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THE BOY WHO LIVED

r. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four. Priver Drive, were
Mpmnd to say thar they were p,.‘-.l'f-::ﬂ}' narmal, chank
you very much. They were the last people you'd evpect 1o be in-
volved In anything strange or mystenious, because they just didn't
hold with such nonsense.

Mr. Dursley was the director of 2 firm called Grunnings, which
made drills. Fle was 2 |!:Iig. hn'-:h man with h:an:l]:u any neck, al-
though he did have 2 very large mussache. Mrs. Dursley was thin
and blonde and had nearly rwice the usual amount of neck, which
came in very useful as she spent so much of her rime craning aver
garden fences, spying on the neighbors, The Durslevs had a small
son called Dudley and in their opinion there was no finer boy any-
WI'I:.'T:_'.

The Dursleys had everything they wanted, bur they also had 2

secret, and their grearest fear was that somebody would discover ir.
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They didn’t think they could bear it if anyone found oot abour che
Potters. Mrs, Pocter was Mrs, Dhursleys sister, but they hadn’t met
fio several yeans: S, Bl Dhaeshey prevended, sha didials, bawe 2
sister, becanse hee sister and her |-_1_|.'|-|‘:||.|.- |--|‘|:|'-I'|-:‘:nl|I'||:|J:r| lneshind were a5
unursleyish as it was possible to be, The Dursleys shuddered 1o
I|‘|i||k w]&:LI I!|'|r_' r|.|.'-ll='_]||.‘a-|'t|r.:f. wul:lil.l .-.:l;_'.-' ir!]'u_' l'a'thl:f_'r,:. '.:rri'l.-l.'.'-d 5|| l:]u:
sereet. The Dursleys knew thae the Porers had a small son, voo, o
they had never even seen him. This boy was anather good renson
far leeeping the Porrers away; they didn't wane Dudley mixing with
a child like thar.

When Mr. and Mrs. Duresley waobe up on the dull, gray Tuesday
our srory arars, there was nothing abeuir the cloudy sky ourside (o
suggest thar srange and mysterious things would soon be happen-
ing all over the country. Mr. Dwursley hummed as he picked our his
most boring e for wark, and Mrs. Dursley gossiped away happily
a5 she wrestled a screaming Dudley inco his high chair.

Mone of them notced a large, awny owl Aurer past the
window.

At half past cighe, Mr. Dursley picked up his briefease, pecked
Mirs. Dursley on the cheek, and ried co kiss Dudley good-bye bur
missed, becanse Dudley was now having a rancrum and chrowing
his cereal ar che walls, "Lirtle oyke,” chorded br. Dursley as he lefr
the house. He got into his car and backed our of number four’s
drive,

It was on the corner of che screee thar he noticed the Arse sign of
something peculiar — a1 car reading a map. Por a second, M
Drursley didnt realize whar he had seen — then he jerked his head

around to look again, There was a rabby cat standing on che corner
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of Triver Drive, bur there wasn't a map in sight. What could he
have been thinking off It must have been a erick of the light. Mr.
Dlursley blinked and stared ac che car. I stared back. As Mr. Durs-
ley drove around the corner and up the road, he wacched the car in
his mircor. It was now reading the sign thar szid Priver Drive — na,
looking at the sign; cats couldn't read maps or signs. Mr. Dursley
gave himsell a livle shake and pur the car our of his mind. As he
drove toward town he thought of nothing excepe a large order of
drills he was hoping o ger char day.

But on the edge of town, drills were driven ouc of his mind by
something else. As he sat in the wsual morning traffic jam, he
couldn’t lelp noticing chat there seemed o be a loc of strangely
dressed people abour. Teople in cloaks. Mr. Dursley couldn bear
prople who dressed in funny clothes — the petups you saw on
young people! He supposed this was some stupid new fshion. 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 opether. Mr. Dursley was enrged o sce that a
couple of them weren't young ac all; why, that man had ro be older
than he was, and wearing an emerald-green cloak! The necve of
him? Buc chen ic struck Mr. Dursley thar chis was probably some
silly stunt — these people were obviously collecring for some-
thing . . . yes, that weould be ir. The traffic moved on and a few
minures Later, Mr. Dursley arrived in the Grunnings parking lot,
his mind back on drills.

Mr. Dursley always sar with his back ea the window in his office
an the ninth Aoor. IT he hadn't, he might have found i harder te

concentrare on drills thar moming, Se didn't see che owls swoop-



HARRY POTTER has never played a sport while flying on a
broomstick, He's never worn a cloak of invisibiling befeicnded a giant, or
helped hatch a dragon. All Harery knows is a miserable lile with the
DUH]C}'E. his horeible avnt and wocle, and their abominable son,
Dudley. Harry’s room is a tiny closet at the foot of the stairs, and he
hasnt Inad a biechday party in eleven years.

Buet all that is about to change when a mysterious leter arrives by
ove| messenger: a letter with an invitation o 2 wonderful place he
never dreamed existed. Theee he finds nov only [riends, aerial
sports, and magic acound every cormer, b a great destiny thats

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