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THIS IS OUR LAST ISSUE of SKYTALKING.
WE HOPE YOU ENJOYED OUR NEWSPAPER !

FIRST PLACE:  Jana Millikan’s 2nd Graders @ Maize Central  - 2.7 inchesl
                    (Only ½ inch from being exactly right!)

SECOND PLACE (TIE):  3 different classes:

Sharon Beck’s 3rd Graders @ Peterson Elementary --- 3.9 inches

Danielle Thrush’s 3rd Graders @ Lawrence Elementary --- 2.5 inches

Ruth Farrell’s 2nd Graders @ Maize Elementary ---  2.5 inches

THE OFFICIAL MARCH SNOWFALL in WICHITA - 3.2 inches

SNOWFALL CONTEST WINNER(S)  for the MONTH of MARCH, 2014

THE GRAND CHAMPION of SNOWFALL PREDICTIONS....
for the ENTIRE WINTER SEASON  (OFFICIAL SEASON TOTAL - 22.7 inches)

1ST PLACE ---  Janine McGlachlin’s 2nd Graders (Their Prediction - 18.0 inches)
St. Elizabeth Ann Seton Elementary School

Blessed Sacrament Elementary School

Lawrence Elementary School

2ND PLACE ---  Mary Jones’ 1st Graders (Their Prediction - 16.5 inches)

3RD PLACE ---  Danielle Thrush’s 3rd Graders (Their Prediction - 16.1 inches)



SPRING WILDFLOWERS
IT’S SPRINGTIME in the COUNTRY,

         AND YOU’RE RIDING in YOUR CAR;

AND YOU SEE SOME PRETTY COLORS,

        BEFORE YOU’VE TRAVELED VERY FAR. 

             

    

THOSE COLORS BELONG TO WILDFLOWERS,

            THAT GROW in FIELDs and HILLs;

SOMETIMES THEY’RE SO PRETTY,

       THAT THEY ALMOST GIVE YOU CHILLS.   

THEY COME in EVERY COLOR,

     SUCH AS K-STATE PURPLE and WHITE;

THOSE COLORS JUST GO TOGETHER,

         WHEN the SUN is SHINING BRIGHT. 

AND THERE’s ALSO JAYHAWK COLORS,

    LIKE THE COMBO of CRIMSON & BLUE;

THESE COLORS ARE JUST OUTSTANDING,

          IN THE MORNING’S EARLY  DEW.

AND OF COURSE THERE ARE OTHER COLORS,

         LIKE THE YELLOW OF WICHITA STATE;

THOSE YELLOW FLOWERS ARE EVERYWHERE,

        AND THAT MAKES US FEEL SO GREAT!

     

KANSAS   PLANTS
WICHITA STATE

KANSAS STATE

UNIVERSITY of KANSAS

Broomweed

Wild Begonia

Field Bindweed

Indian Paintbrush

Wild Violet

Bluebowls

Seward County

Scott County

Neosho County

Jefferson County Mitchell County

Sunflower
(Blooms in summer)

Picture taken in Riley County Saline County



THE CONTINUING STORY of an ADVENTURESOME MOUSE and HIS FAMILY

TO BE CONTINUED...THE FINAL EPISODE CAN BE FOUND ON OUR WEBSITE ABOUT MAY 7th.TO BE CONTINUED...THE FINAL EPISODE CAN BE FOUND ON OUR WEBSITE ABOUT MAY 7th.

The ADVENTURES of

MORGAN P. MOUSINGTON
THE CONTINUING STORY of an ADVENTURESOME MOUSE and HIS FAMILY

    In our last episode, a marmot made a loud whistling

sound, trying to get the attention of the mountain police.

The marmot and Mr. Mousington had been arguing about

a number of things, including why young Morgan P. Mous-

ington was inside a hole, which was the residence of the 

marmot’s brother.                                                          .

      After the marmot whistled, he smiled and proudly

looked at Mr. Mousington.                                             .

      “Well, that was a LOUD whistle, wasn’t it?” asked the

marmot.  “I’ve been practicing my whistles.”                     .

       Mr. Mousington was very impressed!                          .

     “Yes, that was very loud.  How do you do that?” asked

Morgan’s father.                                                              .

      “Well, I’ve learned to use my tongue,” replied the

marmot.  “You see, if you curl up your tongue like this

and then press your curled tongue against your lips...” 

       Just then, Mrs. Mousington interrupted.                  .

      “Now you two can just STOP talking about how to 

whistle. We have far more important things to do than 

learn how to make a loud whistle.  Father, we have our son

down inside that hole and this whistling marmot has just 

called for the police because he says our son has broken 

into his brother’s home.  We need to solve these issues 

before he teaches you how to make a loud whistle.          .

      Just then everyone could hear a siren sound coming

from down the trail.                                                         .

      “What is that sound?” asked Melanie.                         .

     At the same time, Morgan yelled from inside the hole.

     “What’s that sound?  I think I can hear a siren.  Is 

the Fire Department coming to rescue me?  Wow, this is 

so cool!  I never thought of calling the Fire Department.”

   The marmot cocked his head to listen.                          .

  “Oooh, that sounds like the Mountain Marmot Police car.

They probably heard my whistle and they are coming to

see what’s wrong,” replied the marmot.  “They should be

here in just a few minutes.”                                            .

     “I didn’t even know there was a Mountain Marmot

Police Department,” said Mr.  Mousington.                        .  

    

  

   

                                                  

 “Oh my,  yes... indeed there is,” replied the marmot. .

   “And they have a police car?”  asked Mr. Mousington.         .

   “Well, yes and no,” said the marmot.  “They have a toy car 

that they pretend is a police car.  Only one marmot can fit 

inside the car, so the others run alongside the car.”            .

     “So, are they really police?” asked Mrs. Mousington.       .

    “Oh.... not really,” whispered the marmot.  “They are really

relatives of mine...but, they have a lot of fun pretending.”  .

    Mrs. Mousington was now very, very disgusted.               .

   “So...let me understand.   You just called the police, which

are really not the police, because they only pretend to be 

police.  They are actually just marmots.  And they have a car 

that make noises like a police siren, but their car is only a toy 

car.  And since the car is only a toy car, the car is not big

enough to ride inside...so the marmots don’t ride inside the 

police car, they run alongside the car, outside the car, pre-

tending to be police. Is that what you’re saying?”                    .

     “Yeah, that’s about right,” said the marmot, looking intently

down the mountain path.  “You know, they should be here by 

now.  I wonder if they forgot to wind up the engine on the car.”

    “So, what are they going to do IF they do get here?”  asked 

Mrs. Mousington.  “Are they going to PRETEND to arrest us?”

    “Hey, that’s a good one, Mrs. Mouse. ‘ Pretend to arrest’

you folks.   That would be a hoot, wouldn’t it?  Would you folks

mind if they DID pretend to arrest you?  Wow, we could really

have some fun with this, couldn’t we?” said the marmot.          .

    Mrs. Mousington was now ready to scream.                        .

    “What is wrong with you?  We have a serious problem here

and you are making it seem like we are having a party.  Our

son cannot get out of that hole over there and we are trying

our best to figure a way out for him and you are acting like

we are here having a good time.  Why can’t you get serious

and help us so we can get away from here?”                          .

    The marmot looked very puzzled.  “Are you wanting some

help?  Why didn’t you say so?  I’ve got some relatives that 

can help you.  They are members of the Mountain Marmot

Rescue Squad.  We should call them.   I’ll call them right now.  

Stand back, and cover your ears....I’m about to WHISTLE!”

    

   

   

  

   

   

   



YOUNG  WRITER’S  DIGEST

                                A WEATHER LEPRECHAUN

                                           by Jacob Herrman
      
   
     There once was a leprechaun who reported the weather, but Leprechaun City 

didn’t like him.  He was sad, but then he had an idea.  He would be a... bolt of

lightning.  He spent all night making a suit.  The next day he waited for a

storm.  He waited and waited.  Finally, he gave up.  He sat on the sidewalk with

a sad look on his face.  He heard thunder, so he stood up.  Then lightning

struck.  It got dark.  He was really happy, but while he was dancing around, he

got struck by lightning.  He said, “I don’t want to be a bolt of lightning anymore!

I’d like to be a...DOCTOR!”  So he went to the Doctor’s office and took a test

and passed.  They signed him up that day, and later he got his first patient who

had a broken leg.  He worked and worked on him to fix his leg and finally it

worked.  He had a big smile on his face.  He actually fixed someone’s leg.

He couldn’t believe it.  He liked being a doctor, but what he really wanted to

be was a...  WEATHERMAN!  So he went back to Leprechaun City to be a

Weatherman.

The following story was submitted to us by Jacob Herrman, and he 

is a student in Mrs. Buchanan’s 2nd grade class @ Maize Central.  

His story is about one of Aristotle’s favorite topics...the WEATHER!
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