
Suspense 
 

At the age of one, Harry had somehow survived a curse 
from the greatest dark sorcerer of all time, Lord 
Voldermort, whose name most witches and wizards still 
feared to speak. Harry’s parents had died in Voldermort’s 
attack, but Harry had escaped with his lightening scar, and 
somehow—nobody understood why—Voldermort’s powers 
had been destroyed the instant he had failed to kill Harry. 
 
So Harry had been brought up by his dead mother’s sister 
and her husband. He had spent ten years with the Dursleys,  
never understanding why he kept making odd things happen 
without meaning to, believing the Dursleys, story that he 
had got his scar in the car crash which had killed his 
parents. 
 
And then, exactly a year ago, Hogwarts had written to 
Harry, and the whole story had come out. Harry had taken 
up his place at wizard school, where he and his care were 
famous … but now the school year was over, and he was 
back wit the Dursleys for the summer, back to being 
treated like a dog that had rolled in something smelly. 
 
Extract from; 
J.K. Rowling: Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets pg 9 


