
A man appeared on the corner the cat had been watching, appeared so suddenly and silently 
you'd have thought he'd just popped out of the ground. The cat's tail twitched and its eyes 
narrowed. 
 
Nothing like this man had ever been seen on Privet Drive. He was tall, thin, and very old, judging 
by the silver of his hair and beard, which were both long enough to tuck into his belt. He was 
wearing long robes, a purple cloak that swept the ground, and high-heeled, buckled boots. His 
blue eyes were light, bright, and sparkling behind half-moon spectacles and his nose was very long 
and crooked, as though it had been broken at least twice. This man's name was Albus 
Dumbledore. 
 

============================== 
 
A low rumbling sound had broken the silence around them. It grew steadily louder as they looked 
up and down the street for some sign of a 11 headlight; it swelled to a roar as they both looked up 
at the sky – and a huge motorcycle fell out of the air and landed on the road in front of them. 
 
If the motorcycle was huge, it was nothing to the man sitting astride it. He was almost twice as tall 
as a normal man and at least five times as wide. He looked simply too big to be allowed, and so 
wild – long tangles of bushy black hair and beard hid most of his face, he had hands the size of 
trash can lids, and his feet in their leather boots were like baby dolphins. In his vast, muscular 
arms he was holding a bundle of blankets. 
 
"Hagrid," said Dumbledore, sounding relieved. "At last. And where did you get that motorcycle? 
 

============================== 
 
 
Fancy seeing you here, Professor McGonagall."  
 
He turned to smile at the tabby, but it had gone. Instead he was smiling at a rather severe-looking 
woman who was wearing square glasses exactly the shape of the markings the cat had had around 
its eyes. She, too, was wearing a cloak, an emerald one. Her black hair was drawn into a tight bun. 
She looked distinctly ruffled. 
 

============================== 
 

Harry was frying eggs by the time Dudley arrived in the kitchen with his mother. Dudley looked a lot like 

Uncle Vernon. He had a large pink face, not much neck, small, watery blue eyes, and thick blond hair that 

lay smoothly on his thick, fat head. Aunt Petunia often said that Dudley looked like a baby angel -- Harry 

often said that Dudley looked like a pig in a wig. 

Harry looked over at the Slytherin table and saw a horrible ghost sitting there, with blank staring eyes, a 

gaunt face, and robes stained with silver blood. He was right next to Malfoy who, Harry was pleased to see, 

didn't look too pleased with the seating arrangements. 


