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Sausage Story 
by Mr. Harrison 

 
Gideon knew he could never sing as well as the birds, but he always 

wished he did.  There was just something about birdsong.  Which notes 
were sung didn’t seem to matter; there was just an energy and beauty 
behind the chirping that Gideon had quietly appreciated since his childhood. 

Now a teenager, fresh from his high school Glee 
Club rehearsal, he stood on his back porch and 
hummed his scales.  Earlier he’d hung a feeder of 
special bird food from the nearby maple tree, and the 
warblers clung to it, pecking at the tiny seeds inside it 
while cautiously eyeing the boy with the musical 
throat.  They chirped softly between pecks at the food, 
unaware that Gideon was going to attempt to sing 
them into a state of complete silence. 

The teen took a deep breath.  He placed both hands on his diaphragm 
to monitor his own breathing while singing, and the notes he’d rehearsed 
burst from his lips.  He didn’t sing softly; oh no, he belted the song as loudly 
as he could, muck like you’d expect a Swiss hiker to call across a 
monumental ravine to signal his distant friends.   

Me?  I would have those little birds would have scattered at the 
sudden burst of song from the teen, but no.  They hung from that special 
feeder and listened, entranced by the notes.  Gideon had done it, stunning 
the backyard birds into silence.  Yes sir-ree, every yellow warbler rested 
during Gideon’s skillfully yodeled ditty! 

 
 

 

A little language riddle for my students:  There is one sausage-like 
sentence in this story that justifies why the narrative is entitled 
“Sausage Story.”  Which sentence is it, and why do you think so? 
 


