen. Once the parental lineage 
of all his employee’s families had been cursed into submission, Fromage unrolled a length of 
cheesecloth and wrapped the tempting treat as he made his way to the door of his walk in cooler.

Monty watched the door open, his eyes growing wider with every inch. The cold air billowed 
out of the steel room and eventually faded, allowing Monty to see it’s contents. 

Geegaw remained perfectly still. The bright lights of the kitchen had severely hindered his night 
vision, and he wasn’t entirely sure what he was hiding behind in the dark closet. His eyes had finally 
begun to adjust when the door was opened and the closet light was flicked on. Three faces slowly 
appeared from around the corner and started poking and prodding at various items in the small room, 
with the air of someone who fears that this broom might blow at any second. Geegaw relaxed, and 
inched over to the wall, where he could take a seat. As long as he didn’t go running out the door 
between these fellow’s feet, they’d never find him. It’s not like they wanted to find him after all. 

It was a good solid stainless steel door to that cooler. Monty had learned how solid only 
moments ago, after Pierre had placed his creation on the racks inside, and then latched the door closed. 
Said door was now branded with a dent near it’s bottom that was vaguely Monty shaped, and Pierre did 
not seem at all happy about this artistic addition to his kitchen. Another scream and some more 
international parental evaluation drew the attention of the three mouse hunters. Pierre Fromage had 
succeeded in hitting Monty a few times with his hat, but history has never shown the effectiveness of a 
cotton and polyester club to be very high. Pierre pointed his minions toward a corner in which the 
“vermin” had run to. 

Geegaw risked a glance out into the kitchen. Fromage’s yelling was overpowering the sounds of 
the dough mixer, sausage maker and boiling of water. The three mouse hunters were on their hands and 
knees in a far corner, jabbing at something with the handle end of a ladle. Geegaw moved slowly and 
carefully. It looked like they had Monty trapped in the corner, and Geegaw looked desperately for 
something to help out his friend. He peered around a wall and flew backwards in fright at the face of 
his friend coming the other way. 

“Aaaaaahhh!!” 
“Golly Gee!!” 
The two caught their breath and exchanged a smile. 
“I thought they had you trapped over there Monty” Wheezed Geegaw.
“Those pansies?” Panted Monty “They couldn’t catch a cold with a weeks head start.” Monty 

pulled Geegaw to him by the collar. “I missed the cheese, but I found about twenty pounds more of the 
stuff in that cooler over there.”

Geegaw looked at the situation “You mean the steel cooler with the huge heavy door, latch, and 
four humans next to it?”

“Awe come on Hackwrench, use that noodle o yours. You can figure this out.”
Geegaw thought about it for a sec and came up with something he was actually quite proud of. 

The old Monty and Geegaw might have just run in and thrown caution to the wind. But if Geegaw was 
going to travel with his family, that kind of thing wasn’t going to do. He needed to change his way 
thinking, and he believed he was on the right track. 

“Have you gone Bonza Loco Hackwrench?” Monty couldn’t help but yell at his friend after the 
news he had just been given. He and Geegaw had been on this island  for over a week now, 4 days 
longer than they had originally planned. It was dawning on Monty that this had not been nearly long 
enough.

“I want you to be my best mouse Monty.” Geegaw said with a huge smile on his face.
“Crikey Geegaw, ya just met the lass. Ya can’t rush into something like this.”



“Monty” Geegaw said to his friend “Since when are you the one to lecture me about rushing 
into things?”

“But Geegaw.” Monty tried to interject
“Of the two of us, who is the more rational and has a greater tendency to think things though? 

Hmmm?”
“Awe come on Geegaw.” Monty pleaded 
“So maybe you should be listening to me about this, It is possible that I have some idea of what 

I am talking about.”
“Geegaw, you’ve known the girl what? Five days?
“And I know she is the one already. Plus she said yes, so I was right.”
Something about that statement didn’t sit right with Monterey Jack, but he couldn’t put his 

finger on the hole in Geegaw’s logic.
‘Come one Monty, I thought you’d be happy for me.”
“It just seems awful soon fer ya to be getting married Geegaw.”
‘I know it’s right Monty.” Geegaw gabbed his large friend by the shoulders “Leila and her 

friends are putting the whole thing together right now. It’ll be a quiet ceremony at tonight’s luau, and 
then tomorrow morning the three of us can fly back home.”

“Yer really gonna go through with this aren’t ya Geegaw?”
“I’d rather it be with you than without you mate.”
Monty gave his friend a huge bear hug “Well I guess I had better be there and make sure to keep 

you outta trouble. Ha!”

The two moved back into the kitchen’s closet, carefully shut the door, and turned off the light. 
Once their eyes adjusted Geegaw laid out the plan to his friend. 
“Alright Monty.” said Geegaw ”The door latch is pretty close to a table. If I can get up to the latch I can 
probably move the handle. The only thing is, that door is awful big. Do you think you can push it open 
once I unlock it?”

Monty crossed his arms and stared at his friend “The day I cant get the door open to a room full 
of fresh mozzarella is the day I trade in cheese fer tofu.”
“Just checking, just checking.” said Geegaw reassuringly 

The two then climbed up a broom handle and a few coats to get at the kitchen’s fuse box. 
Geegaw studied the breakers as best he could in the dark, “I’m not sure what one we want to trip, but 
there are only a few of em in here.”
“So we just pull em all then.” added Monty
“More or less.”

The two mice carefully climbed onto the breaker switches, braced themselves, and with a 
mighty push, tripped them all in one movement.

The hum of the kitchen machinery stopped dead, but there was soon more yelling to make up 
for it; as well as the thuds and crashes of men tripping over utensils, tables and each other.

Geegaw and Monty squeezed through the space under the closet doorway and silently 
proceeded toward the metal walk in. 

The kitchen could have been considered quite tranquil were it not for the noises made by Mr. 
Fromage and company. The only light in the room was what little came off the gas burners of the 
ranges. With all the electric machinery off, the din of background noise that they had gotten used to 
was missing, and the resulting silence was all the more prevalent. 

Geegaw needed to find a way onto that table. He remembered seeing some mixing machine up 
there, so there had to be a cord somewhere. 

Meanwhile Monty got his hands on a dropped vegetable peeler and was trying to wedge it in 
between the wall and the cooler’s door.



The table was a bit more treacherous than Geegaw has suspected. Italian sausages lay all over it, 
and the fatty meat was leaving the smooth table a bit slippery. This was not a big problem for a mouse 
who was usually covered in motor oil six days out of the week. Geegaw eventually climbed to the top 
of the mixer and reached out to get a hold of the door handle. It wasn’t easy bracing himself against the 
door and heaving on the handle. Geegaw’s greased feet found little purchase on the door’s smooth 
surface, his hands had become a bit slippery too. What had he been climbing on? 

A buzzer went off, and in the dark and quiet room it was all the more startling. It caused the 
humans some surprise. It also came as a bit of a shock to Geegaw as his hands slipped free of the door 
latch, and the force of his legs sent him flying backwards rather ungracefully. Geegaw landed, not with 
a thud, or a crash, but with a soft squish. 

“Geegaw?” Monty called up to his partner “Where are ya Hackwrench?”
‘I’m alright Monty, just give me a second.” Geegaw tried to work out exactly where he was in 

the dark. The walls were smooth and metal and the floor was covered in something damp that smelled 
of…”

The lights came back on and Geegaw got a good look at where he was. One of the cooks had 
apparently flipped the breakers back into place and the kitchen began to come alive again. Florescent 
lights hummed,  mixer’s mixed, and the blades of the sausage maker Geegaw had fallen into began to 
turn.

Geegaw was scrambling up the sides of the bowl, doing everything he could to stay on top of 
the pile of meat he had landed in. The bowl was smooth and unclimbable, his hands and feet were 
slippery from the fat of the sausages, and the softness of the meat under his toes made jumping 
ineffective. 
“Monty!” Geegaw yelled frantically to his friend on the floor “Monty help me, Hurry!”

Monterey didn’t need to see what was going on to know that Geegaw was in trouble. He 
shimmied his way up the table leg and was half up it when the buzzing sound stopped. The cook turned 
the timer off and opened the oven, removing his pan of freshly baked, famous, Zanzibar cheese bread. 
The sent of the hot mozzarella drifted to Monterey’s nose when he reached the tabletop and it wrapped 
around him with its siren call.

Geegaw was deep at the bottom of the bowl, and the sausage stuffing was almost gone. He 
could feel the turning of the corkscrew feeder on his feet, and above the mincing sound of the blades, 
he heard

“Cheeeessseee!!!”
Geegaw felt the world drop out from under him 
“Monty, No!!!” but the corkscrew already had hold of him, and he was being pulled under.  

Montey drifted dreamlike across the room toward the pan of hot cheese bread, unaware that he 
was leaving his best friend to the mercy of the machinery. 

Geegaw held onto the screw as tightly as he could despite how slick the surface had become. 
The tunnel he had been sucked into was small and there was nothing else to grab. It spun him 
effortlessly and he could feel himself being drawn closer to the blades. Geegaw clawed at the metal, 
and kicked at the walls desperately. 

“NO!” Geegaw screamed, this was not the time to panic. He had to keep his head, he had to 
think this through. Geegaw dug into his pockets and pulled out everything he could find. It only 
consisted of scraps of oily rags and his pencil lead, but he threw them at the blades just the same. The 
blades took no notice of the objects Geegaw was using, and he was back to trying to move against the 
motion of the metal screw. 

Pierre Fromage came up to the cook and his pan of cheese bread, pulling out a small tape 
measure, and inspecting each piece with a scowl on his face.

Monty was already at the edge of the table, the intoxicating scent had lead him like a leash. 
Monty ran at full speed across the hot pan grabbing a slice and shoving it in his mouth on the fly. The 



mouse and the bread were gone before the cooks even knew what had happened. Monty hit the floor 
running and skidded to a halt in a corner of the room, his feet steamed as they cooled. Having reached a 
complete stop, Monty munched the last of the crumbs and licked his oily fingers. If the main course 
was as half good as the appetizers, this would truly be worth the trip.

With his cheese attack subsided for the time being, Monty found his senses retuning back to 
reality; he had a nagging suspicion that there was something he needed to do. Then Monty heard the 
screaming coming from the sausage machine. The cries of his friend sent a cold chill down his spine, 
and recollection surfaced. 

Monty almost flew the distance between him and the sausage maker. The machine was grinding 
away, and Geegaw’s voice was desperate and sounded as if he was locked in a very small room. He 
didn’t even wait to put two and two together. Monty leapt at the chord in the wall and heaved with all 
the strength in his body. The plug pulled free from the outlet and Monterey could only hope that he 
wasn’t too late. 

Monty climbed to the tabletop and feverishly looked through the machinery for his friend. 
“Geegaw!” Monty was bathed in relief at the sight of Geegaw clinging to the feeder “You 

scared the life right outta me, ya did.”
Monty pulled his greasy friend out of the meat grinder and hefted him over his shoulder and 

back toward the door. Fromage and his crew were still looking for the mysterious mice and missing 
cheese bread. Fortunately for Monty, they were looking in the wrong corner, and sneaking back out 
onto the loading dock was not difficult. Monty plopped his friend down beneath the window they had 
used earlier and gave him a chance to catch his breath.

“Shake it off, Hackwrench.”  Monty roared to his partner. “I’m gonna need your help to get that 
door open. Hurry it up.”

Geegaw sat catatonic, his body shaking uncontrollably. It is often said that one’s life passes 
before their eyes before they die. This is true of course; the process is called living. But what happens 
to someone when they actually come close to death is a moment of extreme clarity. When someone 
finds themselves with no more future to look forward to, they are finally able to catalogue all the 
aspects of their lives, their worries, hopes, ambitions, and fears into two distinct piles consisting of “the 
important”, and the “why did I think that mattered?”. Right now Geegaw’s important pile contained 
only one, short, smiling item.

“Gotta hustle pally.” Shouted Monty as he turned around. “While they’re still distracted.” But 
Geegaw wasn’t there. Monty could see his friend climbing back onto the Screaming Eagle. 

“Blast it, Geegaw!” Monty stomped angrily over to his distracted friend. “We’re running outta 
time here.” Geegaw just stood on the wing of the plane staring at his daughter’s sleeping figure in the 
back seat. Monty gave up on his plan and turned his attentions on his friend.

“Alright Geegaw, I didn’t complain when you got me sidetracked back there in the kitchen” 
scolded Monty “But now all yer messin about is coming between a mouse and his cheese.”

Geegaw’s response took years to reach his lips. In the time it took for him to reply he saw 
Gadget on her first day of school, learning to ride a bicycle, attending school dances, flying her first 
plane, experiencing her first kiss, and he saw his daughter walking down the isle in a beautiful white 
gown. It was during that time when Geegaw realized whom he didn’t see at any of these moments in 
Gadget’s life.



“I’m all she has.” It was a whisper, and spoken more to himself than for the benefit of Monty’s 
ears.  
Monty felt that the severity of his situation was not being fully appreciated.

“Geegaw!” Monty was fed up. He had traveled thousands of miles to take his friend out on a 
much-needed adventure; he let Geegaw’s little girl tag along, and even saved Geegaw’s life (and not for 
the first time he added to himself).  After all that, this was how his so-called friend repays him? Well he 
was about to get a severe tongue-lashing. 

“I’m all she has Monty!” There were tears welled up in Geegaw’s eyes, but they were being 
forced down his cheeks by anger. Geegaw was furious. Furious at himself for leaving his daughter 
unprotected, furious for risking his life over something so trivial, and furious at Monty for dragging 
him and his family back into this life. How could he have been so careless? The heat of his glare 
pinned Monty in place, he had never seen Geegaw like this.

“I almost died tonight Monty!  My little girl would have been orphaned, because you wanted 
another piece of cheese!”

Monty was not used to being on the defensive. He was so off guard that the significance of the 
word “orphaned” escaped him.

“Come on now Geegaw, yer gettin bent outta shape over nothing. Yer fine, a might greased up 
but it’ll wash off. We’ve been through much hairier scrapes than that before and you never…”

“This isn’t about me Monty, and this isn’t about you!” Geegaw’s rage subsided into an eerie 
calm that was somehow much worse. Monty just stared at the look on his friend’s face, which came 



right up to him until the two were nose to nose. “This isn’t about what we’ve done before. You knew 
how dangerous this could be, and you brought my daughter here anyway.

Monty was not used to being nervous, especially not around Geegaw, and never because of 
Geegaw.

“Come on pally,” Monty stretched the collar of his sweater to vent some of the heat. “The little 
nipper’s fine. Ya know I’d never do anything to hurt our little Gadget.”

“Then why is she here Monty?” Geegaw’s retort was like the crack of a bullwhip 
“You used her, put her in danger, to get me to fly you here.”

Monty was confused. Gadget had been safely locked up in the plane, she wasn’t in any danger.
“Geegaw, it’s not like that at all.” Geegaw needed to be calmed down, Monty had to make him 

see sense.  “You’ve been hold up in that place since” so this is how the subject is finally going to see 
light. “Since your wife left.” 

Geegaw’s face remained blank. There was no response of denial, or defense like Monty had 
expected. 

“I just thought you could use a bit of the old days. I wanted you to remember what it was like 
before.” Not a muscle moved on Geegaw’s impassive face. Monty felt he could finally tell his friend 
what how he really felt. No more tiptoeing around to keep Geegaw happy.

“That sheela turned my best mate into some housebound old lady. When was the last time you 
left your home to do anything Geegaw? Crikey! There used to be a time when the only way fer us to 
know where we were was to slow down and let the sun catch up.” Monty looked for any sign of 
nostalgia in his friend’s face. “But now it’s like pullin teeth just to get you to go for a night out. And 
why? Because you don’t want to risk being away in case she comes back.” Monty couldn’t help but roll 
his eyes at this statement. “You been waiting around fer her to come walkin back through yer front 
door, but she’s not coming back Geegaw.”

Monty didn’t want to fight with his friend. He didn’t like the way this conversation was going, 
and decided upon a different approach.

“I know ya love her Geegaw,” He placed his paw on Geegaw’s shoulder, “and I bet she loved 
you as much as she could.” Monty sighed, “The girl just wasn’t the type to sit around. Take it from me, 
pally.” 

“Your right, She’s not coming back. She’s not off on some vacation. She left us.”
It had finally been said. Monty felt the weight lift from his shoulders. He knew if he just got 

Geegaw out of his home, and back on an adventure that everything would work out. Now things would 
be right, now everything could finally go back to normal. Monty’s eyes brightened and his mouth broke 
into a grin.

“Now that’s a breakthrough worthy of ol Freud himself.” Monty slapped Geegaw heartily on the 
back “I think we need ta celebrate.” Monty began walking back toward the Zanzibar kitchen “Wake up 
little Gadget and tell her to get ready for the best mozzarella she‘s ever had. Oh it’s good ta have the 
old Geegaw back, boyo”

“What!” Geegaw stared dumbfounded at his old friend. Monty had always possessed a bit of a 
one-track mind, but this set of tracks didn’t even have a curve.

“You just don’t get it do you Monty? I can’t just go back to the way things were before. I’m not 
going back in that kitchen and I am certainly not taking my daughter in there.”  

Monty was arguably the best cheese hunter in the world. Part of what made him so good at it 
was his selfish nature. Geegaw knew this, and had accepted it for years. Monty was always focused on 
the quest, and anything else was just background to him. But Geegaw had always thought that 
somewhere in the back of Monterey’s mind Monty considered their friendship to be more important. At 
least he had always hoped.

“I can’t be flying you in and out of trouble anymore” Geegaw finally saw where Monty’s 
priorities lay. He didn’t like it, but he knew what he had to do. “Traveling through jungles and deserts 



just because I need a thrill. Gadget deserves better; she needs me Monty. I have to think about her 
because I really am all she has.”

“Geegaw, don’t go ruinin a good moment with a lota…” but Geegaw interrupted Monty in mid 
sentence.

“Go Monty.” 
“That’s more like it!” Monterey gripped Geegaw’s shoulder and patted it a few times, “I’ll go 

dig us up a table and see if I can’t find a booster seat fer the little nipper.”
Geegaw took a breath and pushed his friends hand off.

“I want you to go Monty!”  You are a danger to my daughter and me. Leave, now. I don’t want 
to see you again until you’ve grown up.” His tone finally registered in Monterey’s head. No friendly 
pat on the back was going to change the mind of anyone using that voice. Pretending that nothing 
dangerous had happened wasn't going to work this time.

Monty didn’t understand it. This was how you got through a frightening time; you just talked it 
down until it wasn’t scary anymore. If a croc shakes ya up a bit, you throw some insults at it, and 
maybe a rock or two, then jump on its back and show it whose boss. It was obvious that Geegaw 
needed looking after, the little guy probably hadn’t even flown a plane for years before this night. They 
were friends, what was he supposed to do? He couldn’t just let Geegaw waste away in his workshop 
waiting for a woman who wasn’t coming back. Everything that happened tonight should only make 
Geegaw a stronger mouse, and for a while it seemed to be working. For a short time there, Monty felt 
like he had his old friend back. Monty just stood there watching Geegaw seat himself in the cockpit, 
and tried to make sense of the evening.

And with that the Screaming Eagle’s engines started up and she began to taxi into takeoff 
position. The wind from the props was not the usual friendly breeze that had greeted Monterey Jack on 
so many adventures. All he could do was look on as the plane lifted off the asphalt of the alleyway, and 
the last thing he could see in the rear glass of the cockpit was the small round face of little Gadget 
rising over the side of the seat. Her sleepy eyes focused on him as he became smaller and smaller. She 
waved a happy goodbye of a child who did not know the details of the situation.



All in all it wasn’t a bad last sight Monty had to admit. Her cute smiling face gave him hope. 
Monty and Geegaw had been friends for almost their entire lives. More than that, they had journeyed 
together, fought side by side and trusted one another with their lives.  It might take a little while, but 
Monty knew Geegaw would cool off eventually. Friendships like that didn’t just evaporate. He was 
finally being truthful to himself about his wife, and that was a huge step in the right direction. His pal 
was just a bit wound up right now; Monty would give him some time and then pop in for a visit like he 
had always done. By then Geegaw would have come to terms with everything and then the two of them 
would get back to the way things used to be.
It was a good plan, it had to be, after all it was one of his. Yea, it might take a while, but he’d see his 
friend again, and then things could get back to normal.


