
THE ADVENTURES 
of 

MORGAN P. MOUSINGTON

    In our last episode, a marmot had offered help to the Mousington family regarding getting Morgan 
out of the hole. Unfortunately, the help he has offered will be coming from his relatives.  And, it seems 
that his relatives are sometimes not what they say they are!

    After hearing from the Mousington family that their son was trapped inside a nearby hole, the marmot 

had whistled loudly again, this time to call for help from the Mountain Marmot Rescue Squad.  About two 

minutes went by, and then there were five fast running marmots racing up the path toward the Mousing-

ton family.  They were also pushing a small car.

     “We heard your whistle, Whittaker,” they yelled.  “In fact, we heard you whistle twice!  What’s wrong?”

    “Well there is quite a crisis here,” replied the marmot. “Quite a crisis, indeed!  And, it’s something really 

confusing and it is really serious.  You all should take a deep breath as I will tell you what is happening here.”

     “That sounds great, Whittaker. We do need to catch our breath.  Pushing that car up the path was rather 

exhausting.  But, before you get started, you might introduce us to your friends here.”   

      One of the newly arrived marmot then nodded toward the Mousington family, all of which were standing 

and staring at this group of marmots that had just arrived.

    “Oh my goodness, where are my manners?” replied the original marmot (the one that had taken Mr. 

Mousington’s  backpack).   “Yes, you should meet these fine folks.  I shall introduce you to one another.”

  Whittaker then stepped in front of the mouse family.   He then looked back at the newly arrived marmots.  

    “Okay,” started Whittaker.  “These are my new friends. They are the Mousington family and they are 

not from around here.  They are on a hiking trip, I believe.  Isn’t that right, Mr. Mousington?” 

   “Yes, we are headed up to the top of Mount Snowmore,”  replied Mr. Mousington.

   “Oh, my... you will LOVE the view up there,” said Whittaker.  “The view is just breath taking.”

   “Oh, my, yes,” said another of the marmots.  “And it is just a perfect day to go up there.  It’s not too 

hot and it is not too cold and it is not too windy!”

    And then another marmot began talking about Mount Snowmore.

    “Whittaker, do you remember that time we all went up to the top of Mount Snowmore and that big 

storm came up?”

      After that was said, all of the other marmots began talking and laughing, each remembering things about 

that trip.  They talked about snow, and sleet, and getting cold, and not having warm jackets, and many 

other things that had happened on that trip.  Mrs. Mousington was listening and she was getting mad now.  

She leaned over to Mr. Mousington and  angrily whispered something in his ear.
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      “Father, YOU MUST DO SOMETHING!  YOU MUST MAKE THEM STOP  TALKING SO MUCH!  They 

are all talking about Mount Snowmore and vacations and some storm that I don’t care to hear about.   They 

need to be aware that our son is STILL stuck down inside that hole over there.  We DON’T HAVE TIME for 

these marmots to talk about their past vacations!”

   Mr. Mousington nodded and started to speak out, but just then Whittaker also realized that the

conversation had wandered off in the wrong direction.

    “Fellow marmots,” he exclaimed.  “We’re being rude.  We’re talking about things that these folks might 

not want to hear about. And... I haven’t introduced you fellows to them yet, either.  Fellow marmots,  line up 

for roll call.”

     The five marmots immediately placed themselves in a straight line, directly in front of the Mousington 

family.  They all acted very pleased and very excited.

   

     Whittaker stepped in front of the line of marmots.    He then snapped his heels together like he was 

a soldier standing at “ATTENTION.”  And then he stood straight and tall.

  “Okay, marmots, state your name and your relationship in the marmot family,” he said firmly.

  The marmot on the far left yelled out first:

   “I’m Miller  --- I’m a cousin.”

   Then the remaining marmots yelled their names and their relationships.

    “I’m Diller  --- also a cousin.”

    “I’m Tiller  --- also a cousin.”

    “I’m Piller  --- also a cousin.”  

    “I’m Biller ---  also a cousin.”

    “Well, there they are,” said Whittaker, proudly.  “Those are the marmot cousins.  They are also 

known as the Mountain Marmot Police Force and the Mountain Marmot Rescue Squad.  Let’s give them 

all A BIG HAND!”

    Whittaker clapped loudly and then noticed that the Mousington family was not clapping.  The mice 

were just standing and staring.  Whittaker was slightly annoyed that they did not clap.
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     Whittaker shook his head slightly as he walked past Mr. Mousington.  Mr. Mousington could tell he was 

annoyed.   Mrs. Mousington also noticed.  She started to speak but Whittaker spoke first, very softly.

    “You know, these marmot cousins have feelings.  I’m sure they were somewhat disappointed that you did 

not clap when I introduced them to you.”

   “Well,” replied Mrs. Mousington, “we did not intend to be rude, but we are really anxious to solve the 

problem with our son being down in that hole over there.”

    Mrs. Mousington pointed toward the hole.

    Whittaker now remembered that the reason he had whistled was because of Morgan P. Mousington 

being inside that hole.

 “Oh, my...why didn’t you remind me?   Your son was the reason I called for the Rescue Squad.  I completely 

FORGOT!  Well now...I shall get back to that issue.  IT is now time for a MOUNTAIN MARMOT RESCUE!”

    Whittaker moved front and center of the marmot cousins.

    “Fellow marmots,” Whitakker said, in a formal tone, “I whistled for all of you to come up here for a VERY 

GOOD REASON.”

  The five marmots  quickly formed a circle around Whittaker to find out that reason.

   “Earlier this morning,” started the marmot, “ the young son of the Mousington family ended up in that 

hole over there,” and he pointed toward the hole. “Now, why he ended up in that hole is yet to be deter-

mined.  There could be some legal issues about that portion of this event.  But, for now, the young lad is 

having a great deal of difficulty getting out of that hole and he needs some help.  I think this calls for 

ACTION from the Mountain Marmot Rescue Squad.”

   “Man-oh-Marmot, this is EXCITING!” yelled Tiller.

   “Is  the boy hurt?” asked Miller.  “I think we have a first aid kit in the Patrol Car.”

    “Wow, THIS IS EXCITING,” stated Diller.  “We haven’t done a rescue in a while.”

    “In fact,” said Biller, “We haven’t done a rescue in over a year.”

    “Is that right?”  asked Piller.  “Didn’t we rescue somebody about two months ago?”

   “That one doesn’t count,” stated Tiller.  “At least the way it turned out.”

   “Are we talking about,” asked Miller,  “the time we rescued that ‘sick and injured’ squirrel. 

    That’s when Piller spoke again.

    “Unfortunately,” said Piller, “when we rescued that “sick”  and “injured” squirrel from that pine tree...

his home was in that pine tree.  He didn’t want to be rescued.  He wasn’t sick. And he wasn’t injured.  

He was lying on that branch because he was taking a nap right outside the front door of his home.”

    “I guess that explains why he was so mad when we strapped him to the stretcher and lowered him

down to the ground,” said Tiller. “When we finally got him down to the ground,  he was really flippin’ out.

   Mrs. Mousington could not listen to anymore of this.

   “I want my son out of that hole RIGHT NOW!  And I DON’T WANT you marmots to help.  I think we will 

be better off if we just do the rescue ourselves.”

   Just then, Morgan appeared right next to his mother.

   “How did you get here?” exclaimed his mother, giving Morgan the biggest hug you ever saw.

   “I found a door that was open on the lower level and just walked out that door.  It was so EASY!

   And here I am... Safe and sound,”  replied Morgen.

   “I am so glad you are all right,”  said his mother.  

   Mr. Mousington smiled and gave him a big hug, too.
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     The marmots all looked at each other.

     “Well, now...I believe we just had another  successful rescue by the Mountain Marmot Rescue 

Squad,” said Diller.  “All right, everyone...High fives, all around!”

    The marmots began ‘high-fiving’ and ‘low-fiving’ each other.

    “This calls for a celebration,” yelled Tiller.  “Everyone... let’s meet at the Mountain Diner for 

some burgers and fries.”  

    Before the marmots departed, they formed a circle and did a short cheer:

                       

                        THE MARMOT COUSINS DID IT AGAIN...

                        THE COUSINS SAVED SOMEONE’S KIN...!

                       HIP, HIP... HOORAY...HIP,  HIP.... HOORAY!

  

     Morgan didn’t understand why the marmots were celebrating.

    “But you guys really didn’t help me get out.  I got out by finding a door ...” He started to say.

     Just then, Mr. Mousington interrupted.

     “Morgan, leave them alone and let them celebrate.  I don’t think it will do a bit of good to try and 

tell them what really happened.  They seem to live in a world of their own.”

     All of the marmots then raced down the mountain path, shouting ‘HIP HIP HOORAY’ as they

pulled their police car behind them, making a huge cloud of dust.

  “Whew,” said Mr. Mousington, as he watched them disappear down the path.   “This has been 

one strange day.”

   He looked at his watch.

   “I guess we should get started back on our hike.  But, I think it’s too late now to make it to the top 

of Mount Snowmore before dark.  I suggest we go somewhere else.  Where would YOU like to go,  

Mother Mousington?”

    Mrs. Mousington  sighed.  “I really don’t care.  But I will say this:

“I don’t want to see another marmot for at least 100 years.  And I want to go someplace where there 

are NO HOLES for Morgan to get into.  Those two things will make me VERY HAPPY!”

  “Oh, Mom,” said Morgan.  “I think this has been a VERY EXCITING and VERY FUN DAY.”

                                               AND that’s THE END of this STORY!!
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