Dumbledore’s Office

Setting
Harry looked around. One thing was certain: of all the teachers’ offices Harry had visited so far this year, Dumbledore’s office was the most interesting. If he hadn’t been scared out of his wits that he was about to be thrown out of school, he would have been very please to have a chance to look around it.

It was a large and beautiful circular room, full of funny little noises. A number of curious silver instruments stood on spindle-legged tables, whirring and emitting little puffs of smoke. The walls were covered with portraits of old headmasters and mistresses, all of whom were snoozing gently in their frames. There was also enormous, claw-footed desk, and sitting on a shelf behind it, a shabby, tattered wizard’s hat – the Sorting Hat.

Harry hesitated. He cast a wary eye around the sleeping witches and wizards on the walls. Sure it couldn’t hurt him if he took the hat down and tried it on again? Just to see … just to make sure it had put him in the right house.

Hogwarts

SEtting
There were a hundred and forty-two staircases at Hogwarts: wide sweeping ones; narrow, rickety ones; some that led somewhere different on a Friday; some with vanishing step halfway up that you had to remember to jump. Then there were doors that wouldn’t open unless you asked politely, or tickled them in exactly the right place, and doors that weren’t doors at all, but solid walls just pretending. It was also very hard to remember where everything was, because it all seemed to move around a lot. The people in the portraits kept going to visit each other and Harry was sure the coats of armour could walk.

