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  The Woman on the Train




   




   




  Part One




  Joanne Rowling sat down on the Manchester to London train. Next to her, there was an old man wearing a tweed jacket and a pair of thick reading glasses. He looked at her over the top of his glasses and coughed.




  ‘Excuse me, love,’ he said, blowing his nose into a stained handkerchief. ‘I’ve got a terrible cold.’




  ‘It’s quite all right,’ Joanne said, turning away from him. She looked down at her watch. In three hours she would be in London, back at her flat for the weekend. Because her boyfriend was living in Manchester, she rarely spent time in London anymore. It was fine for her though, she liked both cities, and the regular train trips gave her time to catch up on her reading.




  An Indian woman wearing a sari was sitting across from Joanne. Next to the Indian woman, a large woman was busy taking care of the two children in her lap. The boy was wearing a t-shirt with an ugly animal on the front. The girl was wearing a pink jacket with a hood. Next to the woman, there was a man in a blue suit reading a newspaper. He had a strange scar on his forehead, but it didn’t make him ugly, just more interesting. The man noticed Joanne looking at his scar. He touched it with his fingers. She felt bad for making him embarrassed. She wanted to say sorry, but that would just make it worse. The man lifted his newspaper higher so that she couldn’t see him.




  ‘Mum!’ the girl across from her screamed. ‘Harry took my sweeties!’




  ‘I did not! They’re mine! You ate yours!’ the boy said, hiding the sweets behind his back.




  Joanne looked over at the two children and smiled. The younger of the two was crying now and the mother was trying to keep them quiet. The businessman next to them frowned and pulled his newspaper closer to his face.




  Joanne took a newspaper from her bag and flicked through it. It was all bad news: disasters, war and crime. She turned to the puzzles page to do the crossword. She looked in her bag for a pen, but she couldn’t find one.




  ‘Excuse me,’ she said to the old man with the cold.




  ‘Yes, love?’ he said.




  ‘Do you have a pen I could borrow?’




  ‘No, love,’ he said, ‘I’m afraid I don’t.’




  ‘OK, don’t worry,’ she said, smiling.




  ‘Anyone got a pen?’ the old man asked loudly. Everyone ignored him. ‘I said anyone got a pen.’ Everyone ignored him again.




  ‘Please, it’s fine,’ Joanne said to the old man. But he wasn’t listening.




  ‘That’s the trouble with people these days!’ he said, even more loudly than before. ‘No manners!’ Then he sneezed and wiped his nose on his jacket, leaving a silver line on his sleeve.




   




  ~~The Intercity 125 train to London has been postponed due to a fire on the tracks. The estimated departure time will be in thirty minutes. Please remain on the train, and we apologize on behalf of British Rail.~~




   




  ‘Well, that’s just typical,’ the old man said, looking from the train’s speaker to Joanne. ‘I guess it’s just you and me, love. My name’s Dudley, by the way.’




   




  Part Two




  Dudley talked for the whole time the train was sitting in the station. As he spoke, a strange idea came into Joanne’s mind. It was a brief thought. In the thought, a young wizard boy flew by on a broomstick. He wore a pair of glasses and there was a lightning bolt scar on his forehead.




  ‘Are you even listening to me?’ Dudley asked, nudging Joanne.




  ‘What? Yes, I am,’ she lied.




  But she wasn’t listening to Dudley. Instead, she was thinking about a castle, a really old castle filled with magical rooms and mysterious floors, a castle where young wizards went to study magic, a castle with a horrible secret.




  ‘Well, what do you think, love?’




  ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t hear what you said. Will you say it again?’ Joanne asked.




  ‘I was telling you about my brother, Hagrid,’ said the old man, he didn’t seem to mind that Joanne wasn’t listening to him. ‘I was telling you about our secret.’




  ‘Secret?’ Joanne said.




  Dudley slowly looked over at her. ‘I can’t tell a stranger my secret.’ Then he closed his eyes and started snoring. Joanne was happy that the man had stopped talking, but she wanted to know his secret. Everybody loves secrets.




  The train finally pulled out of the station. She sat for a long time in silence, watching Manchester whizz by. After about ten minutes, the city changed to countryside. The train passed cows in fields and ducks on ponds. The movement of the train was making her sleepy. She closed her eyes and tried to sleep too. As soon as Joanne closed her eyes, the thoughts of this magical boy wizard appeared. His parents died when he was a baby and he was forced to live with cruel relatives. When he was old enough, he was invited by a giant man to a school of magic. The school of magic was called...




  Joanne opened her eyes and looked at the child across from her. The ugly animal on his t-shirt stared back at her. It was a warthog. She thought for a moment. The magical school would be called WARTHOGS, no! - HOGWARTS. Joanne reached into her pocket for a pen, then she remembered that she didn’t have one.




  ‘Where is my pen?’ she said to herself, searching in her bag. ‘I’m sure I had one earlier.’ She needed to write this idea down; she needed to see the idea on paper. She asked the fat woman and the Indian woman if they had a pen, but they just shook their heads.




  With no pen, Joanne was forced to think about the idea. She thought of the boy wizard, she still didn’t have a name for him. So, she thought, after this boy wizard goes to Hogwarts he makes friends with another boy and girl. The girl’s name would be…




  The train went through a small station. It didn’t stop because it was a fast train to London, so it didn’t stop at all. The train passed through a village and out into open countryside again. There was a beautiful old house sitting on a hill. The train turned towards the house and Joanne could see the name on the gate ‘Hermione Grange’.




  ‘Hermione,’ Joanne whispered. Her female character’s name would be Hermione. But what would the boy wizard’s name be? And what would his best friend’s name be?




  The businessman sitting next to the children ruffled his newspaper. His phone started ringing, and he pulled a very big cell phone out of his briefcase.




  ‘This is Ron,’ he said into the phone. ‘What? I told you not to call me here! I’m busy! I’m on the train. I thought I told you only to call me at the office. This line is for emergencies only. What emergency? The cat needing to be fed isn’t an emergency! You don’t know where the food is? The food is in the kitchen. Well, if it isn’t there, it’s in the shop. Go and buy some cat-food!’ He looked down at his phone and ended the call.




  ‘Ron,’ Joanne whispered to herself. Hermione and Ron, but Ron wasn’t a good name for the boy wizard. What would his name be?




   




  Part Three




  Joanne thought of nothing except the story for the whole three hour journey. She wrote the entire novel in her head. This boy wizard, who still didn’t have a name, would learn many things at this magical school called Hogwarts. He would learn about his identity, his dead parents and the evil wizard who killed them. He would make friends and enemies, and he would go on adventures inside the school.




  Suddenly, Dudley woke up. ‘Are we there yet?’ he asked, yawning.




  ‘Not yet,’ Joanne said.




  ‘Oh, that’s right, there was something I was going to tell you.’ He sniffed, and settled back in his seat.




  ‘You said it was a secret.’




  ‘Oh, my secret... did I promise to tell you my secret?’ Dudley asked.




  ‘No, not really.’




  ‘Well, would you like to know it?’




  ‘Only if you want to tell me.’




  ‘All right, because you’re so nice and polite, love, I’ll tell you my secret.’
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