Sample Dialogue


“Do you mean,” Harry croaked, “that was Vol—“


“Harry!  Harry, are you all right?”


Hermonie was running toward them down the path, Hagrid puffing along behind her.


“I’m fine,” said Harry, hardly knowing what he was saying.  “The unicorn’s dead, Hagrid.  It’s in that clearing back there.”


“This is where I leave you,” said Firenze.  “The planets have been read wrongly before now, even by centaurs.  I hope this is one of those times.”


He turned and cantered back into the depths of the forest, leaving Harry shivering behind him.


Harry couldn’t sit down.  He paced up and down in front of the fire.  He was still shaking.


“Snape wants the stone for Voldemort … and Voldemort’s waiting in the forest … and all this time we thought Snape just wanted to get rich…”


“Stop saying the name!”  Ron said in a terrified whisper, as if he thought Voldemort could hear them.


Harry wasn’t listening.


“Firenze saved me, but he shouldn’t have done so …  Bane was furious … he was talking about interfering with what the planets say is going to happen…  They must show that Voldemort’s coming back … Bane thinks Firenze should have let Voldemort kill me … I suppose that’s written in the stars as well.”


“Will you stop saying the name!”  Ron hissed.


“We’ll just have to –“ Harry began, but a voice suddenly rang across the hall.


“What are you three doing inside?”


It was Professor McGonagall, carrying a large pile of books.


“We want to see Professor Dumbledore,” said Hermonie, rather bravely, Harry and Ron thought.


“See Professor Dumbledore?”  Professor McGonagall repeated, as though this was a very fishy thing to want to do.  “Why?”


Harry swallowed –now what?


“It’s sort of secret,” he said, but wished at once he hadn’t, because Professor McGonagall’s nostrils flared.


“Professor Dumbledore left ten minutes ago,” she said coldly.  “He received an urgent owl from the Ministry of Magic and flew off for London at once.”


Harry nodded, but stopped quickly, because it made his head hurt.  Then he said, “Sir, there are some other things I’d like to know, if you can tell me … things I want to know the truth about…”


“The truth,” Dumbledore sighed.  “It is a beautiful and terrible thing, and should therefore be treated with great caution.  However, I shall answer your questions unless I have a very good reason not to, in which case I beg you’ll forgive me.  I shall not, of course, lie.”
