
The Bird and the Human

 This story begins with a pie. This pie was baked by a little old man 

hated when someone would compliment his mas

“Bernie Baker’s Bakery”) he was stopped in the street by a little bird.

be where the angry old man would be, no matter where the angry old man 

there was the bird.

 “Stupid bird!” he yelled at the little bird, “your only purpose is to sing, 
but you can’t even do that!” The little bird blinked at the angry old man, and 

 The next morning, however, the little blue and grey speckled bird was 
sitting on the old man’s mailbox. But the old man didn’t notice the bird, and 

didn’t notice the little bird at the bridge over the brook, or on the street down 

above the store, he would have noticed a little blue and grey speckled bird sit
ting ever so quietly upon the great wooden “B” in the word “Bernie.” 
 But he did not.

began to sing and trill with all its tiny, trilling heart.



so hesitantly, and slipped his pies more gently than normal on the countertop. 

 Suddenly, it seemed to the old man, the world had become notice

the old man went into Bernie’s bakery.

was in the back.

 “Oh,” said Bernie collecting up the pies, and smiling “I put that in 
yesterday. Do you like it? It makes me so happy when I hear it! Such a pretty 
sound….”



 “Humph!” said the angry old man turning to leave.
 “Hey,” Bernie called, “Mrs. Hubert wanted me to tell you how won

 On his way back to his house, the angry old man was stopped in the 

across the way.
 It sang not a tune. 

it sang, no one would want to hear it.” 
 This story ends with a man. This man was made bitter by avoiding the 

to make him pay attention. 




