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 "This is it," said Hagrid, coming to a halt, "the Leaky Cauldron. It's a famous place." 
 It was a tiny, grubby-looking pub. If Hagrid hadn't pointed it out, Harry wouldn't have noticed it 
was there. The people scurrying by didn't glance at it. Their eyes slid from the big book shop on one side to 
the record shop on the other as if they couldn't see the Leaky Cauldron at all. In fact, Harry had the most 
peculiar feeling that only he and Hagrid could see it. Before he could mention this, Hagrid steered him 
inside. 
 For a famous place, it was very dark and shabby. A few old women were sitting in a corner, drinking 
tiny glasses of sherry. One of them was smoking a long pipe. A little man in a top hat was talking to the old 
bartender, who was quite bald and looked like a toothless walnut. The low buzz of chatter stopped when 
they walked in. Everyone seemed to know Hagrid; they waved and smile at him, and the bartender reached 
for a glass, saying, "The usual, Hagrid?" 
 


