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THE HARPY  
AND 

 THE HARE 
 

 
 



 



The Harpy 
 
Once, not very long ago, a Harpy ruled over a land very much like this one. He had the 

face of a man, the belly of a snake, and wings with scales of riot shields that were dusted with 
gold (to fool the chickens and the cattle). 

 
There was a great pain throughout the land for the Harpy lived off a black ooze of death, 

tearing apart the land in his quest for more. This black ooze was made from death, and killed 
any creature that touched it. To justify this destruction, the Harpy sent the dogs to fight in 
far-away lands to create the illusion he was protecting the animals.  

 
All the animals in the land suffered, but the Harpy was ruthless. He caged the owls and 

burned their books (for they had proof of the damage he had done). He clipped the left 
wings of the eagles to stop them from spreading justice. If any creature dared to oppose him, 
the Harpy would smite them with his right wing, and send the dogs after them. (The dogs 
were considered the most intelligent, as they were the most obedient.) 

 
The Harpy was backed by the pigeons, who had cooed their way onto the land; they 

spoke in strange acronyms and promised to bring prosperity. Instead the pigeons soon took 
over everything, they cooped up the chickens and corralled the cattle. They ripped up the 
land for rocks to make trinkets, and mowed down trees to plant poison seeds.  

 
Only the Harpy and the pigeons prospered, while the animals suffered. The pigeons 

grew fat and crapped everywhere; befouling the forests, the lakes, the rivers, and grasslands. 
 

  



 



The Hare 
 
Now there was a littlest hare with the biggest ears and the biggest heart. His ears could 

hear the muffled cries of the animals, while his heart ached to help them. The other hares 
made fun of him for caring, “What can you do? You are just a littlest hare.” 

 
“You'll be the first to be eaten if you leave the thicket.” they warned. For the hares were 

taught to hide in the thickets out of sight; be very quiet so as not to draw the attention of 
others who might harm them. 

 
Each night, the little hare tried to sleep like the other hares, until he could ignore the 

cries of the animals no longer. “Someone has to do something,” he said. “But I am just a lit-
tlest hare, what can I do?”  

 
The little hare hopped out of bed, out of the familiar thicket, to find someone who can 

help stop the Harpy. 

 

  



 



The Chickens 
 
The little hare went to the city where the chickens were cooped up by the pigeons. To 

prevent them from protesting their plight, the Harpy had part of their beaks cut off. The 
chickens were told it was to protect them from terror. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“Why do we want to stop the Harpy?” the chickens clucked in unison. “We are being 

productive, and we don't have to think. We lay our eggs, and we get fed. We don't need to go 
outside, or do anything differently. Everything works.” 

 
The chickens could not see beyond their beaks, so the little hare went on his way to find 

someone who can help stop the Harpy. 

 

  



 



The Cattle 
 
Next, the little hare went to the fields where the cattle were corralled by the pigeons. The 

Harpy lorded over the cattle for he had a taste for prairie oysters. 
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“Why do we want to stop the Harpy?” the cattle mooed in unison. “Life is good. We eat 

whatever we want, and poop wherever we want. If we use up the food and water in one 
place, we just move on to another place.  Plus, we get a vacation to the ‘Stairway to Heaven’ 
when we retire.” 

 
The cows chewed their cud contentedly, so the little hare went on his way to find some-

one who can help stop the Harpy. 
 

  



 



The Prairie Dogs 
 
On the edge of the fields, the little hare came across some burrows. He peered into one 

of them and called, “Hello? Is anyone there?” 
 
Several prairie dogs poked their heads up from the ground around the little hare, to see 

who it was. Their heads bobbed up and down, and up and down different burrows until one 
of the prairie dogs appeared at the entrance next to the little hare. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“It is too dangerous.” said the prairie dog. “The pigeons have planted poison seed, and 

the Harpy is trying to get rid of us as he has promised our land to the Griffin. We have to 
keep our heads down, and keep together as a community. We will survive as a community.”  

 
The prairie dog stuck his head back in the ground like the others, and the little hare 

went on his way to find someone who can help stop the Harpy. 

 

  



 



The Deer 
 
As the little hare hopped through the forest beyond the fields, he heard a loud noise that 

went CRAACCK, CRAACCK, CRAACCK. The little hare followed the noise, and found two 
stags fighting and locking antlers. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“That is what we are doing little hare.” one of the stags replied, stamping the ground. 
 
“We have to fight each other, to win followers from the herd,” the other stag said, lock-

ing antlers with the first stag. “The deer with the larger herd stands a better chance of 
stopping the Harpy.” 

 
The little hare could not see how splitting the deer herd could be a winning strategy, so 

he went on his way to find someone who can help stop the Harpy. 
 

  



 



The Wolves 
 
The little hare then came upon a pack of wolves crossing a forest clearing. They looked 

beaten, but their heads were held high with pride and resolve. Mistreated (and mis-treatied) 
by the Harpy, their land was taken from them and given to the pigeons to shit all over; while 
the wolves were banished to remote corners of the land. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
The leader of the wolf pack paused in her tracks, “We cannot help you little hare. We 

travelled a long way to appeal to the Harpy, to make him keep his promise; to leave what lit-
tle land we had alone. The Harpy sent his dogs to ambush us. My brothers and sisters fought 
hard but could not overcome the dogs without help.” 

 
“We are too tired and hungry,” the wolf paused, “but the Great Turtle might be able to 

help you.” 
 
 “The Great Turtle?” the little hare’s ears perked up, this was news to him. 
 
“Yes, there is a Great Turtle who supports the land on its back. The Great Turtle cares 

for the land, and keeps it from sinking into the waves.” the wolf replied. 
 
“Where can I find the Great Turtle?” asked the little hare. 
 
The wolf waved her paw towards the North, “Beyond the mountains lies a sea. Beyond 

the edge of the sea is where you will find the Great Turtle. Good luck little hare!” 
 
The little hare thanked the wolf and set off to find the Great Turtle. 

  



 



The Frogs 
 
Along the way, the little hare passed by a lake. On the edge of the were two frogs on lily 

pads debating. Before speaking, each frog will puff up his chest until it was larger than his 
head, so as to make a bigger noise. 

 
“RIBBIT. Because of the Harpy’s dam, our rivers have dried up. There are wildfires and 

drought in parts of the land, yet the Harpy lets the pigeons take all our water and shit in the 
lakes and rivers.” 

 
“RIIBBIIT. We are still on water aren't we? The pigeons have created jobs and infra-

structure, and the Harpy has kept us safe.” 
 
“RIBBBIT! This used to be a mighty river! Now it is a small lake held by a beaver dam. 

The fish are choked by the pigeon shit, and the salmon can no longer reach their home.” 
 
“RIIBBIIT! This is progress! Now there are plenty of recreation and real-estate opportu-

nities. Everyone wants waterfront properties!” 
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
But the frogs were too busy puffing up themselves, so the little hare went on his way to 

find the Great Turtle 
 

  



 



The Beavers 
 
When the little hare got to the other end of the lake, he found a group of beavers chat-

tering excitedly around a pile of mud and twigs. 
 
“I just love, love, love the energy of the piece!” 
“There is a veritable tension in the performativity implicit in the lines.” 
“This is beyond poststructuralist! This is post- post- poststructuralist!” 
“I find the stillness, the articulation of process, very moving!” 
 
The little hare did not understand what all the fuss was; it was just a pile of mud and 

twigs. He supposed if one were isolated from the others, like the beavers were, one would get 
excited about things of no consequence as well. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“Definitely, definitely!” the beavers chattered excitedly.  
 
“We will create a new collaborative piece that gestures towards a disrupted hegemony.” 
“It will be exciting to explore possibilities of leakage into the abject!” 
“What if we use maple twigs to interweave some inter-textuality into the piece?” 
“Absolutely brilliant! That sort of edgy appropriation is what makes art!” 
 
The little hare slowly backed away, and went on his way to find the Great Turtle. 



 



The Pikas 
 
The little hare eventually got to the foot of the mountain range and began making his 

way up. The rocks cut his paws, they hurt and bled badly, still the little hare kept going. Fi-
nally, the little hare got to the top of the mountain pass, where the pikas were jumping 
between rockpiles calling MEEEEEP, MEEEEEP, MEEEEEP. 

 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
“Sorry can't stop to ...” a little pika answered, trailing off as he scurried away with a leaf. 
 
The little hare hopped after the pika to catch what he was saying. 
 
“... no rest. We don't have much; we have to work hard just to feed ourselves and our 

families. The pigeons squeezed us out; we have no alternative. Each year it gets warmer, each 
year our lives gets harder; we have to move higher up the mountain just to survive.” 

 
The little pika paused briefly, “and we have no more mountain left.” and turned his at-

tention to harvesting a leaf. 
 
The little hare helped the pika harvest some leaves, and went on his way to find the 

Great Turtle. 
 

  



The Caribou 
 
As the little hare hopped across the other side of the mountain pass, he came across a 

herd of caribou grazing on the tundra.  
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
The caribou ignored him and continued grazing.  
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” he asked again. 
 
Again, the caribou ignored him and continued grazing.  
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” he asked yet again. 
 
An elderly caribou lifted her head, “We cannot help you little hare, please be on your 

way.” 
 
“Why not?” the little hare asked. 
 
The elderly caribou replied, “I came from another land many moons ago and made this 

my home. My children, and my grandchildren, were all born here. This land is our home. 
But the Harpy has given himself the power to take our home away, to evict us from the land. 
We have nowhere else to go, we have to keep low. Please leave us alone.” 

 
The elderly caribou clicked her hooves abruptly, and the herd stampeded off to another 

ridge. The little hare watched them for a while, and went on his way to find the Great Turtle. 
 



 



The Bear 
 
At the edge where the land meets the sea, the little hare came upon a bear gazing deep 

into the horizon. 
 
“Will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the biggest ears and the big-

gest heart. 
 
The bear looked at the little hare and back at the horizon, “I am too weak little hare. I 

am waiting for the ice to return so I can hunt. Every year the ice comes later, and every year 
it disappears faster. I have not eaten for six months.” 

 
“Do you know how I can find the Great Turtle?” the little hare asked. 
 
“Climb on my back,” the bear said, “I will take you to my friend who can bring you to 

the Great Turtle.” 
 
With the little hare on his back, the bear began to swim out to sea. 

 

  



The Great Turtle 
 
A short distance from shore, a whale surfaced near the swimming bear.  
 
“My friend will take you the rest of the way. Good luck little hare.” said the bear as he 

swam towards the whale. 
 
The little hare bade farewell to the bear and hopped onto the whale's back. The little 

hare perched near the whale's blowhole and soon got very wet; so he tilted his ears forwards, 
and used his paws to wring them dry. 

 
Eventually they arrived at the edge of the shell of the Great Turtle where the sea fell off 

into nothingness. The whale swam near the edge while the little hare peered over its side. 
 
“Excuse me Great Turtle, will you help stop the Harpy?” asked the littlest hare with the 

biggest ears and the biggest heart. 
 
“I am sorry I cannot help you,” the voice of the Great Turtle rose from beyond the edge. 

“I have been poisoned by the Harpy’s black ooze, and the pigeon shit seeping into the sea.” 
 
“But you are our only hope!” the little hare cried. 
 
“I can no longer heal the land or myself.” the Great Turtle replied, “Soon I will be too 

weak and the land will sink with me.” 
 

  



 



The Moon 
 
When the little hare returned to shore, it was dark. The little hare was despondent; he 

had come such a long way and did not know where else to turn. Defeated and alone, he wept 
tears of sadness and frustration. 

 
“What is wrong little hare?” a voice called out.  
 
The littlest hare with the biggest ears and the biggest heart peered through his paws to 

see the moon reflected in his puddle of tears. 
 
“Why are you crying?” the moon asked. 

 
“There is no one who can help me, or the animals.” the little hare replied. 
 
“Look closer upon my face little hare,” the moon said, “What do you see?” 
 
The little hare peered closely at the moon, “There is a rabbit on the moon!” his whiskers 

twitched in surprise. 
 
“A long time ago,” the moon said, “there was a rabbit who sacrificed herself to help oth-

ers. The Gods were touched and drew her likeness on my face, to remind everyone that no 
matter how dark the shadow over the land - I shall light the way, as she had done.” 

 
“Your reflection is on my face, little hare. Be strong. You know not what you can do.” 
 

  



 



The Great Thump 
 
The little hare considered what the moon said. He wondered what can a little hare do. 
 
“I can thump.” he decided. Although hares were taught to stay very quiet, the littlest 

hare began thumping. He thumped and thumped and thumped until he was all worn out. 
The littlest hare wondered if anyone had even heard him. 

 
Then, through his exhaustion, he heard it – faint and faraway. Somewhere across the 

valley, another hare was echoing his thumps. Summoning his strength, the littlest hare re-
sumed thumping, and another hare joined in, then another hare joined in, until the valley 
reverberated with their thumping. 

 
Their thumping reached the wolves, who howled and pawed the ground. Their howling 

reached the deer, who snorted and stamped the ground. Their stamping reached the eagles,  
who screeched and clawed the ground. Gradually, the animals of the land joined in – the 
geese gaggled, the horses snorted, the owls hooted – even some of the chickens and cattle 
began stomping. And together, they made a glorious noise heard throughout the land! 

 
The Harpy sent dogs bearing his scales of riot shields to subdue the animals, for he 

would not tolerate any disobedience; and the pigeons' feathers were ruffled by all that noise.  
 

Then something happened. Somehow all the animals stomped the ground at the exact same 
time; and each stomp came together, and amplified the other, until they all coalesced and 
were magnified into one GREAT THUMP! 

 
A GREAT THUMP, which shook the land, which cracked the dam, and sent the dogs 

scampering.  A GREAT THUMP, that broke the locks imprisoning the owls, that knocked 
the Harpy off his perch and broke his spell! The pigeons quaked and the Harpy fled power-
less, leaving behind a single feather. 
  



 



The Haven 
 
With the Harpy gone, and the pigeons held in check, the animals set out to rebuild their 

home. Gradually the land recovered – the black ooze was contained, and the pigeon shit was 
cleaned up.  

 
The rivers ran clear again, and the salmon returned to their ancestral home. The forests 

grew tall once more. The land remained a haven for all, so long as the animals were watchful 
of the tricks of mythical birds.  

 
And the story of the Harpy and the hare was passed down for generations. All the ani-

mals brave in the knowledge – no matter how black the shadow may be over the land, it will 
never be completely dark – so long there was the moon to remind them, they should all be 
little hares with the biggest ears and the biggest hearts. 
 

  



 

  



 



  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The End? 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue 

http://j.mp/harpyhare 
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