
Diagon Alley 

Harry stood nervously next to Hagrid, his eyes firmly on the dark, crumbling old walls of 

the Leaky Cauldron pub.  "Three up... two across,” the giant muttered gruffly. "Right, 

stand back, Harry."  Hagrid tapped the wall three times with the point of his umbrella.  

The brick he had touched quivered -- it wriggled -- in the middle, a small hole appeared.  

It grew wider and wider – until suddenly, a second later they were facing an archway 

large enough even for Hagrid, an archway onto a cobbled street that twisted and turned 

out of sight.   

“Welcome," said Hagrid, "to Diagon Alley."  He grinned at Harry's amazement. They 

stepped through the archway. Harry looked quickly over his shoulder and saw that it had 

shrunk instantly back into solid wall.  Awestruck, Harry’s eyes were out on stalks.  Never 

had he seen such a place. Crooked and bent, the narrow overhanging buildings leaned 

towards one another, whispering secrets.  He turned his head in every direction as they 

walked up the street, trying to look at everything at once. Shiny bronze cauldrons, 

barrels of pungent ingredients, and broomsticks lined up like soldiers on parade filled 

the busy, cobbled street. Before long, Harry had reached a majestic white building, a 

king that towered over the other little shops. Standing beside its burnished bronze 

doors, wearing a uniform of scarlet and gold, stood a goblin. He had a craggy, clever 

face, a pointed beard and very long fingers and feet. He bowed as they walked inside. 

Suddenly, they were facing a second pair of doors, silver this time, with words engraved 

upon them: 

 

Enter, stranger, but take heed 

Of what awaits the sin of greed, 

For those who touch, but do not earn, 

Must pay most dearly in their turn. 

 

The room was filled with riches beyond his imagination. Huge piles of gold coins, 

exquisite gems and glistening goblets covered every surface. In the far corner, a 

movement caught his eye. A gilt mirror rested against the wall. In it, he could see his 

reflection, but there were others there with him; his father and mother stood behind 

him, their hands resting gently on his shoulders. Intrigued and without thinking, he 

edged closer and brushed the image with his hand. 

 

Instantly, a thousand clanging bells echoed through the building and also through 

Harry’s brain, causing him to buckle at the knees in pain.  Harry pressed his hands to his 

ears and looked pleadingly at Hagrid.   “Make it stop.” He groaned.  Hagrid pulled at 

Harry’s sleeve and they dashed out through the large doors, weaving through the hustle 

and bustle of Diagon Alley.  As they neared the Leaky Cauldron pub, the small portal in 

the brick opened and drew them in, swirling back to the world they came from. 

 

 

 


