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Mike Spike Is All Wet!
This story uses one syllable words with the following vowel combination:
1. words (in bold) containing long vowels which end in silent e (syllable
pattern 3) (This story focuses upon words using this vowel
combination.)  This story also uses one syllable words with short
vowels containing one of the following combinations:  2. no blends  3.
beginning blends  4. ending blends  5. beginning and ending blends  6.
consonant teams  7. consonant teams and blends.

Mike Spike and I went to the lake.  We
went to fish and hike and skate and ride
our bikes.  We also went to camp on the
land with our tent.  The plan was to rise
at five and to take the stuff we would
need.  Can you think what things to
take?  Well, take a lot of stuff.  The tent
was our home.  And then to be safe, I
had a robe. 

"A robe?  No way," said Mike Spike. 
"This plan is a joke.  We are to camp, not
to take our home with us.  Why not take
the drapes or the bed frame? Let us take
the hose in case we get hot and also the
rake in case we plant maze.  We can
bring the slide and the swing, too!  Why, 
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we can bring the stove.  Yes, let’s get the
stove and the grill.  Let us not whine.  I
will bring the whole house on the back
of my truck. No, not my truck, why we
will scrape up our stuff with a crane. 
We will not be lame about this plan." 

"Mike Spike, I get the dig," I said. "I
hope you stop the wise jokes.  I strive to
chase the best stuff to bring.  But I see
that you make fun of me.  So we will
just go and take crude fare.  I will not
pile up stuff.  It is a chore to bring a lot. 
It makes me choke and chafe to think
about it.  Take all that stuff?  Mike
Spike, let us be brave and not act as
babes.  We will be fine if we share like a
tribe.  We will take some rope and flares
and bake cakes in a cave with much
smoke and flame.  Then we will gaze
and glare and stare.  We will hunt
snakes with  snares.  We will smile with
pride at the game we tame.  If they hide,
we will scare them with a rude fuse of a
fire blaze.  We will live off the land and
make twine from the vines the size of
limes. And we will act with spine." 
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"Let us get up and go at our own rate," 
spoke Mike Spike.  So then we went. 

We drove at a fast rate, past the spare
tire tube stand, past the pale dune
which did fade as we drove past.  We
did not stop to dine or to dive or to
doze.  We saw an ape at the side of a
lake, but we could tell he was all fake. 
We saw nine gates made with wide
wire.  Then came quite a waste.  I lost
my cane and cape!  What a blare I made.
I was in a base state; I was grave.  If I
had a tune to sing at that time, it would
be like a flute and a lute with no tone.
But Mike Spike said to not waste my
time about the cape and cane.  So I let it
go. 

Then we got to the spot to camp, and we
did pitch the tent.  I said that I hope we
do not slide off the side of the glade for
both of our sakes.  Mike Spike felt all
was fine.  But that eve was quite a
shock.  It was as if a mud dike had lost
its life, and then did we get wet.  "I vote
we go back home," said Mike Spike.  "If
we are to thrive, we must get out of
here."  I took Mike Spike to the side. 
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"What a shame," I said, "but I think the
truck is stuck."  Mike Spike did act like
he was about to take a long hike.  "Let  
us not waste time," I said.  "Put on the
brakes, Mike Spike.  I will get on the car
phone and call for help for both of our
sakes.  I will call Duke the Fluke." 

"Duke the Fluke, a pal and I are in haste. 
We want to glide down the grade to get
back home.  We are stuck in a truck in
the shade by the pines.  We went to
camp on the land, but the land did camp
on us.  The mud has us in a muck, and
that mess is how we came to be stuck. 
Can you strive to help us so that we
may thrive and get on a bus or a plane? 
All we hope to do is get home and out
of this stuck truck." 

"Hi, I am Duke the Fluke.  You are a
mess.  You and your best pal are stuck
in the mud.  Ha! Ha! Ha!  A bus or a
plane?  Do you think I am a nut?  I will
send help for you and your stuck truck. 
I will send a mule with the name of
Lame.  Lame the mule will help you
both get out of the muck.  But if you
think that you do not want a mule, then
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I will send Mike the Mole who will wipe
the mess."  

"Duke the Fluke, this test is a mess.  You
joke with us, and we are in a hole.  We
are left with no help, and you are rude. 
We need you to pick us up.  NOW!!!!!!!!" 

"Do not be so glum, chum.    I will get
you and Mike Spike.  Pile your stuff on
the land, and I will get your truck out of
the muck.  Then we will file for help.
While we get help, we can trade tales or
taste ale and dates. Let us not act as
whales on land.  Let us not be stuck but
take this task in stride." 

"The next time I go to be with the land," 
said Mike Spike, "it will be to rest at the
Inn of the Pines."  "But, Mike Spike, 
what of the tent and the plan to be with
the land?"  "Here is the fix," he said. 
"The Inn of the Pines sits on the land just
like the tent.  So I am on the land, and
the inn is on the land, and so I am just in
a tent made of bricks, not cloth." 

"Mike Spike, you are a case.  And to
think you made fun of me when I said I
will pack a robe when we go camp." 


