The White Queen 

A Harry Potter mood piece

By Jasmine Eliza “Harry” Brown

Something is definitely bugging me today. It’s the summer before my fifth year .I’m playing chess with my best friend Harry Potter (yes, you read that right). And I happen to be beating him  senseless. I should be thrilled. A minute ago point he told me some unexpected news “ I’m going to win today, Ron.” I raised an eyebrow “ Well,” he conceded “I’m going to put you in check.” “ Is that so?” I said  just skeptical enough to piss him off. “You know,” he replied keeping things light “ You vastly underestimate me.” Funny, I always thought it was the other way around. But, I’m not being fair. I mean if I’d been trying to win something (against me not Hermione) at least once for four years, I’d be…well I’d be me…anyway. I really ought to move. I’m being way too serious. “You should choose me!” my conceited Queen suggests (As I’m a wizard, my set is enchanted) she’s the only piece that still try’s to give me advice. Harry’s Queen, the black one, is nice and quiet. But mine has never let me finish a game with out reminding me at least once “ I am the most important player, you know .” Yeah. You’ll be really important when I throw you out, you little cow. “ Come on!” she’s persisting  “I’ll clobber his knight! It’ll be great, that stupid git will never see it coming!” “ Yep.” Harry adds, “ Good thing I’m deaf too or I would have heard your little plan.” Have you ever seen a white chess piece blush? It’s kind of cute actually. Anyway, I’m ignoring her and moving my Knight. White Knight takes Black Bishop (“ Jeez! I didn’t even know I put him there!”) Now I have about a hundred years with which to think while Harry sets him self up for me to take him again. He really has no concept of strategy. No common sense either. Don’t get me wrong. I’m his biggest fan. I bet you didn’t know that. You thought Colin Creevy, right? Well, let’s put it this way. I like Harry a lot more than I like Harry Potter .I especially like how royally he sucks at chess. I mean, I think he’s a cool bloke and really brave and all that, but it’s especially decent of him to suck at chess. “ Hey!” he’s talking instead of moving! “ Yeah?” “Your mum told you I got an owl while you were in the toilet, right.” “ I guess…” “ It’s from Hermione ….I forgot to tell you” Hermione is the other third of our “trio”. Actually, she can be kind of annoying. She’s right about everything. Little miss perfect. It gets kind of depressing when everyone you know is better than you at something (except chess)“ Yeah?” “Guess who she saw over vacation?” “ Gilderoy Lockhart.” “ No! Malfoy!” “ Oh, yeah?” Draco Malfoy is the nastiest bugger you’ll ever meet . I hate that kid .He feels the same way about Hermione and me too, and he’s kind of like Harry’s archenemy. In fact Harry’s doing a Malfoy impression now “ Poottttter….” He has kind of a drawling voice  “ Get any new cuts lately” I have to admit …it’s pretty funny.  I can do him too, but I’ll let Harry go on  “ Weaslllly …….I said your name..Isn’t that a clever insult ….I’m soooooo smart. …Granger ….oh, I think I hate you most of all. You’re a girl …and therefore you have coooties ….” Actually. He has real ( stupid ) reasons for hating all of us. But what he said reminds me, that in fact, it could be said, he does hate Hermione most of all “ Harry,” I say trying to sound perfectly calm “ He didn’t try to, you know, bother her or anything” “ Well, of course he did. He’s Malfoy .” “ But she can take care of herself.”

“ Oh, yeah” but suddenly Harry is looking in just such a way that I can see his glasses, not his eyes. “ Harry!” “Okay, Okay! Well, she can you know …it’s just that she’s our age and can’t use magic legally, but Krumm graduated, so… he can.”

“ And she just happens to be with him.” “ You’ll be happy to know that dear old Draco had three heads for at least a week” “ Oh, I’m thrilled” I can tell that Harry wants to change the subject, this stuff bothers him, so he moves. “Hey, look what I did!” My Queen is kicking and screaming as the Black Knight pulls her by her hair “ You’re lost ! Without  your Queen ,you’re done for, Ron!” For some reason, I don’t feel like playing anymore. I turn over my King in surrender. “ She’s right. Congratulations, Harry.” I don’t care how puzzled he looks. I take my set and leave to my room. Maybe he won’t follow. Doesn’t he get it? I lost my Queen. I lose at everything.

