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T
h

e m
ediw

itch
 cast a diagn

ostic over h
er. H

erm
ion

e read th
e results 

back
w

ards, fin
din

g n
o fresh

 scarin
g or bruisin

g, in
tern

al or extern
al. 

T
h

ere w
as som

eth
in

g glow
in

g red, lik
e a blin

k
in

g stopligh
t. T

h
e girl 

frow
n

ed, an
d m

oved to open
 th

e back
 of h

er gow
n

. A
 soft exh

ale again
st 

H
erm

ion
e’s n

eck
 as sh

e saw
 th

e n
ick

s across h
er sk

in
. A

n
 in

can
tation

, an
d 

th
en

 th
ey w

ere h
ealed. 

T
h

e youn
g w

itch
 pick

ed up h
er left arm

 carefully an
d exam

in
ed B

ella-
trix L

estran
ge’s h

an
diw

ork
. Sh

e look
ed up at H

erm
ion

e, m
ak

in
g quick

 
eye con

tact before look
in

g aw
ay. Sh

e paused over a few
 of th

e scars sh
e’d 

ob
tain

ed in
 th

e past year on
 th

e run
. 

R
em

em
berin

g h
er question

 from
 earlier, H

erm
ion

e ch
eck

ed h
er arm

. 
Y

axley’s sign
ature w

as placed just above h
er M

udblood scar. T
h

ey h
ad m

ade 
sure th

e scar w
as still visible. 

“W
h

en
 w

as th
e last tim

e you ate?” 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. 
T

h
e w

itch
 blin

k
ed at h

er. “A
 lot of your n

utrition
 levels are low

. Sh
e 

sh
ould—

” T
h

e girl look
ed quick

ly to D
oloh

ov, th
en

 sn
apped h

er jaw
 sh

ut. 
“M

y recom
m

en
dation

 is th
at sh

e eat m
ore. P

rotein
s especially.” 

D
oloh

ov rolled h
is eyes. “Y

es, you say th
at every tim

e.” H
e stepped off 

th
e w

all, an
d cam

e closer to th
e table. “A

n
d th

e oth
er spell?” 

T
h

e older m
ediw

itch
 frow

n
ed, an

d th
e youn

ger on
e’s eye tw

itch
ed. Sh

e 
turn

ed back
 to H

erm
ion

e an
d said, “L

ie back
, please.” 

H
erm

ion
e took

 a deep, silen
t breath

, an
d scooted un

til sh
e laid back

. 
Starin

g at a ceilin
g again

. 
Sh

e tilted h
er h

ead up to w
atch

 as th
e youn

ger on
e m

uttered a spell th
at 

H
erm

ion
e didn

’t recogn
ize. A

 w
arm

 feelin
g, at th

e top of h
er h

ead an
d at 

h
er toes, th

en
 scan

n
in

g dow
n

w
ard an

d upw
ard. It w

as lik
e a scan

. T
h

e 
w

arm
 w

aves m
et in

 th
e m

iddle of h
er, an

d low
 in

 h
er belly sh

e felt a quick
 

pressure. 
A

n
d th

en
 h

er stom
ach

 glow
ed. L

ik
e a ball of ligh

t h
ad push

ed
 out of 

h
er bellybutton

. Sh
e w

atch
ed it, glow

in
g so w

h
ite, it look

ed blue. 
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h
eard D

oloh
ov w

alk
in

g tow
ard h

er, an
d sh

e con
cen

trated on
 th

e floor. 
Som

eth
in

g w
as th

rust in
 h

er face. A
 h

ospital gow
n

. Sh
e frow

n
ed at it 

an
d took

 it from
 h

im
. 

“D
on

’t h
ave all day.” 

Sh
e pulled th

e gow
n

 on
 over th

e tow
el, an

d let it drop to th
e floor. 

D
oloh

ov scourgified h
er cloth

in
g, ch

arm
ed it to fold an

d jum
p in

to h
is 

h
an

ds, h
er k

n
ick

ers lan
din

g on
 top. H

e pluck
ed th

em
 up, sw

un
g th

em
 

aroun
d h

is fin
ger, an

d sm
irk

ed at h
er. 

H
e led h

er dow
n

 th
e h

all, still drippin
g. Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e m

aybe sh
ould 

try run
n

in
g again

. A
 w

an
dless sh

ove, m
aybe disarm

 h
im

. 
B

arefoot an
d w

et. Silen
ced. R

un
n

in
g th

rough
 th

e M
in

istry in
 a h

ospi-
tal gow

n
. 

H
erm

ion
e k

ept h
er eyes on

 th
e groun

d. 
H

e brough
t h

er in
to th

e room
 sh

e’d ran
 past before, th

e on
e th

e m
edi-

w
itch

 h
ad peek

ed out from
. 

A
n

 exam
 table an

d tw
o m

ediw
itch

es. H
e sh

oved h
er in

side. H
er h

eart 
beat fiercely, but sh

e tried to rem
em

ber th
at n

on
e of th

e oth
ers w

ere w
orse 

for w
ear after th

eir m
edical exam

s. 
O

n
e of th

e w
om

en
 in

 w
h

ite turn
ed to greet th

em
, an

d sh
e paled as h

er 
eyes lan

ded on
 H

erm
ion

e. 
“C

om
e in

,” sh
e squeak

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e sh
uffled tow

ard th
e exam

 table, drippin
g still. T

h
e w

itch
 

cast a dryin
g ch

arm
 on

 h
er, an

d H
erm

ion
e n

odded in
 th

an
k

s. T
h

e oth
er 

w
itch

 blin
k

ed several tim
es w

h
en

 sh
e turn

ed an
d saw

 H
erm

ion
e. Sh

e w
as 

older w
ith

 greyin
g h

air, a plum
p figure. Sh

e quick
ly return

ed to w
h

at sh
e 

w
as doin

g. 
“T

h
e full w

ork
-up. D

etailed.” D
oloh

ov crossed h
is arm

s, stan
din

g in
 

fron
t of th

e door. 
H

erm
ion

e slid up on
to th

e exam
 table, h

oldin
g h

er gow
n

 closed. 
“A

n
y ch

an
ce you’re pregn

an
t?” th

e youn
ger w

itch
 ask

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead “n

o.” 
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Sh
e k

ick
ed off h

er train
ers. Slid dow

n
 th

e zipper on
 h

er h
oodie. P

eeled 
th

e jack
et an

d jum
per off. T

h
e razorblade spell h

e’d h
it h

er w
ith

 h
ad sliced 

th
rough

 h
er layers, leavin

g little n
ick

s in
 all h

er cloth
in

g. Sh
e faced th

e 
spray, w

atch
in

g th
e steam

 rise, tw
istin

g lik
e fire. 

Sh
e popped th

e button
 on

 h
er jean

s. T
ugged

 dow
n

 th
e zipper. Sh

e 
sh

uck
ed h

er k
n

ick
ers an

d jean
s togeth

er, steppin
g out of th

em
 quick

ly. 
R

ipped h
er sh

irt over h
er h

ead, tuggin
g th

e dried blood off h
er back

. 
C

lick
ed open

 h
er bra. 

Sh
e stepped un

der th
e w

ater an
d im

agin
ed h

er sh
ow

er at h
om

e in
 

H
am

pstead. H
er m

oth
er’s sh

am
poo on

 th
e corn

er of th
e tub. H

er fath
er’s 

razor in
 th

e soap dish
. 

Sh
e pulled h

er h
air over h

er sh
oulder, k

eepin
g h

er back
 tow

ards th
e 

door. Stin
gin

g prick
s again

st h
er back

 as th
e w

ater h
it th

e w
oun

ds. O
pen

-
in

g h
er eyes to th

e tiles, sh
e foun

d a little bottle of w
ash

 on
 a ledge. 

H
er m

oth
er used to sin

g in
 th

e sh
ow

er. A
n

d it sm
elled lik

e raspb
erries. 

T
h

e body w
ash

 in
 h

er palm
s, an

d sh
e push

ed it aroun
d h

er sk
in

. 
T

h
ey h

ad a dog w
h

en
 sh

e w
as youn

ger. A
n

d th
ey alw

ays w
ash

ed th
e 

dog in
 th

e tub
, m

ak
in

g a m
ess. T

h
e dog h

ad run
 aw

ay or gotten
 lost w

h
en

 
sh

e w
as n

in
e. 

Sm
art dog. 

“Y
ou clean

in
g everyth

in
g?” 

Sh
e w

as back
 in

 th
e M

in
istry sh

ow
ers, w

ith
 A

n
ton

in
 D

oloh
ov w

atch
-

in
g h

er un
der th

e w
ater. T

h
e first m

an
 to see h

er n
ak

ed. 
Sh

e k
n

ew
 w

h
at h

e m
ean

t. H
ow

 w
as sh

e supposed to... w
ith

 h
im

 h
ere. 

H
er sh

oulders w
ere tigh

t, up to h
er ears. 

“C
lean

 th
at pretty cun

t, G
ran

ger, or I’ll do it m
yself.” 

Sh
e closed h

er eyes again
. A

n
d reach

ed dow
n

 betw
een

 h
er legs to scrub 

quick
ly. 

Sh
e w

ish
ed th

e w
ater w

as h
otter. B

urn
in

g. 
Sh

e turn
ed th

e tap, an
d stepped out, tryin

g to k
eep h

er back
 to h

im
 

still. Sh
e took

 th
e tow

el from
 th

e h
ook

, an
d w

rapped h
erself tigh

t. Sh
e 
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 h
er arm

s an
d legs sh

ak
in

g from
 figh

tin
g th

e petrifyin
g curse. 

H
er lip trem

bled. 
“H

ow
 does th

at soun
d, M

iss G
ran

ger?” Y
axley w

h
ispered in

to h
er ear. 

Sh
e refused to turn

 to face h
im

, still starin
g up at th

e ceilin
g lik

e sh
e w

as 
still petrified. “I n

eed a verbal respon
se. O

r I’ll n
eed to just leave you h

ere 
un

til Friday.” 
“Y

es.” Sh
e didn

’t recogn
ize h

er voice. 
“W

on
derful.” Y

axley stood tall an
d poin

ted h
is w

an
d at h

er. “T
h

at’s 
th

e last w
ord I ever w

an
t to h

ear from
 you. Silen

cio.” 
Sh

e w
as grateful. N

ow
 sh

e could scream
. 

>
 

Y
axley an

d D
oloh

ov escorted h
er to th

e sh
ow

ers. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 

lon
g sh

e’d been
 in

 th
e con

feren
ce room

 on
 th

e table, but th
ere w

as n
o on

e 
else in

 th
e sh

ow
ers w

h
en

 sh
e arrived. T

h
e oth

er girls from
 h

er group w
ere 

gon
e b

y n
ow

. 
W

h
at oth

er girls. Sh
e ch

uck
led dark

ly. H
alf of th

em
 w

ere dead. 
Y

axley left to prep th
e m

edical team
, an

d on
ce th

e door w
as closed, 

D
oloh

ov leered at h
er again

, lettin
g h

is eyes slide dow
n

 h
er body. H

e 
h

an
ded h

er a tow
el. Sh

e w
aited. P

rayin
g h

e w
ould turn

 an
d leave h

er. 
H

e gestured to th
e sh

ow
ers. T

ile boxes w
ith

out doors or curtain
s. Sh

e 
didn

’t rem
em

ber th
e oth

er girls talk
in

g about a lack
 of privacy durin

g th
e 

sh
ow

ers. Just th
at th

ey w
ere too brief. 

Sh
e look

ed back
 at D

oloh
ov, th

en
 to th

e door, raisin
g h

er brow
s. 

“C
an

’t leave you alon
e, love.” H

e w
in

k
ed at h

er. 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed. Sh
e look

ed to th
e sh

ow
er, an

d th
en

 h
an

ded th
e tow

el 
back

 to h
im

. Sh
e w

ould ch
oose n

ot to. H
e didn

’t tak
e it. 

“O
h

, you’ll w
ash

,” h
e said. H

e stepped closer to h
er, an

d sh
e lifted h

er 
ch

in
. “O

r I’ll do it for you.” 
H

e lifted a h
an

d to touch
 h

er, m
aybe h

er h
air or h

er sh
oulder. Sh

e 
jum

ped aw
ay an

d m
oved to th

e sh
ow

er, startin
g th

e spray. 
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stood tall n
ext to h

er sh
oulders. 

“I’m
 th

in
k

in
g about return

in
g th

e favor, M
udblood.” H

is fin
ger at th

e 
top of h

er th
igh

s. “A
fter th

e first tim
e I fuck

 you, m
aybe I’ll erase it, so 

every tim
e w

ill b
e th

e first tim
e for you.” H

is full h
an

d slith
ered betw

een
 

h
er th

igh
s, cuppin

g h
er, pressin

g again
st h

er. “W
arm

 already.” 
“I expect you’ll b

e payin
g m

e for th
is, D

oloh
ov?” an

oth
er person

 ask
ed. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e h

ad n
ever k

n
ow

n
 relief lik

e th
e w

arm
 joy of h

earin
g 

Y
axley’s voice. 

“Just gettin
g a taste,” D

oloh
ov replied. 

“Seein
g as th

at’s m
y n

am
e on

 h
er arm

, I’d suggest you release h
er. I 

could decide n
ot to sell h

er at all.” 
D

oloh
ov rem

oved h
is h

an
d, steppin

g back
 an

d m
utterin

g. Y
axley 

m
oved in

to h
er sigh

tlin
e. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” Y

axley h
issed. “L

ydia B
axter is dead. P

arvati P
atil is 

dead. G
w

en
 M

orten
sen

 is still w
ith

 th
e H

ealers.” H
e lean

ed dow
n

 on
 h

is 
elb

ow
s, brin

gin
g h

is face closer, adoptin
g a con

versation
al ton

e. “T
h

at 
w

as a very expen
sive coup you just staged. A

s I am
 your curren

t H
older, I 

n
ow

 h
ave th

e great pleasure of payin
g for your sin

s.” H
e n

odded over h
is 

sh
oulder. “ T

ed N
ott m

ay w
aive th

e B
axter girl’s fee for m

e. B
ut I’m

 sure 
M

acn
air w

ill n
ot b

e as un
derstan

din
g. 

“B
ut I do fin

d it in
terestin

g th
at th

e L
ovegood girl is still alive,” Y

axley 
said, voice catch

in
g at th

e en
d in

 a stran
ge im

itation
 of L

ucius M
alfoy. “I 

guess th
e oth

ers’ lives w
ere n

ot as valuable to you.” 
L

ik
e Y

axley h
ad tim

ed it, a tear slipped from
 th

e corn
er of h

er left eye, 
slidin

g dow
n

 tow
ard h

er ear. 
“O

h
, don

’t cry, M
iss G

ran
ger.” H

e ch
uck

led, an
d h

er sk
in

 sh
ivered 

w
h

en
 h

e brush
ed h

is fin
ger across h

er ch
eek

 to w
ipe th

e tear aw
ay. “N

o 
on

e else w
ill b

e h
urt due to your in

com
peten

ce. Y
ou just n

eed to beh
ave 

un
til th

is Friday even
in

g.” 
H

e w
h

ispered a F
in

ite In
can

tatem
 an

d sh
e gulped air lik

e a vacuum
, 

h
er lun

gs pressin
g in

to h
er ribs un

til th
ey felt lik

e th
ey crack

ed. T
h

e 
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In
 th

e w
ak

e of th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s trium
ph

 over H
arry P

otter, th
e defeated m

ust learn
 th

eir n
ew

 
place. H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger, form
er G

olden
 G

irl, h
as been

 captured an
d reduced to h

um
an

 ch
attel. 

Sold to th
e h

igh
est bidder as th

e top prize at an
 auction

 of O
rder m

em
bers an

d sym
path

izers, sh
e 

is th
rust in

to th
e rabid, w

aitin
g h

an
ds of th

e D
eath

 E
aters. B

ut d
espite th

e h
orrors of V

olde-
m

ort’s n
ew

 w
orld, h

elp—
an

d h
ope—

seem
 to arise from

 th
e m

ost un
lik

ely of places. 
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grabbed th
em

, th
ey h

ad been
 tak

en
 to M

alfoy M
an

or. L
un

a h
ad been

 k
ept 

th
ere for m

on
th

s before th
at. W

as L
ucius M

alfoy in
 ch

arge of th
is pris-

on
er project? 
A

n
d w

h
at did th

at m
ean

 for D
raco? 

H
e h

adn
’t iden

tified th
em

 th
at n

igh
t. R

ecogn
ized th

em
, certain

ly, but 
w

as reluctan
t. N

ot th
at H

erm
ion

e rem
em

bered m
uch

. Sh
e’d been

 preoc-
cupied w

ith
 B

ellatrix’s blade. 
D

id th
ey w

rite Y
axley’s n

am
e over h

er scar? Sh
e m

ade to lift h
er arm

 to 
look

, an
d rem

em
bered sh

e w
as petrified. 

Footsteps. A
n

d th
is tim

e sh
e did recogn

ize D
oloh

ov’s h
eavy, flat feet. 

T
h

e door crun
ch

ed open
, an

d sh
e coun

ted h
er h

eartbeats. D
oloh

ov 
m

oved slow
ly in

to th
e room

, crafty en
ough

 to stay out of h
er sigh

tlin
e as 

h
e w

alk
ed to th

e oth
er side of th

e con
feren

ce table sh
e lay on

. 
“I told th

em
 you w

ere special,” h
e m

uttered. “Said from
 th

e begin
n

in
g 

you sh
ould b

e k
ept separate.” H

e grow
led a laugh

. “T
h

ey’re listen
in

g to 
m

e n
ow

 th
ough

.” 
H

e stood som
ew

h
ere n

ear h
er feet, h

er eyes strain
ed

 to fin
d h

im
. Sh

e 
coun

ted five of h
er ow

n
 quick

 exh
ales before h

e spok
e again

. 
“D

idn
’t k

n
ow

 you h
ad W

an
dless lik

e th
at th

ough
. T

h
at’ll b

e fixed 
soon

.” 
B

efore sh
e could rum

in
ate over th

e possibilities of w
h

at h
e could m

ean
, 

a ligh
t pressure appeared over h

er righ
t an

k
le, freezin

g h
er brain

. 
A

 fin
ger draggin

g up th
e in

n
er seam

 of h
er jean

s, over h
er calf. 

H
er th

roat con
tracted w

ith
 n

erves, an
d sh

e felt h
erself drow

n
in

g, 
ch

ok
in

g. 
“Y

ou O
bliviated m

e. Y
ou rem

em
ber?” 

T
h

e ceilin
g blurred, an

d h
e reach

ed h
er k

n
ee, passin

g it. 
“I don

’t, of course.” H
e ch

uck
led. “I w

as told later about w
h

at h
ap-

pen
ed. T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord h
ad th

e w
h

elp torture m
e for it.” 

U
p th

e in
side of h

er th
igh

, w
edgin

g betw
een

 h
er tw

o lock
ed legs. A

n
d 

h
is ch

est an
d face cam

e in
to focus, look

in
g dow

n
 at h

er from
 w

h
ere h

e 
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a slow
 seepin

g w
etn

ess across h
er back

, cold in
 th

e m
arble room

. 
Sh

e tried n
ot to m

ourn
 P

arvati or th
e B

axter girl. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 th

e 
fate of th

e fifth
 on

e. Just lik
e h

ow
 sh

e tried n
ot to m

ourn
 H

arry or 
M

cG
on

agall. N
on

e of it h
ad to b

e real yet. Sh
e just n

eeded to survive th
e 

M
in

istry h
oldin

g cells, an
d th

en
 tak

e it a step at a tim
e. 

Sh
e rem

em
bered th

e plan
s sh

e m
ade as soon

 as H
arry’s body appeared 

in
 th

e courtyard. L
eave th

e castle, fin
d th

e youn
ger studen

ts an
d an

yon
e 

w
h

o h
adn

’t join
ed th

e battle, an
d th

en
 h

ope to fin
d everyon

e else. T
h

at 
felt lik

e years ago. Sh
e could h

ave don
e som

eth
in

g sim
ilar if sh

e h
ad let 

L
un

a die. If sh
e h

ad foun
d som

eth
in

g dark
 in

side of h
er, con

n
ected to 

th
at green

 ligh
t. 

H
arry h

ad n
ever fired a K

illin
g C

urse on
ce, alw

ays con
ten

t to disarm
. 

H
arry w

as dead. 
T

h
e th

ough
t craw

led over h
er still sk

in
 lik

e ivy. H
arry w

as dead. H
e’d 

failed. A
n

d w
h

at ch
an

ce w
ould sh

e h
ave again

st L
ord V

oldem
ort, even

 if 
sh

e could get free? 
H

arry h
ad w

arred w
ith

 h
im

self: H
allow

s or H
orcruxes –

 w
h

ich
 w

as 
m

ore im
portan

t? P
erh

aps h
e’d ch

osen
 w

ron
g? 

Sh
e h

eard footsteps, loud cloppin
g soun

ds of a m
an

 w
h

o w
an

ted every-
on

e to k
n

ow
 h

e w
as com

in
g. 

T
h

ey paused in
 fron

t of h
er door. Sh

e stared at th
e tiles on

 th
e ceilin

g, 
w

aitin
g for th

e door h
an

dle to turn
. 

Sh
e coun

ted to ten
, breath

in
g slow

ly. T
h

en
 to tw

en
ty. 

T
h

e footsteps m
oved dow

n
 th

e h
all, quieter as h

e left. 
Sh

e k
n

ew
 Y

axley’s quick
 pace, lik

e a sh
ark

 in
 a sm

all pon
d, ready to 

dart, ready to sw
erve. D

oloh
ov rested h

is w
eigh

t on
 h

is h
eels, m

ak
in

g h
im

 
a clum

sy run
n

er. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 M

acn
air. H

e w
asn

’t at th
e D

epartm
en

t 
of M

ysteries, an
d h

er in
teraction

s w
ith

 h
im

 w
ere sparse. 

W
h

o else w
as in

volved in
 th

is? W
h

at oth
er n

am
es w

ere scraw
led w

ith
 

in
k

 across th
ose girls’ arm

s? W
h

o w
as in

 ch
arge of th

is A
uction

? 
L

ucius M
alfoy’s sm

ug grin
 flash

ed in
 h

er m
in

d. W
h

en
 th

e Sn
atch

ers 
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e



 
C
h
a
p
te

r
 3 

2
1 

m
orn

in
g tea. 

D
raco w

as starin
g past h

er, glarin
g at R

on
. 

N
o. H

e probably w
asn

’t payin
g an

 oun
ce of atten

tion
 to h

er. 
N

ever in
 th

e w
ay sh

e w
an

ted. >
 

T
h

ey put h
er in

 a room
 all b

y h
erself. It could h

ave been
 an

 old m
eetin

g 
room

. L
arge en

ough
 for a table an

d tw
elve ch

airs. It w
as em

pty n
ow

. T
h

e 
sh

adow
s of w

h
ere portraits used to h

an
g on

 th
e w

alls, rectan
gles of un

-
blem

ish
ed w

allpaper. 
T

h
ey left h

er petrified. Face up. It w
as a blessin

g actually. Sh
e couldn

’t 
h

yperven
tilate w

h
en

 all sh
e could ph

ysically do w
as breath

e. 
L

un
a h

ad been
 able to w

alk
 by h

erself w
h

en
 th

ey lock
ed th

e door, 
stum

blin
g alon

g beh
in

d Y
axley. Sh

e gave H
erm

ion
e a sm

all sm
ile as th

e 
door closed, an

d H
erm

ion
e spen

t th
e first ten

 m
in

utes of h
er isolation

 
tryin

g to deciph
er it. 

W
as it a th

an
k

 you? W
as it m

ean
t to say, it’s alrigh

t th
at you didn

’t 
listen

 to m
e? 

H
erm

ion
e stared at th

e ceilin
g, w

aitin
g for w

h
at cam

e n
ext. 

So, P
an

sy w
as righ

t. A
n

 A
uction

 of sorts. Y
axley m

en
tion

ed th
e cost of 

th
e bodies h

e’d k
illed, an

d D
oloh

ov w
as un

der th
e im

pression
 th

at th
e 

sign
ature on

 h
er arm

 w
ould ch

an
ge to h

is, probably w
ith

 an
 exch

an
ge of 

G
alleon

s. 
It explain

ed w
h

y Y
axley h

ad both
ered to h

eal L
un

a. T
h

ey w
ere m

ore 
valuable alive. 

H
ow

 valuable, sh
e w

on
dered. 

P
an

sy said 5,0
0

0
 G

alleon
s for virgin

s. T
h

at soun
ded lik

e an
 aw

ful lot 
for a on

e-tim
e experien

ce. 
It took

 a w
h

ile for H
erm

ion
e to realize th

at th
e curse D

oloh
ov h

it h
er 

w
ith

 w
as still bleedin

g. Sh
e’d stopped th

e spread of th
e razor blade n

ick
s 

w
ith

 h
er F

in
ite In

catatem
, but did n

ot h
eal th

e sk
in

. Sh
e lay th

ere, feelin
g 
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o far, sh
e w

as quite pleased w
ith

 P
rofessor Slugh

orn
. A

ll in
 all, 

h
e w

as a m
uch frien

dlier presen
ce th

an
 th

eir previous P
otion

s 
in

structor. 
H

e’d w
elcom

ed th
em

 in
to th

e classroom
, an

d sh
e an

d h
er class-

m
ates h

ad gravitated tow
ards four cauldron

s bubblin
g in

 th
e cen

ter of th
e 

room
. P

olyjuice w
as clearly boilin

g in
 on

e. Sh
e peered in

to anoth
er an

d 
foun

d V
eritaserum

, w
ith

out a doubt. Sh
e scrun

ch
ed h

er n
ose in

 disapproval 
th

at h
e w

ould allow
 such dan

gerous potion
s w

ith
in

 clear reach
 of studen

ts. 
Sh

e in
ch

ed closer as Slugh
orn

 gave H
arry an

d R
on

 spare copies of th
e 

tex
tbook, stan

din
g on

 h
er tiptoes to in

spect th
e sw

irlin
g silver potion

 in
 th

e 
cauldron

 closest to h
er. 

Sh
e gasped. A

m
orten

tia. 
Slugh

orn
 asked for each

 of th
e potion

s to be iden
tified, an

d h
er h

an
d

 
rocketed in

to th
e air every tim

e. 
“It’s th

e m
ost pow

erful love potion
 in

 th
e w

orld!” sh
e said, boun

cin
g on

 
h

er toes w
h

en
 Slugh

orn
 asked h

er. 
“Q

uite righ
t! Y

ou recogn
ized it, I suppose, by its distin

ctive m
oth

er-of-
pearl sh

een
?” 

Sh
e n

odded. “A
n

d th
e steam

 risin
g in

 ch
aracteristic spirals. A

n
d it’s 

supposed to sm
ell differen

tly to each
 of us, accordin

g to w
h

at attracts us, 
an

d I can
 sm

ell freshly m
ow

n
 grass an

d n
ew

 parch
m

en
t an

d —
 “ 

H
on

ey. H
on

ey drippin
g in

to a teacup. 
H

er jaw
 sn

apped sh
ut. 

It w
as in

n
ocuous, really. Just h

on
ey. H

er eyes drifted to a pale blon
d, 

w
on

derin
g if h

e w
ould h

ave even
 associated h

er alm
ost-con

fession
 w

ith
 h

is 

S 

1 

1 
arry P

otter is dead. H
e w

as killed as h
e ran

 aw
ay, tryin

g to 
save h

im
self w

h
ile you lay dow

n
 your lives for h

im
. W

e brin
g 

you h
is body as proof th

at your h
ero is gon

e. 
T

h
e battle is w

on
. Y

ou h
ave lost h

alf of your figh
ters. M

y 
D

eath
 E

aters outn
um

ber you, an
d th

e B
oy W

h
o L

ived is fin
ish

ed. T
h

ere 
m

ust be n
o m

ore w
ar. A

n
yon

e w
h

o con
tin

ues to resist, m
an

, w
om

an
 or 

ch
ild, w

ill be slaugh
tered, as w

ill every m
em

ber of th
eir fam

ily. C
om

e out 
of th

e castle n
ow

, kn
eel before m

e, an
d you sh

all be spared. Y
our paren

ts 
an

d ch
ildren

, your broth
ers an

d sisters w
ill live and be forgiven

, an
d you 

w
ill join

 m
e in

 th
e n

ew
 w

orld w
e sh

all build togeth
er. 

H
erm

ion
e fell to h

er k
n

ees. 
H

arry P
otter is dead. 

Sh
e w

as cold. T
h

ere w
as blood on

 h
er face, stiffen

in
g h

er sk
in

. Sh
e 

didn
’t rem

em
ber if it w

as h
ers. T

h
ere w

as dirt ben
eath

 h
er n

ails an
d bile 

in
 h

er th
roat. 

Sh
e h

eard R
on

 speak
in

g to h
er, som

e n
on

sen
se. Som

eth
in

g about con
-

tin
uin

g to figh
t. 

If H
arry w

as dead…
 

Sh
e’d h

ad n
igh

tm
ares about th

is m
om

en
t for th

e past seven
 years. 

A
bout w

h
at sh

e w
ould h

ave to do n
ext. Sh

e’d run
 th

rough
 th

e ch
ain

 of 
com

m
an

d. First M
cG

on
agall. W

h
en

 M
cG

on
agall fell, th

en
 K

in
gsley. 

T
h

en
 R

em
us. B

ut beh
in

d th
em

 all, sh
e an

d R
on

 w
ould n

eed to b
e th

e n
ew

 
faces of th

e revolution
. 

Y
our h

ero is gon
e. 

Sh
e staggered to h

er feet. R
on

 h
elped h

er up. 

H
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Sh
e sh

ouldn
’t h

ave k
issed h

im
. Sh

e sh
ouldn

’t h
ave preten

ded th
ere w

as 
n

orm
alcy in

 h
er life. T

h
e w

orld w
as en

din
g. 

M
cG

on
agall scream

ed. H
erm

ion
e turn

ed tow
ard th

e en
tran

ce to th
e 

castle, an
d saw

 H
agrid carryin

g a body. 
H

e look
ed so sm

all, h
is h

air still stick
in

g out in
 all direction

s. 
Sh

e felt a yell from
 h

er ow
n

 lips as G
in

n
y ran

 forw
ard, scream

in
g h

is 
n

am
e. 

Sh
e w

atch
ed G

in
n

y’s face, w
on

derin
g at th

e feelin
g of seein

g your love 
lyin

g dead before you. A
n

d h
er eyes turn

ed to th
e faces of th

e approach
in

g 
D

eath
 E

aters, search
in

g…
 

A
 

blon
d 

h
ead 

m
oved 

quick
ly 

am
on

gst 
th

em
. 

H
erm

ion
e’s 

h
eart 

poun
ded, follow

in
g th

e figure. T
h

e blon
d slid th

rough
 th

e ran
k

s, un
til 

fin
ally break

in
g aw

ay an
d h

eadin
g to a side en

try. It w
as N

arcissa M
alfoy. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed aroun
d an

d foun
d all eyes on

 H
agrid layin

g H
arry’s 

body dow
n

 at V
oldem

ort’s feet. 
N

o on
e saw

 th
e w

illow
y w

om
an

 dart aw
ay th

rough
 th

e castle. N
o on

e 
but H

erm
ion

e. 
Sh

e turn
ed. R

on
 h

eld on
to G

in
n

y, tears stream
in

g dow
n

 h
is face. 

M
cG

on
agall stood tall, w

an
d at th

e ready. T
h

e rem
ain

in
g W

easleys w
ere 

beh
in

d h
er. K

in
gsley’s eyes roved over th

e D
eath

 E
aters, coun

tin
g, it 

seem
ed. 

If N
arcissa M

alfoy w
as plan

n
in

g som
eth

in
g, sh

e n
eeded to b

e follow
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e couldn

’t let h
er get aw

ay. 
V

oldem
ort w

as still gloatin
g, preach

in
g to h

is gath
ered crow

d. Sh
e 

slipped to h
er left beh

in
d several studen

ts, creepin
g tow

ard th
e ston

e w
all. 

O
n

e last look
 at H

arry’s body. Sh
e look

ed to R
on

 an
d G

in
n

y, preparin
g 

to figh
t. 

Just as sh
e w

as about to m
ak

e a break
 for it dow

n
 th

e h
all, N

eville ran
 

forw
ard. V

oldem
ort stun

n
ed h

im
 back

w
ard w

ith
 a ban

g. 
A

ll atten
tion

 on
 N

eville, an
d H

erm
ion

e m
ade h

er escape. 
Sh

e tuck
ed h

erself back
 in

to th
e crow

d, track
in

g th
e silk

y blon
de h

air 

C
h
a
p
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r
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“Y
ou’re n

ot so sm
art after all, are you, you little sw

ot?” D
oloh

ov aim
ed 

h
is w

an
d at h

er h
ead. “Feisty th

ough
. I’ll en

joy th
at on

ce you’re m
in

e.” 
H

e reach
ed dow

n
, grabbed a fist full of h

er h
air, an

d dragged h
er fro-

zen
 body dow

n
 th

e ston
es.
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L
un

a’s ch
in

. 
Sh

e could k
ill th

em
 both

. It m
ay tak

e som
e figh

tin
g but sh

e could do 
it. A

n
d grab

 up D
oloh

ov’s w
an

d an
d go back

 for th
e girls. O

r push
 

th
rough

 th
e h

alls w
ith

out th
em

, look
in

g for an
 exit. 

A
n

d th
en

 w
h

at? W
h

o w
as left? 

“M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

Sh
e could con

jure th
at h

ate. T
ak

e out D
oloh

ov. B
ut n

ot before Y
axley’s 

k
n

ife en
ded L

un
a. 

Sh
e could k

ill D
oloh

ov, th
en

 Y
axley as L

un
a’s body dropped. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e’d b

e alon
e. 

“It’s ok
ay, H

erm
ion

e.” 
Sh

e look
ed back

 to L
un

a. T
h

e girl sm
iled an

d th
ere w

as blood on
 h

er 
teeth

. Sh
e n

odded h
er h

ead, lik
e tellin

g h
er sh

e could step in
 fron

t of h
er 

at th
e drin

k
in

g foun
tain

. T
h

e m
ovem

en
t push

ed th
e blade in

to h
er sk

in
. 

“It’s ok
ay,” L

un
a said. “D

on
’t th

in
k

 of m
e. I don

’t m
in

d.” Y
axley 

squeezed h
er, an

d th
e blade cut h

er just en
ough

. “R
em

em
ber? H

e said it 
w

ould b
e better th

is w
ay.” 

D
raco. 

D
raco told h

er it w
ould b

e better to die. 
B

ut despite h
er attach

m
en

ts, sh
e still h

ad n
o reason

 to trust h
im

 over 
h

er in
stin

cts. A
n

d h
er in

stin
cts started to scream

 as th
e blade m

oved across 
L

un
a’s th

roat. 
H

erm
ion

e dropped to h
er k

n
ees, sk

idded th
e w

an
d dow

n
 th

e ston
es, 

an
d m

oved h
er h

an
ds to h

er h
ead. 

Sh
e w

atch
ed as Y

axley scooped up h
is w

an
d, as L

un
a’s h

an
ds scram

bled
 

for h
er th

roat. D
oloh

ov m
oved tow

ard H
erm

ion
e, an

d Y
axley turn

ed h
is 

w
an

d on
 L

un
a’s n

eck
, k

n
ittin

g th
e sk

in
 back

 togeth
er. 

“P
etrificus T

otalus,” from
 D

oloh
ov. 

H
er arm

s sn
apped to h

er sides, an
d h

er body len
gth

en
ed, brin

gin
g h

er 
face-first alon

g th
e ston

e floor, sm
ash

in
g h

er n
ose. D

oloh
ov k

ick
ed h

er 
over. H

e lean
ed over h

er, sm
iled, an

d spit on
 h

er face. 

C
h
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as it sw
ayed th

rough
 th

e D
eath

 E
aters to th

e side door. H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed 

th
e door close beh

in
d N

arcissa. 
Scream

in
g from

 beh
in

d h
er. Sh

e h
ated th

at sh
e could iden

tify th
e 

soun
d of N

eville’s cryin
g. H

er ow
n

 m
em

ories w
rappin

g aroun
d th

e fam
il-

iar rh
yth

m
 of B

ellatrix’s cack
le. 

H
erm

ion
e slipped in

to th
e em

pty E
n

tran
ce H

all, an
d look

ed in
to th

e 
void of w

h
ite sh

eets in
 th

e G
reat H

all. M
adam

e P
om

frey look
ed up at h

er, 
th

e on
ly livin

g soul am
on

gst th
e bodies. 

“W
h

at’s h
appen

in
g out th

ere, G
ran

ger?” H
er voice sh

ook
. 

“H
arry is dead.” Sh

e h
eard h

er voice leave h
er lips. 

P
om

frey paled. 
“I believe w

e are about to figh
t,” sh

e con
tin

ued. Sh
e w

atch
ed as th

e 
m

ediw
itch

’s lips sh
ivered. 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed. A

n
d turn

ed aroun
d, w

alk
in

g in
 th

e direction
 N

ar-
cissa M

alfoy h
ad slipped in

side. 
It m

ust b
e sh

ock
. Sh

e let h
er m

in
d turn

 th
is over—

H
arry w

as dead, an
d 

sh
e w

as ch
asin

g N
arcissa M

alfoy aroun
d th

e em
pty castle. 

H
erm

ion
e turn

ed dow
n

 an
 em

pty corridor, rubble push
ed in

to th
e 

corn
ers. Sh

e’d n
ever seen

 th
e castle th

is gh
ostly. 

D
ead. 

V
oices dow

n
 a side h

all. H
erm

ion
e pressed h

erself again
st th

e w
all, cold 

ston
es again

st h
er back

, an
d peek

ed aroun
d th

e corn
er. 

T
w

o blon
d h

eads. 
Sh

e sn
apped back

, h
er sk

ull h
ittin

g th
e w

all beh
in

d h
er in

 h
er h

aste to 
h

ide. Sh
e pulled h

er eyes tigh
t an

d listen
ed th

rough
 th

e poun
din

g in
 h

er 
h

ead. 
“...tim

e to go. W
e’ll m

eet your fath
er... to Fran

ce w
ith

 ...” N
arcissa’s 

quick
 w

h
isperin

g floated sh
ort ph

rases to h
er. 

“I’m
 n

ot leavin
g.” D

raco’s voice w
as stron

g. 
A

 soft w
arm

th
 in

truded H
erm

ion
e’s pan

ic as sh
e realized th

at N
arcissa 

M
alfoy h

ad n
o m

aster plan
. Sh

e w
as sim

ply risk
in

g h
er life to look

 for h
er 
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son
. “W

h
ere are you goin

g?” 
“Y

ou didn
’t see h

er in
 th

e courtyard?” 
“I w

as look
in

g for you.” H
eavy footfalls. “D

id you h
ear m

e?” N
arcissa 

ask
ed. “P

otter is dead.” 
“Y

es, I h
eard you.” D

raco’s voice w
as closer. H

e w
as com

in
g h

er w
ay. 

H
erm

ion
e darted back

 th
e w

ay sh
e cam

e, fin
din

g a sm
all broom

 closet to 
duck

 in
to. 

Sh
e couldn

’t h
ear m

uch
 m

ore of w
h

at th
e M

alfoys said over th
e soun

d 
of h

er h
eartbeat. D

raco’s quick
 legs carried h

im
 past h

er door, N
arcissa 

righ
t on

 h
is h

eels. H
erm

ion
e peek

ed out of th
e closet, w

atch
in

g h
im

 w
alk

 
aw

ay. 
T

h
in

gs w
ere about to get expon

en
tially m

ore difficult. Sh
e w

ould h
ave 

to return
 to th

e E
n

tran
ce H

all n
ow

. Sh
e w

ould h
ave to tak

e stock
 of w

h
o 

h
ad survived w

h
ile sh

e’d run
 after th

e M
alfoys, preten

din
g it w

as for th
e 

cause. Sh
e w

ould h
ave to com

fort G
in

n
y an

d R
on

, an
d attem

pt to let th
em

 
com

fort h
er –

 th
at is, if sh

e could fin
d th

em
. 

W
h

at if sh
e’d m

issed it? M
issed it all. W

h
at if sh

e return
ed

 to th
e E

n
-

tran
ce H

all an
d th

e bodies of h
er frien

ds lay th
ere, w

aitin
g for h

er to join
 

th
em

. 
M

aybe sh
e didn

’t return
. Sh

e could m
eet up w

ith
 th

e studen
ts w

h
o h

ad 
been

 forced from
 th

e sch
ool before all of th

is began
. T

ry to get as m
uch

 
in

form
ation

 as possible, an
d if th

ey w
ere all th

at w
as left, sh

e w
ould h

ave 
to organ

ize th
em

. A
n

d if, m
iraculously, som

e of h
er frien

ds survived w
h

at 
w

as h
appen

in
g, th

ey’d m
eet som

ew
h

ere in
 th

e m
iddle. 

Sh
e stared dow

n
 th

e h
allw

ay D
raco M

alfoy h
ad disappeared, h

eadin
g 

back
 tow

ard th
e courtyard

 probably, look
in

g for w
h

oever h
ad m

ade h
im

 
disobey n

ot on
ly h

is m
oth

er, but also h
is D

ark
 L

ord. Sh
e pressed h

er lips 
togeth

er. 
H

e’d spared h
er at M

alfoy M
an

or, spared all th
ree of th

em
. O

f course 
h

e’d recogn
ized th

em
. Just as sh

e could pick
 h

im
 out of a crow

d of 

C
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flow
in

g beh
in

d h
er, yellin

g over th
e soun

d of L
un

a’s w
h

im
pers. 

D
oloh

ov h
ad recovered. H

e pulled h
im

self up, slash
in

g h
is w

an
d 

th
rough

 th
e air, an

d som
eth

in
g crack

ed in
side of h

er as L
un

a scream
ed

 
again

, voice break
in

g an
d flutterin

g over P
arvati’s sh

outin
g. 

“A
vada K

edavra.” 
It left h

er lips lik
e a k

iss. A
 green

 jet of ligh
t pourin

g from
 th

e w
an

d in
 

h
er h

an
d, but stoppin

g sh
ort, just a foot before D

oloh
ov’s ten

se face. 
T

h
ey stared at each

 oth
er, listen

in
g to th

eir breath
 an

d th
e grun

tin
g 

from
 th

e h
allw

ay. N
eith

er sh
e n

or D
oloh

ov h
ad expected h

er to cast it. 
A

n
d th

at’s w
h

y sh
e h

adn
’t m

ean
t it. 

Sh
e sum

m
on

ed th
e im

age of H
arry in

 H
agrid’s arm

s. R
on

’s face as h
e 

look
ed upon

 Fred for th
e last tim

e, th
e soun

d of h
er m

oth
er callin

g h
er 

dow
n

stairs, Sirius’s w
arm

 brow
n

 eyes, an
d sh

e aim
ed h

er w
an

d an
d open

ed 
h

er lips. 
Y

axley appeared in
 th

e h
allw

ay, draggin
g L

un
a b

y th
e n

eck
. H

e 
propped h

er up in
 fron

t of h
im

, just lik
e w

ith
 th

e B
axter girl. W

h
o w

as 
n

ow
 gon

e. 
H

erm
ion

e k
ept th

e w
an

d on
 D

oloh
ov, an

d w
atch

ed L
un

a lift h
er h

ead 
an

d m
eet h

er eyes. B
lood dripped over h

er left brow
, an

d h
er lip w

as sw
ol-

len
. A

 red stain
 w

as spreadin
g betw

een
 h

er ribs. 
“L

et’s try th
is again

,” Y
axley pan

ted again
st L

un
a’s h

air. “I already ow
e 

T
ed N

ott an
d W

alden
 M

acn
air a few

 th
ousan

d G
alleon

s for your little 
stun

t, M
iss G

ran
ger.” H

e grin
n

ed. “A
n

ton
in

 w
on

’t m
in

d th
is on

e goin
g 

to w
aste, I’m

 sure.” 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed L
un

a’s ribs drag in
 air, th

in
k

in
g. 

B
axter w

as dead, an
d n

ow
 h

e w
as sayin

g P
arvati w

as too. T
h

e fifth
 girl 

possibly dead. L
un

a h
ere, about to die. Fifty un

arm
ed girls lock

ed in
 a 

room
 several h

allw
ays back

. 
H

arry w
asn

’t h
ere. O

r M
cG

on
agall or K

in
gsley. O

r L
upin

. O
r D

um
ble-

dore. 
“D

rop th
e w

an
d, M

iss G
ran

ger.” Y
axley raised h

is bloody k
n

ife to 
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Sh
e h

ad n
o idea an

ym
ore w

h
ich

 w
ay w

as out. C
urses an

d h
exes sm

ash
ed 

th
rough

 th
e corn

ers sh
e w

oun
d aroun

d. 
Sh

e sk
idded dow

n
 a h

all to h
er left. A

n
d it w

as em
pty. A

 dead en
d. N

o 
doors to disappear in

to. 
Sh

e spun
 on

 h
er h

eel just as Y
axley slid in

to th
e h

all, D
oloh

ov beh
in

d 
h

im
. 

“C
rucio!” 

Sh
e jum

ped out of th
e w

ay of D
oloh

ov’s curse. 
“E

x
pelliarm

us!” sh
e bellow

ed. H
e block

ed h
er. 

Sh
e n

eeded to disarm
 D

oloh
ov first. T

h
en

 focus on
 Y

axley. 
“I th

ough
t sh

e w
as supposed to b

e clever,” D
oloh

ov h
issed. “T

h
e M

ud-
blood’s got h

erself back
ed in

to a corn
er.” H

e sm
iled, lips peelin

g aw
ay 

from
 yellow

 teeth
. “F

lipen
do!” 

Sh
e let th

e jet graze h
er ear so sh

e could sen
d a Stupefy. H

e block
ed, 

an
d sh

e aim
ed at th

e w
all n

ext to h
im

. 
“A

guam
en

ti!” 
A

 solid stream
 of w

ater h
it th

e m
arble w

all, boun
cin

g an
d sprayin

g 
again

st h
is face, in

to h
is eyes an

d ears. D
oloh

ov stum
bled an

d just w
h

en
 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad a clear sh
ot to disarm

 h
im

, a sm
all body w

ith
 w

ild blon
de 

curls crash
ed in

to Y
axley, disappearin

g th
em

 both
 aroun

d th
e corn

er. 
L

un
a. 

“E
x

pelliarm
us!” sh

e cast, but th
e m

om
en

tary distraction
 w

as en
ough

 
tim

e for D
oloh

ov to block
 h

er. 
D

oloh
ov used h

er tech
n

ique again
st h

er, an
d ricoch

eted a spell off th
e 

w
all beh

in
d h

er. It struck
 h

er righ
t betw

een
 th

e sh
oulder blades, an

d sh
e 

scream
ed as w

h
at felt lik

e sm
all razor blade cuts spread across h

er sk
in

, 
dan

cin
g dow

n
 h

er back
 an

d curvin
g aroun

d h
er ribs. 

M
usterin

g som
eth

in
g w

ith
in

 sh
e h

ow
led a jin

x at h
im

 before sw
ipin

g 
h

er w
an

d to en
d th

e n
ick

in
g spell on

 h
er back

. 
A

 scream
 from

 aroun
d th

e corn
er th

at sh
e recogn

ized as L
un

a. A
n

d
 

th
en

 P
arvati’s dark

 figure sprin
ted past H

erm
ion

e’s h
allw

ay, raven
 h

air 

C
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h
un

dreds, sh
e k

n
ew

 h
e could do th

e sam
e. Sh

e h
ad h

er h
air an

d h
er 

“sn
otty” posture. 
Sh

e k
n

ew
 th

e len
gth

 of h
is strides. H

ow
 stun

n
ed sh

e’d been
 in

 fifth
 

year w
h

en
 h

e h
ad grow

n
, alm

ost as tall as Sn
ape. It w

as lik
e m

em
orizin

g 
h

im
 again

. 
Sh

e k
n

ew
 th

e sh
ade of h

is blon
d, of course. A

 beacon
 in

 dark
n

ess, but 
after seein

g h
im

 w
ith

 h
is paren

ts, at th
e Q

uidditch
 W

orld C
up an

d a 
h

an
dful of oth

er tim
es, sh

e could ch
oose h

is colors from
 betw

een
 th

e 
th

ree of th
em

. H
e’d gotten

 th
e exact sh

ade of blon
d from

 N
arcissa, but 

th
e quality of L

ucius’s. 
T

h
e quirk

 of h
is eyebrow

, just before h
e delivered a fatal, w

itty blow
 

w
as w

ritten
 across h

er vein
s. T

h
e slan

t of h
is lips before h

e sm
irk

ed 
h

aun
ted a dark

 corn
er of h

er m
in

d. T
h

e lifeless quality in
 h

is eyes, on
ly 

recen
tly developed, w

as sk
etch

ed in
to h

er subcon
scious. L

ik
e h

e didn
’t 

h
ave a soul. A

t least n
ot on

e sh
e w

as allow
ed to see. 

A
n

d th
en

 on
ly a h

an
dful of sm

iles. T
rue sm

iles. O
pen

in
g pack

ages 
from

 h
is m

oth
er at th

e break
fast table. A

 truly divin
e Q

uidditch
 play. 

Som
eth

in
g B

laise Z
abin

i w
h

ispered in
to h

is ear durin
g P

otion
s class. Sh

e 
felt lik

e it h
ad been

 years sin
ce sh

e’d seen
 on

e of th
ose. 

For h
er ow

n
 sak

e, sh
e h

oped th
at h

e an
d h

is fam
ily w

ould run
 to 

Fran
ce. If sh

e foun
d h

is boxy sh
oulders ben

eath
 D

eath
 E

ater rob
es, castin

g 
curses again

st h
er an

d h
er arm

y, sh
e w

asn
’t sure if sh

e w
ould b

e able to—
 

“Stupefy!” 
A

n
d h

er fin
al th

ough
t, before crum

plin
g to th

e fam
iliar ston

es of h
er 

old sch
ool, w

as th
at sh

e sh
ould h

ave k
n

ow
n

 carin
g for h

im
 w

ould en
d

 
h

ere. D
istracted, disarm

ed, an
d destroyed.



6
 

2
 

erm
ion

e w
ok

e to th
e soun

d of cryin
g. 

H
er eyes sn

apped open
, an

d it w
as lik

e h
er h

eart turn
ed on

, 
flutterin

g viciously in
 h

er ch
est. H

er lun
gs grabbed

 for th
e 

stale air, tastin
g fear on

 th
e back

 of h
er ton

gue. 
T

h
ere w

ere bodies all aroun
d h

er. T
h

e soun
ds of sn

ifflin
g an

d cryin
g. 

A
 w

arm
 ligh

t k
ept th

e room
 from

 total dark
n

ess. A
 cold m

arble floor be-
n

eath
 h

er sh
e alm

ost recogn
ized. 

“H
erm

ion
e!” 

Sh
e look

ed up. T
h

e room
 w

as m
ovin

g. A
n

d sh
e realized th

e bodies 
aroun

d h
er w

eren
’t soulless. T

h
e en

tire room
 —

 fifty people began
 craw

l-
in

g to h
er. H

er lun
gs cram

ped, an
d sh

e pressed back
 in

to th
e w

all sh
e w

ok
e 

up again
st. 

“H
erm

ion
e,” said a fam

iliar voice. Sh
e turn

ed an
d G

in
n

y w
as th

ere, 
clim

bin
g over th

e people, grabbin
g h

er sh
oulders, tuck

in
g h

er in
to h

er 
ch

est, an
d sayin

g, “Y
ou’re aw

ak
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed past h
er red curls. T

h
e room

 w
as full of fam

iliar 
faces. Sh

e could see L
un

a an
d P

arvati. T
h

e bodies th
at h

ad slith
ered to h

er 
w

ere h
er frien

ds, eager to h
old h

er, n
ot to attack

. 
G

in
n

y pulled back
, h

er h
an

ds on
 h

er H
erm

ion
e’s face. “W

h
ere did you 

go? W
h

ere w
ere you captured?” 

C
aptured. It cam

e dow
n

 to th
at w

ord. H
erm

ion
e open

ed h
er lips, 

crack
in

g sk
in

, an
d cough

ed at th
e san

dpaper feelin
g in

 h
er th

roat. 
“W

ater!” G
in

n
y called. Four or five girls scram

bled. “A
re you h

un
gry?” 

G
in

n
y ask

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed. F
ood? W

ater? 

H
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h
allw

ay. H
er fin

gers pluck
ed it from

 th
e groun

d. 
“ST

O
P

!” 
Sh

e spun
. Y

axley w
as up. H

e h
ad a k

n
ife at B

axter’s n
eck

, pok
in

g in
to 

th
e flesh

. P
arvati w

as silen
t beh

in
d h

er, an
d sh

e ch
an

ced a look
. D

oloh
ov 

pulled h
er up b

y th
e scalp, h

oldin
g h

er to h
is ch

est as a sh
ield, w

an
d 

train
ed on

 H
erm

ion
e. 

H
er h

eartbeat in
 h

er fin
gertips. Sw

eat drippin
g dow

n
 h

er spin
e. 

“D
rop th

e w
an

d,” Y
axley h

issed. 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to h

old defen
se again

st D
oloh

ov. L
un

a’s body on
 th

e 
groun

d beh
in

d h
im

, slow
ly com

in
g back

 to con
sciousn

ess. T
h

e fifth
 girl 

w
as out cold. 

A
 w

h
im

per, gurglin
g. 

Sh
e turn

ed, an
d Y

axley’s blade h
ad pulled across B

axter’s th
roat. B

lood 
sprayed as h

er fin
gers scram

bled to staun
ch

 its flow
. H

erm
ion

e’s jaw
 

dropped an
d a sm

all scream
 popped th

rough
 h

er lips, h
er sk

in
 buzzin

g. 
Y

axley grin
n

ed at h
er. “N

ow
, if on

ly I h
ad m

y w
an

d to h
eal h

er.” 
B

axter fell to h
er k

n
ees, h

oldin
g th

e slice across h
er n

eck
. H

erm
ion

e 
m

et h
er eyes as th

ey dim
m

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ot a h

ex at Y
axley, n

ow
 w

ith
out a h

um
an

 sh
ield. H

e 
jum

ped out of th
e w

ay just in
 tim

e, but a D
isarm

in
g Spell from

 D
oloh

ov 
h

it th
e w

all beh
in

d h
er h

ead. 
“H

erm
ion

e! R
un

!” P
arvati scream

ed. 
Sh

e turn
ed back

 an
d ran

 dow
n

 th
e h

allw
ay tow

ard th
e exam

 room
s. 

H
eavy footfalls th

udded beh
in

d h
er, an

d sh
e turn

ed an
d sh

ot curses over 
h

er sh
oulder. A

 h
ead pok

ed out of a brigh
tly lit room

, a m
ediw

itch
 h

at 
on

. H
erm

ion
e sprin

ted past, turn
in

g righ
t at th

e en
d of th

e h
all. It w

as at 
least th

e sam
e direction

 as th
e m

ain
 door th

ey h
ad w

an
ted to exit th

rough
. 

Sh
e h

eard th
e D

eath
 E

aters follow
 h

er aroun
d th

e corn
er, an

d sh
e blasted 

a door open
. 

Supply cupb
oard. 

Sh
e k

ept run
n

in
g, h

eadin
g tow

ard th
e en

d of th
e h

all. It w
as a m

aze. 
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follow
. H

erm
ion

e eyed Y
axley as h

e lock
ed th

e door an
d turn

ed
 to brin

g 
up th

e rear. 
H

er h
eart th

udded a dull beat. 
T

h
ey turn

ed left. 
Sh

e stared at th
e back

 of B
axter’s h

ead. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 h

er. A
s h

er 
arm

 sw
un

g back
 sh

e could just m
ak

e out th
e w

ord N
ott. 

T
h

ey turn
ed left again

. A
 lon

g h
allw

ay w
ith

 a door at th
e en

d. M
idw

ay 
w

as a door on
 th

e righ
t, w

h
ich

 accordin
g to G

in
n

y w
ould lead to th

e 
sh

ow
ers. A

 h
allw

ay sproutin
g to th

e left to tak
e th

em
 to th

e m
edical exam

 
room

. 
Sh

e focused in
 on

 th
e h

um
 of m

agic in
 h

er blood. A
n

d sh
e spun

 an
d 

reach
ed out, focusin

g on
 th

e spell, an
d push

ed Y
axley th

rough
 th

e air. 
Sh

e open
ed h

er eyes w
h

en
 sh

e h
eard a sh

out. Y
axley’s body h

un
g b

y h
is 

an
k

le. B
axter join

ed h
er, h

an
ds outstretch

ed. T
h

eir m
agic syn

ced, a force 
of w

in
d an

d desperation
. Y

axley’s w
an

d flew
 from

 h
is h

an
d. H

er eyes fol-
low

ed, h
eart h

am
m

erin
g. W

ith
out th

e grace an
d delicacy of w

an
dw

ork
 

on
 th

e E
x

pelliarm
us, th

e stick
 just zoom

ed across th
e h

all. 
A

 com
m

otion
 from

 beh
in

d th
em

, possibly th
e oth

er th
ree attack

in
g 

th
e first D

eath
 E

ater, an
d sh

e felt th
e pow

er slippin
g from

 h
er fin

gers, 
distraction

s everyw
h

ere an
d h

er m
in

d spin
n

in
g circles. Y

axley dropped, 
fallin

g in
 a h

eap. 
G

et th
e w

an
d. G

et th
e w

an
d. 

A
 scream

 beh
in

d h
er. 

Sh
e spun

, an
d P

arvati w
as on

 th
e floor, w

rith
in

g. 
T

h
e D

eath
 E

ater’s m
ask

 h
ad slipped off in

 th
e attack

. It w
as D

oloh
ov. 

H
is w

an
d train

ed on
 P

arvati in
 w

h
at m

ust b
e th

e C
ruciatus C

urse. H
erm

i-
on

e gasped for air, search
in

g for th
e w

an
d as L

un
a jum

ped on
 h

is back
. H

e 
sw

atted h
er aw

ay w
ith

 h
is w

an
d, h

er little body flyin
g back

w
ard. 

H
erm

ion
e w

as useless in
 a duel w

ith
out a w

an
d. H

er eyes darted, 
search

in
g. T

h
ere, in

 th
e corn

er th
at lead to th

e exam
 room

: Y
axley’s w

an
d. 

Sh
e dove for it, as a fresh

 roun
d of scream

s from
 P

arvati poured in
to th

e 

C
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A
 paper w

ater cup forced its w
ay to h

er lips. H
erm

ion
e sipped, an

d 
look

ed up to th
an

k
 th

e person
 th

ere. It w
as C

h
o C

h
an

g. 
E

veryon
e w

as alive. H
ad th

ey surren
dered? W

h
ere w

ere R
on

 an
d N

e-
ville? Sh

e blin
k

ed. 
O

n
ly girls. Y

oun
g girls. Sh

e look
ed at each

 of th
eir faces. W

h
en

 h
er 

eyes lan
ded on

 L
un

a, th
e blon

de girl sm
iled gen

tly an
d said, “T

h
ey’re 

k
eepin

g us separate.” 
“Separate an

d un
h

arm
ed?” H

erm
ion

e rasped. A
 plate of fruit passed 

over h
eads an

d appeared in
 fron

t of h
er face. “A

n
d fed?” 

“It’s n
ot poison

ed. W
e’ve all been

 eatin
g,” G

in
n

y supplied. H
erm

ion
e 

just sipped h
er w

ater. 
“H

ow
 lon

g h
ave w

e been
 h

ere?” sh
e ask

ed. 
“Four days,” several voices ch

orused. 
“Y

ou arrived yesterday.” 
H

erm
ion

e sn
apped h

er h
ead to look

 at G
in

n
y. Sh

e scan
n

ed h
erself. N

o 
in

juries. B
ut th

ere w
as som

eth
in

g on
 h

er arm
. 

C
. Y

ax
ley. A

 tattoo of sorts. M
agical. It w

as h
is sign

ature. 
Sh

e felt th
e blood drain

 from
 h

er h
ead. 

“T
h

at’s w
h

o captured you.” P
arvati n

odded at th
e tattoo. H

erm
ion

e’s 
eyes drifted dow

n
 to P

arvati’s arm
 an

d saw
 W

. M
acn

air. 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed. “Is th
at w

h
o ow

n
s us n

ow
?” 

G
in

n
y pursed h

er lips an
d several girls look

ed aw
ay. “W

e’re n
ot sure,” 

G
in

n
y said. “T

h
ey h

aven
’t said m

uch
 to us, just k

ept us fed an
d k

ept brin
g-

in
g girls in

.” Sh
e took

 deep breath
. “It’s possible th

at—
” 

“I’ve already told you stupid ch
its,” cam

e a sour voice from
 th

e corn
er. 

H
erm

ion
e cran

ed h
er n

eck
, an

d foun
d th

e on
e body th

at h
ad n

ot clam
-

bered to greet h
er w

h
en

 sh
e w

ok
e. Sittin

g again
st th

e corn
er w

all, k
n

ees 
to h

er ch
est in

 a lazy w
ay, n

ot a h
air out of place. 

P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 glan
ced over at th

em
 all. H

erm
ion

e sh
ivered at th

e 
in

ten
se eyes borin

g directly in
to h

er. 
“It’s for th

e A
uction

.” 
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G
in

n
y rolled h

er eyes. 
H

erm
ion

e couldn
’t look

 aw
ay from

 P
an

sy. C
ouldn

’t un
derstan

d h
er 

presen
ce. T

h
ere w

ere oth
er pure-bloods h

ere, but th
ey w

ere blood traitors. 
W

h
y k

eep th
em

 all alive? T
h

e room
 spun

 as H
erm

ion
e calculated th

e 
possibilities, all boilin

g dow
n

 to on
ly a few

 lik
ely scen

arios th
at m

ade h
er 

ribs cave in
, crun

ch
in

g an
d gn

aw
in

g at h
er lun

gs. 
Sh

e drew
 in

 a rattlin
g breath

. “T
h

e A
uction

?” 
G

in
n

y glared at P
an

sy before steppin
g in

 fron
t of h

er, block
in

g h
er 

from
 view

. “Y
ou n

eed to eat.” Sh
e started pullin

g fruit togeth
er for h

er, 
peelin

g a ban
an

a. “W
h

ere w
ere you captured, H

erm
ion

e? I didn
’t see you 

at th
e battle in

 th
e courtyard.” 

W
h

at did th
ey n

eed a roo
m

 full of youn
g girls for? W

h
ere w

ere th
e 

boys? 
“R

on
—

” sh
e croak

ed. 
“H

erm
ion

e.” G
in

n
y’s voice w

as firm
. “T

ell m
e w

h
ere you w

ere cap-
tured.” 

“I—
 I w

as in
 th

e castle. I th
ough

t I saw
...” Sh

e drifted, n
ot sure w

h
at 

sh
e sh

ould discuss w
ith

 P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 th
ere. “... som

eon
e w

orth
 follow

-
in

g. B
ut I got stun

n
ed in

 th
e back

.” 
“D

id you see an
yon

e? O
r an

yth
in

g useful?” C
h

o ask
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed over at P
an

sy. W
ould sh

e care to k
n

ow
 th

at sh
e’d 

seen
 D

raco? W
as sh

e w
orried about h

im
 at all? H

erm
ion

e w
on

dered w
h

ose 
n

am
e w

as tattooed on
 h

er arm
. 

“N
o on

e on
 our side, n

o.” 
“A

n
d th

en
 w

h
ere w

ere you tak
en

?” H
an

n
ah

 A
bbott ask

ed. 
“H

ere?” H
erm

ion
e supplied. “I guess.” 

A
 collective gasp. 

“Y
ou’ve been

 un
con

scious? O
r you don

’t rem
em

ber?” 
“Y

ou h
aven

’t h
ad w

ater in
 four days?” 

“W
h

ere w
ere th

ey k
eepin

g you?” 
“W

e n
eed to ch

eck
 h

er body—
” 
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ch
an

ce. T
h

ey tak
e you left aroun

d tw
o corn

ers, an
d th

en
 th

ere is a door at 
th

e en
d of th

e h
all before th

ey tak
e you righ

t an
d in

to th
e sh

ow
ers.” 

G
in

n
y drew

 im
agin

ary lin
es on

 th
e w

all for a visual aid, an
d H

erm
ion

e 
w

as rem
in

ded of R
on

, an
d th

e w
ay h

e strategized W
izard’s C

h
ess. “I th

in
k

 
I’ve been

 in
 th

ese h
alls before w

ith
 m

y fath
er. I th

in
k

 th
ose are th

e m
ain

 
doors.” 

“T
h

ey lead to th
e courtroom

s,” a black
-h

aired girl said. “M
y fath

er 
w

as on
 th

e W
izen

gam
ot. I th

in
k

 I k
n

ow
 w

h
ere w

e are.” 
G

in
n

y n
odded. “Y

axley an
d an

oth
er guard

 led us to th
e sh

ow
ers. I’m

 
th

in
k

in
g L

evicorpus an
d E

x
pelliarm

us.” T
h

e girls agreed. T
h

e oth
ers w

h
o 

h
ad n

ot yet gon
e for exam

s h
ad gath

ered too. “Just get H
erm

ion
e a w

an
d. 

D
on

’t com
e back

 for us.” 
M

ore th
an

 th
irty h

eads n
odded. 

“W
h

at?” H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. “N

o, w
e’ll com

e back
, get you all out, 

an
d th

en
 all fifty of us w

ill storm
 th

rough
 th

at door—
” 

“D
on

’t b
e an

 idiot, G
ran

ger,” P
an

sy said from
 h

er corn
er. 

G
in

n
y pressed h

er lips togeth
er. “H

erm
ion

e, you h
ave to get th

rough
 

th
at door as quick

ly an
d silen

tly as possible. T
h

e m
ediw

itch
es w

ill b
e w

ait-
in

g on
 th

e n
ext group.” 

“W
h

y w
ould five w

itch
es w

ith
 a m

axim
um

 of tw
o w

an
ds b

e better 
ch

an
ces th

an
 fifty?” sh

e argued. “W
e’re ten

 floors deep un
dergroun

d.” 
“Fifty un

arm
ed w

itch
es fittin

g in
 th

e lifts is better?” P
an

sy sn
eered. 

T
h

e ban
g of th

e doors un
lock

in
g again

. T
h

e girls scattered, look
in

g 
in

n
ocen

t. 
Y

axley return
ed th

e five fresh
ly bath

ed girls. 
“B

axter, L
ovegood, P

atil, M
orten

sen
, an

d G
ran

ger.” 
Sh

e stood. A
n

d w
on

dered for th
e first tim

e w
h

ere th
e oth

er P
atil w

as. 
P

arvati m
oved quick

ly to b
e at th

e fron
t of th

e lin
e of girls, givin

g 
H

erm
ion

e a n
od. L

un
a stood beh

in
d h

er. T
h

e oth
er girls filed in

 an
d H

er-
m

ion
e stood at th

e back
. Y

axley led th
em

 out, h
oldin

g th
e door to lock

 
it. A

n
oth

er D
eath

 E
ater w

aited in
 th

e h
allw

ay, an
d gestured for P

arvati to 
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stan
din

g, som
e sh

rin
k

in
g back

. 
A

n
oth

er ban
g, th

is on
e H

erm
ion

e recogn
ized as doors open

in
g. 

“It could just b
e food. O

r an
oth

er girl dropped off,” G
in

n
y w

h
ispered. 

H
erm

ion
e stood, lean

in
g h

eavily again
st th

e w
all, regrettin

g h
er em

pty 
stom

ach
. 

A
 lock

 click
ed, an

d a m
ask

ed D
eath

 E
ater en

tered th
e room

. H
e w

as 
w

ith
out food an

d w
ith

out a n
ew

 girl. 
“M

edical exam
in

ation
s today.” 

It w
as Y

axley. Sh
e look

ed dow
n

 at h
er arm

, expectin
g... som

eth
in

g. A
 

tin
gle or burn

? O
r th

e letters glitterin
g w

h
en

 h
e w

as n
ear. N

oth
in

g. 
“Five at a tim

e,” h
e said. “P

ark
in

son
, A

bbott, C
learw

ater, Forbes, an
d 

H
ardin

g. Follow
 m

e.” 
N

o on
e m

oved. 
“N

ow
,” Y

axley said. 
P

en
elope C

learw
ater w

as th
e first to separate h

erself an
d m

ove to th
e 

fron
t. P

an
sy stood an

d follow
ed. T

h
e five exited th

e room
. Y

axley look
ed 

aroun
d, prom

isin
g pain

 beh
in

d th
e m

ask
, an

d closed th
e door as h

e left. 
A

n
 h

our later, th
ey w

ere return
ed. T

h
e gash

 across H
an

n
ah

’s h
ead h

ad 
been

 h
ealed. A

n
d th

ey sm
elled better. 

H
e took

 G
in

n
y th

is tim
e, an

d four oth
ers. T

h
e rest gath

ered aroun
d

 
th

e five th
at return

ed an
d h

oun
ded th

em
 for an

sw
ers. 

“W
h

ere are w
e?” H

erm
ion

e ask
ed H

an
n

ah
 as P

en
elope an

sw
ered ques-

tion
s about th

e sh
ow

ers an
d th

e m
edical exam

. 
“I th

in
k

 th
e M

in
istry.” 

T
h

e black
 m

arble floors. O
f course. 

W
h

en
 G

in
n

y cam
e back

, sh
e pulled a group to th

e corn
er, tak

in
g H

er-
m

ion
e an

d L
un

a. Sh
e explain

ed th
e h

allw
ays, th

e sh
ow

ers. T
h

e n
um

ber of 
D

eath
 E

aters guardin
g th

em
. 

“Is an
yon

e good w
ith

 w
an

dless m
agic?” G

in
n

y look
ed aroun

d. A
 few

 
of th

e older girls n
odded. “W

h
oever is in

 H
erm

ion
e’s group sh

ould try to 
overpow

er th
e guards before reach

in
g th

e sh
ow

ers. T
h

is m
ay b

e our on
ly 

C
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“Y
axley. I w

ouldn
’t put it past h

im
—

” 
“Stop.” H

erm
ion

e n
early sh

outed it. T
h

e room
 w

en
t quiet. A

 few
 girls 

w
h

o w
ere gath

erin
g w

ater cups an
d spare pieces of bread turn

ed to look
 at 

h
er. Sh

e steadied h
er voice an

d said, “I don
’t rem

em
ber an

yth
in

g after I 
got stun

n
ed.” 

“H
erm

ion
e,” G

in
n

y said carefully, eyes w
ide an

d search
in

g. “W
e 

sh
ould ch

eck
 you out. See if you h

ave an
y m

ark
in

gs. See if you feel an
y-

th
in

g... betw
een

 your legs.” 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed at th

e fifty or so girls aroun
d h

er. Sh
e could on

ly 
w

atch
 as th

ey scan
n

ed h
er in

ten
tly, already search

in
g h

er sk
in

 for m
ark

-
in

gs. A
ll but P

arvati, w
h

ose eyes h
ad drifted aw

ay, look
in

g at th
e m

arble 
floors as if sh

e w
ould give H

erm
ion

e privacy. A
s if sh

e already k
n

ew
 h

ow
 

in
trusive th

is w
as. 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes drifted back

 to M
acn

air’s sign
ature on

 h
er arm

. 
“T

h
ere’s n

o n
eed,” P

an
sy scoffed. H

eads turn
ed

 to glare. P
an

sy k
ept h

er 
stare in

 fron
t of h

er, bored. “Sh
e’s too valuable. N

o on
e w

ould touch
 h

er.” 
G

in
n

y look
ed lik

e sh
e w

as actively bitin
g h

er ton
gue to k

eep from
 

m
outh

in
g back

 at h
er. 

“B
esides,” P

an
sy said, tw

istin
g h

er h
ead to sm

irk
. “Y

ou’re a virgin
, 

aren
’t you, G

ran
ger?” 

H
erm

ion
e felt a stab

 to h
er ch

est as h
alf th

e girls turn
ed to look

 at h
er 

w
ith

 eager eyes an
d th

e oth
er h

alf started cursin
g at P

an
sy. 

“W
h

at?” P
an

sy laugh
ed. “I’m

 just sayin
g it w

ould be a w
aste of 5,0

0
0 

G
alleon

s. N
o n

eed to ch
eck

 h
er out.” 

“Sh
ut up about th

at dam
n

 A
uction

, P
an

sy,” G
in

n
y sn

arled. “N
o on

e 
believes you—

” 
“W

h
at A

uction
?” H

erm
ion

e look
ed to th

e Slyth
erin

 girl. Sh
e supposed 

h
ouses didn

’t m
atter m

uch
 an

ym
ore, did th

ey? “W
h

at are you talk
in

g 
about?” 

P
an

sy sm
iled. “Just w

h
at it soun

ds lik
e, G

ran
ger. T

h
e pure-blood elite 

are goin
g to put a price tag on

 us, strut us about, an
d bid.” Sh

e bit h
er lip, 
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liftin
g a joyful brow

. “A
n

d if you’ve been
 savin

g yourself for W
easley all 

th
ese years, th

ey’ll give Y
axley an

oth
er 5,0

0
0

.” 
T

h
e sm

ell of th
e ban

an
a an

d th
e oran

ges…
 ripe as th

e bodies sw
eatin

g 
n

ervously aroun
d

 h
er. Sh

e could taste it all in
 th

e back
 of h

er th
roat. H

er-
m

ion
e w

as goin
g to b

e sick
. 

“A
n

d h
ow

 did you fin
d yo

urself on
 th

e w
ron

g side of all th
is, P

an
sy?” 

sh
e ask

ed. 
P

an
sy look

ed aw
ay. “W

ron
g place, w

ron
g tim

e.” 
“D

on
’t listen

 to h
er,” G

in
n

y said. “L
et’s just ch

eck
 you out righ

t quick
. 

Just m
e an

d L
un

a, ok
ay?” 

H
erm

ion
e n

odded, already w
ish

in
g sh

e w
as asleep again

. T
h

e girls gave 
th

em
 som

e space, P
arvati an

d C
h

o creatin
g a bit of privacy aroun

d th
em

. 
“Is th

is w
h

at you w
ere w

earin
g durin

g th
e B

attle?” G
in

n
y ask

ed. H
er-

m
ion

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

erself. Sam
e cloth

es, but th
ey w

ere clean
. Scourgi-

fied. “E
r, yes.” 

“G
ood.” 

T
h

ey un
zipped h

er jack
et, ch

eck
in

g h
er n

eck
 an

d sh
oulders before 

h
elpin

g h
er tak

e off h
er sh

irt. W
h

en
 th

ey con
firm

ed sh
e h

ad n
o m

ark
in

gs 
on

 h
er back

, H
erm

ion
e fin

ally ask
ed, “W

h
ere’s R

on
?” 

G
in

n
y’s eyes look

ed to h
er, th

en
 aw

ay. “H
e w

as alive, last I saw
. Sam

e 
w

ith
 N

eville. K
in

gsley an
d M

cG
on

agall w
ere k

illed in
 th

e courtyard.” 
H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t m
aybe sh

e sh
ould h

ave gasped. Sh
ould h

ave started 
cryin

g. 
“P

an
sy th

in
k

s th
ere are m

ales to b
e A

uction
ed too, so m

aybe R
on

 an
d 

N
eville w

ill b
e th

ere,” L
un

a w
h

ispered m
elodically. 

“T
h

ere is n
o A

uction
, L

un
a.” G

in
n

y h
issed th

rough
 h

er teeth
. “It’s just 

P
ark

in
son

 playin
g gam

es w
ith

 us.” Sh
e ran

 h
er fin

gers across H
erm

ion
e’s 

scalp, pressin
g for in

juries. 
“I don

’t k
n

ow
,” L

un
a said. “D

raco m
en

tion
ed it to m

e, too.” 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed at h

er, an
d th

e fin
gers in

 h
er h

air stopped. 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 2

 

11 

“A
n

 A
uction

?” G
in

n
y said. 

“D
raco?” H

erm
ion

e ask
ed. 

“M
m

-h
m

m
.” L

un
a rolled up H

erm
ion

e’s jean
s, look

in
g at h

er an
k

les 
an

d calves. “W
h

en
 I w

as stayin
g in

 h
is dun

geon
s.” Sh

e m
en

tion
ed it lik

e 
it w

as a h
oliday sh

e’d tak
en

 last year. “H
e w

ould com
e an

d talk
 to m

e. T
ell 

m
e w

h
at w

as goin
g on

 at sch
ool. A

n
d a few

 days before I left —
before you 

an
d H

arry an
d R

on
 cam

e, H
erm

ion
e —

 h
e told m

e th
ere m

igh
t b

e som
e-

th
in

g lik
e th

is.” 
“W

h
at did h

e say?” 
“Just th

at sh
ould I survive th

e w
ar, an

d sh
ould th

e D
ark

 L
ord w

in
, I 

sh
ould try to k

ill m
yself if I couldn

’t escape.” L
un

a rolled H
erm

ion
e’s 

pan
t legs dow

n
. 

C
h

o C
h

an
g turn

ed aroun
d, eyes w

ide on
 L

un
a. 

“B
ecause of an

 A
uction

?” G
in

n
y ask

ed. 
“Som

eth
in

g lik
e th

at,” L
un

a sh
rugged. “A

ll h
e said w

as th
at h

e 
w

ouldn
’t b

e able to buy m
e. H

e h
ad to save for som

eon
e else.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed. D

raco M
alfoy bein

g k
in

d –
 com

passion
ate. 

Sh
e’d alw

ays th
ough

t sh
e w

as th
e on

ly on
e w

h
o’d seen

 it. Sh
e’d h

eard a bit 
from

 H
arry last year, about M

yrtle in
 th

e girls’ bath
room

 just before h
e’d 

sliced h
im

 open
. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed across th
e room

 again
. “P

an
sy,” sh

e said. C
h

o 
turn

ed to look
 at P

an
sy, an

d G
in

n
y’s eyes follow

ed. H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed 

th
e dark

 h
aired girl close h

er eyes an
d lean

 back
 again

st th
e w

all in
 h

er 
solitary corn

er, secluded aw
ay from

 everyon
e else. “H

e k
n

ew
 P

an
sy w

ould 
en

d up h
ere. M

on
th

s ago.” 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to G

in
n

y an
d L

un
a. “W

h
ose n

am
es are on

 your 
arm

s?” 
L

un
a pulled up h

er sleeve, an
d G

in
n

y turn
ed h

er w
rist. B

oth
 of th

em
 

h
ad th

e sam
e sign

ature. 
A

n
ton

in
 D

oloh
ov. 

A
 loud ban

g from
 outside th

e room
. A

ll fifty girls jum
ped, som

e 


