
 

 

THE INCREDIBLE HARE 

A Children's Novel 

by Joe Strike 

Part Two: His Fame Multiplies 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KICKSTARTER PREVIEW 



 

 

Subject to Revision 

  



 

 

 

 

Part Two: His Fame Multiplies 

 

Chapter 18 The Morning After     

Chapter 19 Meanwhile, Back at the Lab   

 

  

  



 

 

 

Chapter 18 

The Morning After 

   

The Easter Bunny was having a good night: Gorge Bridge was littered end to end 

with Easter eggs. He scooped up an armful and began juggling them, faster and faster 

around his head. 

 “Help me, Harold” one of the eggs cried. It was Professor Burnside, somehow 

transformed into a very worried looking egg. The Easter Bunny smiled and began 

twirling the Burnside egg (which was now a yo-yo) in a wide circle. “Ready, Burnsie?” 

the bunny asked, releasing the yo-yo. Burnside shot up into the sky with a scream, his 

string trailing behind him, then began falling towards a second Gorge Bridge just 

overhead … 

A groggy Harold tried to sit up. He didn‟t remember falling asleep on the couch in 

his clothes – in fact, he didn‟t remember much of anything from last night. But what a 

weird dream – Burnside as an Easter egg! (And why did he call the Easter Bunny 

„Harold‟?) 

The kitchen TV was playing and a spoon was clinking against a cereal bowl. 

Harold reached into his lab coat‟s breast pocket, put on his glasses and rose (as best he 

could) off the couch. He glanced down at a pair of dirty bare feet and a set of toenails in 

desperate need of trimming. At least I remembered to take my shoes off last night, he 

thought. 



 

 

He headed towards the kitchen, grimacing as he stepped through spilled popcorn. 

Cindy was at the kitchen table spooning up cereal, her eyes glued to the TV. “Cindy, I just 

had the weirdest dream” –  

“Morning Harry – check this out!” she interrupted, pointing her spoon at the TV.  

Harold, still not quite fully awake, didn‟t hear her. “The Easter Bunny was on 

Gorge Bridge last night” – 

On the TV, a reporter was standing on the bridge. “A mysterious rabbit appeared 

here on Gorge Bridge last night” – 

Harold didn‟t hear the reporter either. “He was playing with Professor Burnside 

like a yo-yo on a string” – 

“Professor Benjamin Burnside, dangling helplessly at the end of a bungee cord” – 

the reporter went on. 

“He let go of the yo-yo and the professor came down on the bridge –” Harold 

continued. 

– “flinging the professor safely back onto the bridge,” the reporter added. 

Harold‟s brain finally processed Cindy‟s greeting. “Did you call me „Harry‟?” 

“The rabbit, known only as „Harry‟ vanished after his amazing rescue,” concluded 

the reporter. 

 Harold heard the reporter. He stared at his sister, then turned and stared at the TV. 

A dazed Burnside was holding a gigantic rabbit – no, a person – no, a person who looked 

like a rabbit – in his arms. The next moment the rabbit was hopping into the distance, 

bounding twenty or thirty feet into the air and yards further away with every leap. 



 

 

The memories hit Harold like an avalanche. He remembered saving Burnside, 

remembered what it felt like leaping and zooming through town. Most of all, he 

remembered dangling above Gorgeous Gorge and teasing Burnside (his easily offended 

benefactor!) as if it were the most normal thing in the world. He saw the bottom of the 

gorge far, far below, framed by a pair of oversized, furry feet. Then he remembered those 

same furry feet framing Fluff in the lab‟s basement… 

“The lab – Fluff – the Brainstorm – the professor‟s demonstration! Cindy, I‟ve got 

to get back to the lab! Where are my shoes?” Harold dropped to his hands & knees and 

began looking under the couch.  

“Beats me, Harry,” she said. “You came in barefoot last night.” 

Harold looked up. “Don‟t call me that. Nobody ever calls me that. I never call me 

that!” 

“Funny,” she answered, “last night you said „call me Harry.‟ You were standing 

next to me right here. Then again, you had whiskers and foot-long ears at the time.” She 

held her hands high above her head and grinned. “Lucky rabbit‟s foot-long ears.”  

Harold stood up and headed for his bedroom. “Cindy, I don‟t know what 

happened – it must‟ve been some kind of feedback from the Brainstorm.” 

“I knew it,” she shouted. “You hooked yourself and Fluff together with the prof‟s 

gadget! Wow, I wish I could‟ve been there.” 

“Never mind that,” he said. “Whatever it was, it‟s over now. I‟m me again – for 

good.”  

“Are you sure, Harry?” she asked, disappointed. 



 

 

“Harold!” her brother snapped, returning with a brightly shined pair of shoes. 

“I‟m Harold. I‟m me, not some rabbit.” He bent down to tie his laces. “I hate wearing my 

dress shoes to the lab…”  

“But Harr– Harold, you were so cool – you looked like you were having fun for 

once.” 

“Fun? Hanging upside-down from Gorge Bridge is your idea of fun?” 

“Oh, yeah!” she answered without hesitation. “It beats having your head buried in 

science books twenty four–seven, or letting a bully like Burnside push you around.” 

Harold was already out the kitchen door and climbing on his bicycle. The lab was 

only a two or three minute ride away. I‟d probably get there in seconds, he thought, if I 

were – no! 

“Cindy, I‟ll talk to you after school. Everything‟s back to normal – no more 

rabbits, except for Fluff!” Cindy watched her brother head down the block. “Whatever 

you say, Harry!” she yelled after him. Harold pretended he didn‟t hear her and pedaled 

on. 

  



 

 

   

Chapter 19 

Meanwhile, Back at the Lab… 

  

Harold pedaled furiously. If he could retrieve the Brainstorm from the sub-

basement and get it to the professor‟s office before the press arrived, no one would ever 

know he had borrowed it for his experiment. 

It was still early and the lab was just around the next bend in the road. Harold 

pedaled even faster, unaware of the white truck barreling down on him. The next moment 

it sped past, almost knocking him off his bike. The truck was squat and square with a 

large satellite dish mounted on its roof.  

Harold watched it turn into the lab‟s driveway. He rounded the curve himself and 

saw it join half a dozen other, identical vehicles already there. Cars were parking left and 

right on the lawn; reporters and camera people were jumping out of them and piling into 

the lab‟s entrance. 

Harold biked between the people as best he could. (“Sorry!” he shouted to a cameraman 

after riding over his foot.) A woman opened the door for her photographer just in time for 

Harold to yell “thank you” and pedal into the building. 

Harold took a quick glance into Burnside‟s office on his way to the basement. The 

room was overflowing with reporters but the professor was nowhere to be seen. He could 

however be heard, even over the questions being shouted at him. “People, I have an 

important announcement… a technological breakthrough… the Burnside Br– PEOPLE!” 



 

 

Unfortunately, nobody wanted to hear about Burnside‟s breakthrough; all they wanted to 

know about was –  

“– Harry! Tell us about the Hare! Please, professor…” 

Harold left his bike in the basement and flew down the next flight of stairs. There 

it was – the Brainstorm was waiting for him on the table next to Fluff‟s cage! He ran over 

and grabbed it, only to realize it was the smaller version he had created for Fluff. The 

rabbit scuttled out of his cage and over to Harold, who scratched its head while he 

scanned the room for the original Brainstorm. 

It was nowhere in sight. He left Fluff and tried to retrace his steps from last night, 

from the control console to Fluff‟s table to the clean-up sink… nothing. Where is it, he 

thought desperately. I remember wearing it right up to the time I –  

Harold ran to the hole he had made in the closet wall. The tiny closet was filled 

end to end and waist-high with burst-open sacks of shredded paper. “Oh, no,” he groaned, 

stepping through the hole in the wall. Why am I even bothering, he thought. This is like 

trying to find a needle in a –  

CRUNCH! He lifted his foot off the Brainstorm, now crushed beyond any hope of 

repair. Harold shook his head. There was nothing left to do now except tell Burnside the 

whole story and hope the professor wouldn‟t have him thrown in jail. He put the broken 

Brainstorm in his lab coat pocket and trudged upstairs. 

            The scene in Professor Burnside‟s office was growing wilder by the second. News 

people kept pouring in, all yelling questions about the rabbit that had come to his rescue 

the night before. No one noticed the quiet teenager at the back of the room. 



 

 

            Burnside was still trying to make himself heard. “People, please! How can I tell 

you about my invention if you don‟t – PEOPLE!” 

Harold waved his hand back and forth and shouted “Professor! Professor 

Burnside, I‟m right here!” until he realized everyone else in the room was doing exactly 

the same thing. He tried to make his way to the professor‟s desk, but the wall of reporters 

and cameras separating them was impenetrable.  

            His eyes darted around the room, looking for another route… The back wall! With 

everyone pressing towards Burnside there was actually a bit of space behind the crowd. 

He began inching along the wall; it was the long way round, but at least now he was 

getting somewhere. 

Just as Harold reached the back corner of the room, more reporters and 

photographers barged in, pushing everyone aside. The new arrivals began yelling their 

own questions at Burnside, their noise and TV lights driving the room‟s energy level even 

higher. 

Harold‟s route to the front of the office vanished. The packed crowd unknowingly 

pushed him back, squeezing him tighter and tighter into the corner. He couldn‟t move, he 

couldn‟t breathe. Never mind the professor; all he wanted to do now was get out of there. 

Instead, he was completely trapped and terrified…  

“Hic!”  

He managed to raise a hand to his face and looked at the fine white fuzz growing 

on his fingers. “Not again,” he moaned, “not aga – hic!” The fuzz thickened and his 

fingernails lengthened. “Hicc!” He felt his nose twitch and looked up at the dozens of 



 

 

cameras in the room. A few more hiccups and they would all be pointing at him, 

capturing his transformation for the world to see… “Hiccckk!” 

TO BE CONTINUED 


