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Tli]t BOY -W-Ho :LIV]tD 

X Ar. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four, Privet Drive, were
_L_ V _l_ proud to say that they were perfectly _normal, thank
you very much. They· were the last people you'd expect to be in-:
volved in anything strange or mysterious� because they just didn't 
hold with such nonsense. 

Mr. Dursley was the director of a firm called Grunnings, which 
made drills. He was a big, beefy man with hardly any neck, al
though he did have a very large mustache. Mrs. Dursley was thin 
and blonde and had nearly twice the usual amount of neck, which 
came in very useful as she spent so much of her time craning over 
garden fences, spying on the neighbors. The Dursleys had a small 
son called Dudley and in their opinion there was no finer boy 
anywhere. 

The Dursleys had everything they wanted, but they also had a 
secret, and their greatest fear was that somebody would discover it. 
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They didn't think they could bear it if anyone found out about the 

Potters. Mrs. Potter was Mrs. Dursley's sister, but they hadn't met 

for several years; in fact, Mrs. Dursley pretended she didn't have a 

sister, because her sister and her good-for-nothing husband were 

as unDursleyish as it was possible to be. The Dursleys shuddered 

to think what the neighbors would say if the Potters arrived in the 

street. The Dursleys knew t�at the Potters had a small son, too, but 

they had never even seen him. This boy was another good reason 
for keeping the Potters away; they didn't want Dudley mixing with 

a child like that. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Dursley woke up on the dull, gray Tuesday 

our story starts, there was nothing about the cloudy sky outside to 
suggest that strange and mysterious things would soon be happen

ing all over the country. Mr. Dursley hummed as he picked out his 

most boring tie for work, and Mrs. Dursley gossiped away happily 

as she wrestled a screaming Dudley into his high chair. 

None of them noticed a large, tawny owl flutter past the 

window. 
At half past eight, Mr. Dursley picked up his briefcase, pecked 

Mrs. Dursley on the cheek, and tried to kiss Dudley good-bye but 

missed, because Dudley was now having a tantrum and throwing 

his cereal at the walls. «Little tyke," chorded Mr. Dursley as he left 

the house. He got into his car and backed out of number four's 
drive. 

It was on the corner of the street that he noticed the first sign 
of something peculiar - a cat reading a map. For a second, Mr. 
Dursley didn't realize what he had seen - then he jerked his head 

around to look again. Th.ere was a tabby cat standing on the corner 

* .2 *



** 

* 

of Privet Drive, but there wasn't a map in sight. What could he 
have been thinking of? It must have been a trick of the light. Mr. 
Dursley blinked and stared at the cat. It stared back. As Mr. Durs
ley drove around the corner and up the road, he watched the cat in 
his mirror. It was now reading the sign that said Privet Drive - no, 
looking at the sign; cats couldn't read maps or signs. Mr� Dursley 
gave himself a little shake and put the cat O\.lt of his mind. As he 

·, 

drove toward town he thought of nothing except a large order of
drills he was hoping to get that day.

But on the edge of town, drills were driven out of his mind 
by something else. As he sat in the usual morning traffic jam, he 
couldn't help noticing that there seemed to be a lot of strangely 
dressed people about. People in cloaks. Mr. Dursley couldn't bear 
people who dressed in funny clothes - the getups you saw on 
young people! He supposed this was some stupid new fashion. He 
drummed his fingers on the steering wheel and his eyes fell on a 
huddle of these weirdos standing quite close by. They were whis
pering excitedly together. Mr. Dursley was enraged to see that a 
couple of them weren't young at all; why, that man had to be older 
than he was, and wearing an emerald-:green cloak! The nerve of 
him! But then it struck Mr. Dursley that this was probably some 
silly stunt - these people were obviously collecting for something 
... yes, that would be it. Tue traffic moved on and a few minutes 
later, Mr. Dursley arrived in the Grunnings.parking lot, his mind 
back on drills. 

Mr. Dursley always sat with his back to the window in his office 
on the ninth floor. If he hadn't, he might have found it harder to 
concentrate on clri\\s that morning. He aid.n\ see the owls swooping 



past in broad daylight, though people down in �he street did; they 

pointed and gazed open-mouthed as owl after owl sped overhead. 

Most of them had never seen an owl even at nighttime. Mr. Durs

ley, however, had a perfectly normal, owl-free morning. He yelled 

at five different people. He made several important telephone calls 

and shouted a bit more. He was in a very good mood until lunch

time, when he thought he'd stretch his legs and walk across the 

road to buy himself a bun from the bakery. 

He'd forgotten all about the people in cloaks until he passed 

a group of them next to the baker's. He eyed them angrily as he 

passed. He didn't know why, but they made him uneasy. This 

bunch were whispering excitedly, too, and he couldn't see a single 

collecting tin. It was on his way back past them� clutching a large 

doughnut in a bag, that he caught a few yVords of what they were 

saying. 

('The Potters, that's right, that's what I heard-" 

,<_ yes, their son, Harry -" 

Mr. Dursley stopped dead. Fear flooded him. He looked back 

at the whisperers as if he wanted to say something to them, but 

thought better of it. 

. He dashed back across the road, hurried up to his office, snapped 

at his secretary not to disturb him, seized his telephone, and had 

almost finished dialing his home number when he changed his 

mind. He put the receiver back down and- stroked his mustache, 
thinking ... no, he was being stupid. Potter wasn't such an un
usual name. He was sure there were lots of people called Potter who 
had a son called Harry. Come to think of it, he wasn't even sure his 

nephew was called Harry. He'd never even seen the boy. lt might 
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have been Harvey. Or Harold. There was no point in worrying 

Mrs. Dursley; she always got so upset at any mention of her sister. 

He didn't blame her - if he'd had a sister like that ... but all the 

same, those people in cloaks ... 

He found it a lot harder to concentrate on drills that afternoon 

and when he left the building at five o'clock, he was still so worried 

that he walked straight into someone just outside the door. 

"Sorry," he grunted, as the tiny old man stumbled and almost 

fell. It was a few seconds before Mr. Dursley realized that the man 

was wearing a violet cloak. He didn't seem at all upset at being al

most knocked to the ground. On the contrary, his face split into a 

wide smile and he said in a squeaky voice that. made passersby stare, 

"Don't be sorry, my dear sir, for nothing could upset me today! Re

joice, for You-Know-Who has gone at last! Even Muggles like your

self should be celebrating, this happy, happy day!" 

And the old man hugged Mr. Dursley around the middle and 

walked off. 

Mr. Dursley stood rooted to the spot. He had been hugged by a 

complete stranger. He also thought he had been called a Muggle, 

whatever that was. He was rattled. He hurried to his car and set 

off for home, hoping he was imagining things, which he had never 

hoped before, because he didn't approve of imagination. 

As he pulled into the driveway of number four, the first thing he 

saw - and it didn't improve his rp.ood - was the tabby cat he'd 

spotted that morning. It was now sitting on his garden wall. He 

was sure it was the same one; it had the same markings around its 

eyes. 

"Shoo!" said Mr. Dursley loudly. 
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The cat didn't move. It just gave him a stern look. Was this nor
mal cat behavior? Mr. Dursley wondered. Trying to pull himself to
gether, he let himself into the house, He was still determined not to 
mention anything to his wife. 

Mrs. Dursley had had a nice, normal day. She told him over din
ner all about Mrs. Next Door's problems with her daughter and how 
Dudley had learned a new word ("Won't!'l Mr. Dursley tried to 
act normally. When Dudley had been put to bed, he went into the 
living room in time to catch the last report on the evening news: 

"And finally, bird-watchers everywhere have reported that the 
nation's owls have been behaving very unusually today. Although 
owls normally hunt at night and are hardly ever seen in daylight , 
· there have been hundreds of sightings of these birds flying in every
direction since sunrise. Experts are unable to explain why the owls
have suddenly changed their sleeping pattern." The newscaster
allowed himself a grin. "Most mysterious. And now, over to Jim
McGuffin with the weather. Going to be any more showers of owls
tonight, Jim?"

"Well, Ted," said the weatherman, "I don't know about that, but
it's not only the owls that have been acting oddly today. Viewers as
far apart as Kent, Yorkshire, and Dundee �ave been phoning in to
tell me that instead of the rain I promised yesterday, they've had a
downpour of shooting stars! Perhaps people have been celebrating
Bonfire Night early - it's not until next week, folks! But I can
promise a wet night tonight."

Mr. Dursley sat frozen in his armchair. Sh�oting stars all over
Britain? Owls flying by daylight? Mysterious people in cloaks all
over the place? And a whisper, a whisper about the Potters ...

;J;
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Mrs. Dursley came into the living room carrying two cups of 

tea. It was no good. He'd have to say something to her. He cleared 

his throat nervously. "Er - Petunia, dear - you haven't heard 

from your sister lately, have you?" 

As he had expected, Mrs. Dursley looked shocked and angry. Af

ter all, they normally pretended she didn't have a sister. 

"No," she said sharply. "Why?" 

"Funny stuff on the news," Mr. Dursley mumbled. "Owls ... 

shooting stars ... and there were a lot of funny-looking people in 

d 
" town to ay ... 

"So?" snapped Mrs. Dursley. 

"Well, I just thought ... maybe ... it was something to do 

with ... you know ... �er crowd." 

Mrs. Dursley sipped her tea through pursed lips. Mr. Dursley 

wondered whether he dared tell her he'd heard the name "Potter." 

He decided he didn't dare. Instead he said, as casually as he could, 

"Their son - he'd be about Dudley's age now, wouldn't he?" 

"I suppose so," said Mrs. Dursley stiffly. 

"What's his name again? Howard, isn't it?" 

"Harry. Nasty, common name, if you ask me." 

"Oh, yes," said Mr. Dursley, his heart sinking horribly. "Yes, I 
. " quite agree. 

He didn't say another word on the subject as they went upstairs 

to bed. While Mrs. Dursley was in the bathroom, Mr. Dursley 

crept to the -bedroom window and peered down into the front gar

den. The cat w�s still there. It was staring down Privet Drive as 

though it were waiting for something. 

Was he imagining things? Could all this have anything to do 
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7\.. Tearly ten years had passed since the Dursleys had woken 
_J_ � up to find their nephew on the front step, but Privet Drive 
had hardly changed at all. The sun rose on the same tidy front gar
dens and lit up the brass number four on the Dursleys' front door; 
it crept into their living room, which was ;lmost exactly the same 
as it had been on the night when Mr. Dursley had seen that fateful 
news report about the owls. Only the photographs on the mantel
piece really showed how much time had passed. Ten years ago, 
there had been lots of pictures of what looked like a large pink 
beach ball wearing different-colored bonnets - but Dudley Durs
ley was no longer a baby, and now the photographs showed a large 
blond boy riding his first bicycle, on a carousel at the fair, playing 
a computer game with his father, being hugged and kissed by his 
mother. The room held no sign at all that another boy lived in the 
hou�t, tGo.
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J-r1 he escape of the Brazilian boa constrictor earned Harry his
_l_ longest-ever-punishment. By the time he was allowed out of

his cupboard again, the summer holidays had started and �udley 
had already broken his new video camera, crashed his remote con
trol airplane, and, first time out on his racing .bike, knocked down 
old Mrs. Figg as she crossed Privet Drive on her crutches. 

Harry was glad school was over, but there was no escaping Dud
ley's gang, who visited the house every single day. Piers, Dennis, 
Malcolm, and Gordon were all big and stupid, but as Dudley was 
the biggest and stupidest of the lot, he was th� leader. The rest of 
them were all quite happy to join in Dudley's favorite sport: Harry 
Hunting. 

This was why Harry spent as much time· as possible out of the 
house, wandering around and thinking about the end of the holi-

d�>'S, wh�r� h� t()cld �ee i tiny r'dy of hope.. When September came 
he would be going off to secondary school and, for the first time in 
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"Nah. Dumbledore gave me the day off yesterday ter fix it. 'Course, 

he shoulda sacked me instead -- anyway, got yeh this ... " 

It seemed to be a handsome, leather-covered book. Harry opened 

it curiously. It was full of wizard photographs. Smiling and waving 

at him from every page were his mother and father. 

"Sent owls off ter all yer parents' old school friends, askin' fer 

photos ... knew yeh didn' have any ... d 'yeh like it?" 

Harry couldn't speak, but Hagrid understood. 

Harry made his way down to the end-of-year feast alone that night. 

He had been held up by Madam Pomfrey's fussing about, insisting 

on giving him one last checkup, so the Great Hall was already full. 

It was decked out in the Slytherin colors of green and silver to cel

ebrate Slytherin's -winning the House Cup for the seventh year in a 

row, A huge banner showing the Slytherin serpent covered the wall 

behind the High Table. 

When Harry walked in there was a sudden hush, and then every

body started talking loudly at once. He slipped into a seat between 

Ron and Hermione at the Gryffindor table and tried to ignore the 

fact that people were standing up to look at him. 

· . Fortunately, Dumbledore arrived moments later. The babble
died away. ·, ·

"Another year gone!" Dumbledore said cheerfully. "And I must 

trouble you with an old man's wheezing waffle before we sink our 

teeth into our delicious feast. 0What a year it has been! Hopefully

your heads are all a little· fuiler than they were ... you have the 

whole summer ahead to get them nice and empty before next year 

�t�n� .... 
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"Now, as I understand it, the House Cup here needs awarding, 
and the points stand thus: In fourth place,. Gryffindor, with three 
hundred and twelve points; in third, Huffiepuff, with three hun
dred and fifty-two; Ravenclaw has four hundred and twenty-six 
and Slytherin, four hundred and seventy-two." 

A storm of cheering and stamping broke out from t�e Slytherin 
· table. Harry could see Draco Malfoy banging his goblet on the
table. It was a sickening �ighr.

"Yes-, yes, well done, Slytherin," said Dumbledore. ''However, re-
cent events must be taken into account." 

The room went very still. The Slytherins' smiles faded a little. 
"Ahem," said Dumbledore. "I have a few last-minute points to 

dish out. Let me see. Yes ... 
"First - to Mr. Ronald Weasley ... " 
Ron went purple in the face; he looked like a radish with a bad 

sunburn. 
" ... for the best-played· game of chess Hogwarts has seen in 

many years, I award Gryffindor House fifty points." 
Gryffindor cheers nearly raised the bewitched ceiling; the stars 

overhead seemed to quiver. Percy could be heard telling the other 
prefects, "My brother, you know! My youngest brother! Got past 
McGonagall's gian,t chess set!" 

At last there was silence ·again. • 
"Second - to Miss Hermione Granger ... for the use of cool 

logic in the face of fire, I award Gryffindor House fifty points." 
Hermione buried her face in her arms; Harry strongly suspected 

she had burst into tears. Gryffindors up and down the table were 
bes\de thtmse.\ves - they we.re a hundted \?Oints U\?. 
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"Third - to Mr. Harry Potter ... ,
, 
said Dumbledore. The room 

went deadly quiet. " ... for pure nerve and outstanding courage, I 

award Gryffindor House sixty points." 

The din was deafening. Those who could add up while yelling 

themselves hoarse knew that Gryffindor now had four hundred 

and seventy-two points - exactly the same as Slytherin. They had 

tied for the House Cup - if only Dumbledore had given Harry 

just one more point. 

Dumbledore raised his hand. The room gradually fell silent. 

"There are all kinds of courage," said Dumbledore, smiling. "It 

takes a great deal of bravery to stand up to our enemies, but just 

as much to stand up to our friends. I therefore award ten points to 

Mr. Neville Longbottom." 

Someone standing outside the Great Hall might well have 

thought some sort of explosion had taken place, so loud was the 

noise that erupted from the Gryffindor table. Harry, Ron, and 

Hermione stood up to yell and cheer as Neville, white with shock, 

disappeared under a pile of people hugging him. He had never won 

so much as a point for Gryffindor before. Harry, still cheering, 

nudged Ron in the ribs and pointed at Malfoy, who couldn't have 

looked more stunned and horrified if he'd just had the Body-Bind 

Curse put on him. 

"Which means," Dumbledore called over the storm of applause, 

for even Ravenclaw and Huffiepuff were celebrating the downfall 

of Slytherin, "we need a little change of decoration." 

He clapped his hands. In an instant, the green hangings be

came scarlet and the silver became gold; the huge Slytherin ser

rent vanished and a towe.rin.i Gryffi.n.d()t l\()\\ t.ook \t.� ph.c.e. Snape 
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was shaking Professor McGonagall's hand, with a horrible, forced 

smile. He caught Harry's eye and Harry knew at once that Snape's 

feelings' toward him hadn't changed one jot. This didn't worry 

Harry. It seemed as though life would be back to normal next year, 

or as normal as it ever was at Hogwarts. 

It was the best evening of Harry's life, better than winning at 

Quidditch, or Christmas, or knocking out mountain trolls ... he 

would never, ever forget tonight. 

Harry had almost forgotten that the exam results were still to 

come, but come they did. To their great surprise, both he and Ron 

passed with good marks; Hermione, of course, had the best grades 

of the first years. Even Neville scraped through, his good Herbol

ogy mark making up for his abysmal Potions one. They had hoped 

that Goyle, who was almost as stupid as he was mean, might be 

thrown out, but he had passed, too. It was a shame, but as Ron 

said, you couldn't have everything in life . 

And suddenly, their wardrobes were empty, their trunks were 

packed, Neville's toad was found lurking in a corner of the toilets; 

notes were handed out to all students, war.ning them not to use 

magic over the holidays ("I always hope they' ll forget to give us 

these," said Fred Weasley sadly); Hagrid was there to take them 

down to the fleet of boats that sailed across the lake; they were 

boarding the Hogwarts Express; talking and laughing as the coun

tryside became greener and tidier; eating Bertie Bott's Every Flavor 

Beans as they sped past Muggle towns; pulling off their wizard 

robes and putting on jackets and coats; pulling into platform nine 

and three-quarters at King's Cross station. 
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It took quite a while for them all to get off the platform. A 

wizened old guard was up by the ticket barrier, letting them go 

through the gate in twos and threes so they didn
,
t attract atten

tion by all bursting out. of a solid wall at once and alarming the 

Muggles. 

"You must come and stay this summer,'' said Ron, "both of 

you - I'll send you an owl." 

"Thanks," said Harry, "I'll need something to look forward to." 

People jostled them as they moved forward tbward the gateway 

back to the Muggle world. Some of them called: 

"B H r
>
'ye, arry. 

"S P ,,, ee you, otter. 

"Still famous," said Ron, grinning at him. 

"Not where I'm going, I promise you," said Harry. 

He, Ron, and Hermione passed through the gateway together. 

"There he is, Mum, there he is, look!" 

It was Ginny Weasley, Ron's younger sister, but she wasn't point-

ing at Ron. 

"Harry Potterr' she- squealed. "Look, Mum! I can see -" 

"Be quiet, Ginny, and it's rude to point." 

Mrs. Weasley smiled down at them. 

"Busy year?', she said. 

"Very," said Harry. "Thanks for the fudge and the sweater, Mrs. 

Weasley." 

"Oh, it was nothing, dear." 

"R d :>" ea y, are you. 
It was Uncle _Vernon, still purple-faced, still mustached, still 

l<lokin� f u.riou.s at tlle nerve of Ha.n:y, c.a.n:yini an owl in a c.aie in 
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a station full of ordinary people. Behind him stood Aunt Petunia 

and Dudley, looking terrified at the very sight of Harry. 

"You must be Harry's family!" said Mrs. Weasley. 

"In a manner of speaking," said Uncle Vernon. "Hurry up, boy, 

we haven't got all day." He walked away. 

Harry hung back for a last word wit}) Ron and Hermione. 

"See you over the summer, then." 

"Hope you have - er - a good holiday," said Hermione, look

ing uncertainly after Uncle Vernon, shocked that anyone could be 

so unpleasant. 

"Oh, i will," said Harry, and they were surprised at the grin that 

was spreading over his face. "1hey don't know we're not allowed to 

use magic at home. I'm going to have a lot of fun with Dudley this 
,, summer .... 

-
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Harry Potter has never played a sport while flying on a broom

stick. He's never worn a cloak of invisibility, befriended a giant, 

or helped hatch a dragon. All Harry knows is a miserable life 

with the Dursleys, his horrible aunt and uncle, and their abomi

nable son, Dudley. Harry's room is a tiny closet at the foot of the 

stairs, and he hasn't had a birthday party in eleven years. 

But all that is about to change when a mysterious letter arrives 

by owl messenger: a letter with an invitation to a wonderful place 

he never dreamed existed. There he finds not only friends, aerial 

sports, and magic around every corner, but a great destiny that's 

been waiting for him ... if Harry can survive the encounter. 
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