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I've made some photos and shared
it. Cklick my picture...

kr. Dursley stopped dead. Fear flooded him. He looked back at the whisperers as if he wanted to sayv something to thern, butthought better of it. He

dashed back across the road, hurried up to his office. snapped at his secretany notto disturb him, seized his telephone, and had almost finished

dialing his home numberwhen he changed his mind. He putthe receiver back down and stroked his mustache, thinkingl€! no, he was being stupid.
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PotterwasnlE€™ such an unusual name. He was sure there were lots of people called Potter who had & son called Harry, Come to think of it he

wasnl€™ even sure his nephew wascalled Harry. Hel€™d never even seen the boy. It might hawve been Harvey. Or Harold. There was no point in
worrying Mrs. Dursley: she always got so upset at any mention of her sister. He didnl€™t blame herl€if hel€™dhad a sister like thatle] but all the same
those people in cloaksl€] He found it a lot harder to concentrate on drills that afternoon and when he leftthe building at five ol€™clock, he was still so
wortied that he walked straight into someone just outside the door. IEI1Sorre I€ he grunted, as the tiny old man sturmbled and almost fell. Itwas a few
seconds before Mr. Dursley realized that the man was wearing a violet cloak. He didnl€™t seem at all upset at being almost knocked to the ground. On
the contrany, his face splitinto awide smile and he said in a squeaky voice that made passershy stare, IEIDonlE™ be sorry, rmy dear sir, for nothing
could upset me today! Rejoice, for You-Know-wWho has gone at lastl Even Muggles like vourself should be celebrating, this happy, happy daylle And
the old man hugged kr. Dursley around the middle and walked off. br. Dursley stood rooted to the spot. He had been hugged by a complete stranger.
He also thought he had been called a Muggle, whatewer that was. He was rattled. He hurried to his car and set off for home, hoping he was imadgining
things, which he had never hoped before, because he didnl€™ approve of imadination. As he pulled into the drivewsy of nurmber four, the first thing he
sawl€ and it didnl€™t improwve his moodl€was the tabby cat hel€™d spotted that rmorning. [twas now sitting on his garden wall. He was sure itwas the
same one; it had the same markings around its eves. I€1ShoollE said Mr. Dursley loudly.




