As night fell, the promised storm blew up
around them. Spray from the high waves
splattered the walls of the hut and a fierce
wind rattled the filthy windows. Aunt Petunia
found a few mouldy blankets in the second
room and made up a bed for Dudley on the moth-eaten sofa. She and Uncle
Vernon went off to the lumpy bed next door and Harry was left to find the
softest bit of floor he could and to curl up under the thinnest, most ragged
blanket.

The storm raged more and more ferociously as the night went on. Harry
couldn’t sleep. He shivered and turned over, trying to get comfortable, his
stomach rumbling with hunger. Dudley’s snores were drowned by the low rolls
of thunder that started near midnight. The lighted dial of Dudley’s watch,
which was dangling over the edge of the sofa on his fat wrist, told Harry he’d
be eleven in ten minutes’ time. He lay and watched his birthday tick nearer,
wondering if the Dursleys would remember at all, wondering where the letter-
writer was now.
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