The wind howled like a starving wolf.  It whipped in every direction imaginable.  Chilling the desperate mouse to the bone, it howled at its anticipated victory.
Monterey Jack, fearless adventurer, wrestler of giant predators, crime-fighter, and all-around world-class hero, felt fear.  The slick, smooth chill of doubt eased itself up along his spine, frosting his muscles and draining his strength.  

He looked up and despaired.  There were several human feet of rocky cliff above him, coated with thick ice and snow.  

He looked below and despaired.  The other Rangers dangled limply beneath him.  Chip, Dale, and Gadget were all wrapped up in heavy winter parkas like he told them to.  However, heavy winter parkas were no match for the Himalayan blizzards this time of year.  Monty’s brain rationalized that Zipper was still tucked away inside Dale’s hood where he last saw his little pally.
Monty tried to flex his muscles to move upwards.  The heavy weight added to the trauma of the crash slowed him down.
He tried not to remember the crash.  His brain rebelled against that decision.

He had been arguing with Chip about travelling to Tibet this time of year.  The detective had simply stated that the Rescue Rangers were needed and that was that.  The seasoned adventurer tried to reason very calmly that blizzards kill more travelers this time of year than any other.  It was a very reasonable and polite discussion.

No it wasn’t.  He was screaming at Chip and Chip was screaming at him.  Gadget got distracted trying to fly the Rangerwing and lost control.  Monty was sitting up front and should have been looking out for the cliff face that suddenly appeared.

The sudden change in wind direction and the impact of the starboard wing doomed the aircraft instantly.  The Rangers fell, spiraling into the abyss of shadow below.

Monty stopped trying to climb and just hung on.  His anger began to rise, making him upset.  Well, it was a good thing they all tied themselves to each other like he insisted!  Otherwise, they would all be dead, now wouldn’t they?

The word ‘dead’ echoed in his mind and shocked him back to reality.  It may still happen.  He looked up to see the ledge.  The thick, dark cloud cover smothered any last hope for him.  Even if he could climb up, there was no way he could find the hidden monastery of black-necked cranes dragging his mates behind him.
The icy chill seemed to grip his very soul.  His fingers seemed to slip and lose their hold upon the cliff face.

He broke down, shedding tears and whispering, “I’m sorry, mates.  I can’t, not by meself.”  

The perennially self-assured mouse said one final farewell before mistress gravity would finally claim him.

“Geegaw, mate.  If’n ya can hear me, I need help.  Not fer me.  Nevah fer me.  Just look out fer the others, will ya?”

Monty felt as if he were about to let go.

“Monty!”

His fingers stiffed on reflex.  What was that?  He definitely heard something.

He looked up to see something he hadn’t seen in years…and never even hoped to see again.

Geegaw Hackwrench leaned over the top of the cliff, reaching his paw down to grab Monty.  He was dressed in a heavy parka with the hood up, but there was no mistaking Geegaw Hackwrench!

He called out with a smile, “C’mon, Monty!  Remember our climbing song?”

The clouds directly above his head opened, letting in a ray of sunlight that shone down, passing over Geegaw and continuing on to bathe Monty in their glow.  Impossibly, the rugged Aussie felt the sunlight penetrate his parka, fur, and skin to warm his muscles directly.

Monterey Jack gripped the cliff powerfully and used his newfound inner fire to find pawholds and haul himself up, slowly, but surely.

He did indeed remember their climbing song.  It was a slight alteration of a human song, but it worked wonders for the spirit.  Monty decided to alter it again for his best mate.

“Climbing up, you can’t see the pawholds on the wall.
Weaving round, moving straight up, you feel them all.
But maybe sometimes when you feel the pain,
you’ll find yer not alone, nothing has changed.”
The song was working!  His body remembered all the time he and Geegaw had climbed so-called ‘impossible’ mountains together.  He made slow, but steady progress up the near-vertical face of the cliff.
“Climb the wall, you know you can’t stop until it’s done.
Soldier on, only you can race what must be run.
You know in a lot of ways yer just like me.
You’re a prisoner and yer just trying ta break free.”
He picked up the pace.  It seemed as if more pawholds just appeared out of the snow.
“I can see me new horizon underneath the blazin’ sky.

I’ll stand where the eagle’s flying higher and higher!

Gonna be your mouse in motion, all I need is to feel the pyre.

Take me to my future with St. Geegaw’s fire!”
Geegaw smiled widely.  He had always tried to be a humble mouse, but having anything named after you felt really good.

“Burning up, don’t know just far that I can climb.
Soon be there, just can’t count on fate ta be that kind.
I can make it, I’ll tell the tale.
They broke the cub in me, but they won’t break the male!”
“I can see me new horizon underneath the blazin’ sky.

I’ll stand where the eagle’s flying higher and higher!

Gonna be your mouse in motion, all I need is to feel the pyre.

Take me to my future with St. Geegaw’s fire!
I can climb the highest mountain, cross the wildest sea!
I can feel St. Geegaw’s fire burning in me, burning in me!”
Monty’s confidence soared higher than the mountain.  All of the pain and fatigue just melted away.  No tiny outcropping of a cliff was gonna get the best of Monterery Jack!
“Just once in his life a mouse has his time, and my time is now, I’ve come back alive!”
Just for a tiny moment, Monty thought he felt the mountain tremble at the declaration.  It emboldened him to try even harder.
Just above Geegaw a big, bright flag raised, catching the sunlight.  The rays of sun shone through the flag, streaming red and blue, with a yellow lightning bolt between them.  A chorus of trumpets sounded, widening the hole in the clouds to envelop the mountain.
“I can hear me music playing, I can see me banners fly!
Feel like you’re back mate, me hope’s running high!
Gonna be your mouse in motion, all I need is to feel the pyre!
Take me to my future with St. Geegaw’s fire!”
Paw over paw, arm over arm, Monty climbed that cliff face like a seasoned expert.  He saw a snow-covered dark arm thrust within arm’s reach of him.  He grabbed it with his right paw and pulled.  

The shape dissolved into a wing with white feathers ending in black tips.  Without stopping to look more closely, Monty turned around and hauled up the other Rangers.  He was gratified to see the irregular lump in the back of Dale’s hood.  Zipper was also safe.  

Monty faced the sky and belted out one more chorus to the heavens in gratitude.

“I can see me new horizon underneath the blazin’ sky.

I’ll stand where the eagle’s flying higher and higher!

Gonna be your mouse in motion, all I need is to feel the pyre.

Take me to my future with St. Geegaw’s fire!

I can climb the highest mountain, cross the wildest sea!
I can feel St. Geegaw’s fire burning in me, burning in me!”
An unfamiliar voice spoke up, “Good friend, very good!  You have saved your friends!”
Monty turned around to face a native black-necked crane dressed in a heavy parka and hood.  He looked around to see where Geegaw had gone.

The only things he saw were the crane, the hole in the clouds, the sunlight streaming down, and the path back through the snow back to the monastery that the crane had come from.

The rugged Aussie asked dumbly, “Where’s Geegaw, mate?  He was right here.”

The crane tilted his head in confusion and answered in English with a thick Tibetan accent, “There was no other.  I was alone when I heard you singing.  I came here to help you up.”
Monty looked up to the sky.  The sunlight was still streaming down, but there was no trace of his best mate.  There was also no sign of the flag he saw or trumpets he heard.

He mumbled morosely, “Maybe it was all just an illusion.”

The crane wrapped a friendly wing around the mouse and said, “Maybe, or maybe it was a vision meant only for you.  Such things have happened.  Now, let us bring your friends inside.  We do not have much, but we will give you fire and soup.”

Monty felt better.  He smiled and wrapped his powerful arm around the Tibetan monk in an equally friendly way.  He picked up Chip and Dale while the crane picked up Gadget.  The pair walked off briskly towards the monastery.

The rugged Aussie spoke, “Right neighborly of ya there, friend.  Me name’s Monterey Jack, world-class adventurer and Rescue Ranger.  These here mates o’ mine are more Rescue Rangers.  We’re here ta head down to tha village and help out those farmers get tha land growin’ food again.  You know this reminds of tha time…”

Original song “St. Elmo’s Fire” written by David Foster and John Parr

Original song performed by John Parr

