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The Girl Swirls
This story uses one syllable words with one of the following
combinations: 1. words (in bold) containing vowel teams composed
of a vowel plus the letter r (syllable pattern 5).  (This story
focuses upon words using this vowel combination.)  2. words
that contain vowel teams in which the first vowel says its name
(syllable pattern 4).  3. words that contain long vowels which end
in silent e (syllable pattern 3).  This story also uses one syllable
words with short vowels containing one of the following
combinations: 4. no blends  5. beginning blends 6. ending blends
7. beginning and ending blends  8. consonant teams  9. consonant
teams and blends.

The birds did chirp on the farm that
morn.  They did lurch from branch to
thorn to wet bud.  The whir of the wings
was a song of sweet spring.  The earth
was quick with green spurts.  Corn from
the land was burnt to a scorch by the
sun.  The bark of the birch tree was like
tar.  And in the marsh, perch swam in
the deep water. 

The girl had charm and wit.  She did
yearn to learn.  And when she burst out
in song one day, she felt as if she had
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more nerve than a clerk on the porch of
a church. 

I just have time to eat.  Stir the drink
with my fork; then I will have eggs and
beans.  It is time to get my purse and go. 
Out in the yard the car will not start.  I
must call a cab.  Off we go with a jerk. 
Please turn at the third street.  But first
stop here; I must get my pearls strung. 
He stops with a snort; he is not a sport. 
The sharp sting from the torch of his
smoke makes a blur in the air.  The horn
from the cab is like a curse.   The man
has a quirk and says I must thank him
in verse.  "What," I say.  "Are you for
real?" He gave me a look so I gave him
this verse. 

"Roses are red, 
The trees are lean, 
You gave me a fit,
And now you get no green." 

"Just a joke," I said as I fled.  "I am off to
work, not to play in the park."  I do not
go far.  I strike my arm on the curb, and
part of my hand is hurt.  So I go to the
firm and say, "It is true that I am not a



We All Can Read: The Supplemental Reader © James E. Williams / All Rights Reserved
Permission from publisher required to reprint or distribute any portion of this document.

90

star, and I am not a nurse, but I must go
home; I am hurt."  So off I flee with
my scarf in my hand.  I then got dirt on
my shirt.  So I got some soap and starch
to clean my cloth. 

Now I must chart my day.  I must not
lurk on the street as if I do not earn my
lunch. I will whirl and twirl and swirl. 
Then I will go home and curl up in the
barn.  I heard that storks stop in the hay
to sleep.  I will look north to see them as
they land in the yard like a herd. 

Then I will go see Kirk, who likes to
surf.  His home is like a stark fort.  It is
dark and far.  Kirk is short and worn
and stern and plays the harp.  He will
scorn you if you are harsh or hard or if
you snarl or harm him.  He is lord of his
home and drinks tea from glass jars.  I
will not blurt out to Kirk that I have torn
my hat and have no yarn to darn it. 

I can tell him about the day when I was
born.  The part I like to tell best is that
on the day of my birth, I sang like a lark
with a spark.  My dad did trip on a cord
and then yell like a cork that pops. 
What sort of day that must have been! 


