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Sh
e m

oved in
to th

e bedroom
 again

, turn
in

g h
er atten

tion
 to th

e 
sh

elves, to th
e trin

k
ets, search

in
g for an

sw
ers. 

T
h

ere w
as a carved statue of a dragon

 n
ext to a fram

ed ph
otograph

 of 
D

raco w
ith

 C
rabbe an

d G
oyle. N

eith
er item

 gave h
er an

y in
form

ation
. 

Slidin
g closer to th

e bed curtain
s, sh

e gave in
 to th

e urge to drag h
er 

fin
gers across th

e fabric. T
h

e bed w
as m

ade, but som
eth

in
g told h

er th
at 

it w
asn

’t th
e elves w

h
o took

 care of th
e tidin

ess. Sh
e pulled open

 th
e draw

-
ers in

 h
is bedside table, fin

din
g n

oth
in

g but ch
ocolates, spare parch

m
en

t, 
a h

an
dk

erch
ief, an

d a few
 trin

k
ets. T

h
e book

sh
elf n

ear h
is bed w

as filled 
w

ith
 fam

iliar titles, an
d sh

e let h
er h

an
ds drift alon

g th
e book

s h
e k

ept 
close to h

im
, n

oticin
g a con

spicuous h
ole w

h
ere seven

 book
s w

ould fit 
perfectly…

 
T

h
e bath

room
 h

ad a sim
ilar tub

 to h
er ow

n
, tidy coun

ters, an
d a m

ir-
ror sh

e could im
agin

e h
im

 in
, sw

eepin
g h

is h
air back

 w
ith

 gel or decidin
g 

to let it loose. 
A

fter h
alf a secon

d’s h
esitation

, sh
e open

ed th
e draw

ers, fin
din

g th
at 

exact gel an
d th

e com
b

 to go w
ith

 it. Sh
e exam

in
ed h

is products, som
e 

w
ith

 expen
sive-soun

din
g Fren

ch
 n

am
es. Sh

e could im
agin

e h
im

 h
ere, 

steppin
g out of th

e tub
, w

rapped up in
 luscious tow

els, tak
in

g care of h
is 

fair sk
in

 w
ith

 th
e cream

s an
d products in

 th
e draw

ers. H
er sm

ile faded in
 

th
e m

irror as sh
e w

on
dered if h

e w
ould ever com

plete th
ose rituals again

. 
Stum

blin
g from

 th
e bath

room
, sh

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead, ch
ok

in
g back

 th
e 

fear an
d un

certain
ty. 

T
h

e flam
es burn

ed low
 in

 h
is fireplace, an

d sh
e spen

t a few
 m

om
en

ts 
look

in
g for th

e Floo P
ow

der before givin
g up, n

ot sure if h
er tattoo w

ould 
even

 let h
er leave b

y fireplace. 
Sh

e pulled open
 th

e closet doors, fin
din

g a vast space for all of D
raco 

M
alfoy’s black

s, greys, an
d cobalts. A

 sm
irk

 pulled at h
er lips as sh

e ran
 

h
er fin

gers over th
e sh

irts, w
on

derin
g w

h
at h

e’d look
 lik

e in
 pin

k
 an

d 
oran

ge. H
e h

ad spare D
eath

 E
ater rob

es h
un

g across from
 h

is old H
og-

w
arts un

iform
. Sh

e ch
eck

ed th
e pock

ets for an
yth

in
g in

terestin
g an

d 
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W
arm

. 
“G

ran
ger!” Soun

d floated in
to focus. N

ot th
e first tim

e h
e’d called h

er 
n

am
e. Sh

e could h
ear th

e ech
oes of it n

ow
. 

D
raco w

as so w
arm

. H
is h

an
d h

eld h
er w

rist, blood startin
g to drip, 

an
d h

is oth
er arm

 h
eld h

er body up, w
rappin

g aroun
d h

er w
aist. Sh

e 
pressed h

er h
ead in

to h
is sh

oulder. L
ik

e th
ey w

ere dan
cin

g. 
Sh

e sm
iled, feelin

g h
er lips pull across h

is sk
in

, dizzy w
ith

 th
e m

elody. 
Som

eth
in

g w
as w

ron
g w

ith
 h

er. 
H

eat over h
er w

oun
d. A

n
d m

aybe h
e w

as h
ealin

g it. M
aybe h

e w
ould 

fix it so it m
ean

t som
eth

in
g. N

ot just a curvin
g lin

e an
d a sn

ag. 
Sh

e look
ed over at it, an

d foun
d D

raco’s lips on
 h

er arm
. 

T
h

at w
ould h

eal it. Sh
e w

as sure of it. H
er m

oth
er used to do th

e sam
e. 

H
e turn

ed h
is face aw

ay, lips stain
ed red, an

d spat h
er blood on

to h
er 

cream
 carpets. 

H
e reattach

ed h
is m

outh
, suck

in
g h

ard, an
d sh

e felt h
er h

ead float 
back

 dow
n

 w
h

en
 h

e spit again
. 

Suck
in

g som
eth

in
g out of h

er. Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. W

atch
in

g D
raco 

M
alfoy fill h

is m
outh

 w
ith

 h
er m

uddy blood, w
atch

in
g th

e carpets bleed. 
Sh

e gasped, k
n

ees buck
lin

g, lun
gs fillin

g again
. H

e look
ed at h

er, h
is 

m
outh

 still w
rapped aroun

d h
er sk

in
, eyes pale. H

is arm
 clutch

in
g h

er 
body close to h

im
, sw

eepin
g h

er up again
st h

im
. A

 w
altz w

as playin
g 

som
ew

h
ere. 

H
e turn

ed an
d spit. “A

ccio.” H
is voice crack

ed on
 th

e on
e w

ord. 
H

is w
an

d flew
 from

 som
ew

h
ere. Som

ew
h

ere outside of th
e room

. 
B

ecause h
e’d com

e run
n

in
g w

h
en

 sh
e scream

ed, leavin
g h

is w
an

d be-
h

in
d. 
L

ike fath
er like son

. 
H

e gripped th
e w

rist of h
er in

jured h
an

d an
d turn

ed
 h

is w
an

d on
 th

e 
cuts, siph

on
in

g blood in
to th

e air, an
d w

h
isperin

g a spell to pull som
e-

th
in

g dark
 out of it. Sm

ok
e, curlin

g out of h
er arm

 an
d h

an
gin

g in
 th

e 
air aroun

d th
em

 lik
e m

ist. 
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A
t som

e poin
t durin

g h
er episode, sh

e h
ad grabbed h

is sh
oulder, an

d
 

h
er h

an
d felt com

pletely frozen
 n

ow
, even

 as h
e w

ork
ed on

 curin
g h

er 
blood, fin

gers curled over h
is n

eck
. Sh

e stared
 at h

is bare sh
oulders, th

e 
sk

in
 of h

is arm
s. 

D
raco M

alfoy slept in
 on

ly trun
k

s an
d sock

s. H
e also h

ad a sin
gular 

beauty m
ark

 on
 top of h

is left sh
oulder. T

h
e edges of h

er vision
 blurred as 

sh
e studied h

is lips. L
ips th

at could suck
 th

e life out of h
er. 

“It’s a goblin
 blade,” h

e w
h

ispered. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at th
e soun

d of h
is voice th

is close to h
er. T

h
ey sh

ared th
e 

sam
e air. Sh

e blin
k

ed again
. C

learer n
ow

. 
“It’s viper ven

om
. A

n
d oth

er th
in

gs,” h
e said, separatin

g th
e sm

ok
e 

from
 h

er blood again
. 

Sh
e n

odded dum
bly. H

igh
ly poison

ous, an
d h

e’d suck
ed it out. Saved 

h
er. H

e m
et h

er eyes for w
h

at felt lik
e th

e first tim
e sin

ce yesterday. H
e 

w
as so tall. H

er n
eck

 len
gth

en
ed, an

d h
er h

an
d slipped over h

is sh
oulder 

on
 acciden

t. 
G

ooseflesh
 ben

eath
 h

er fin
gers. 

“It w
ill scar too, un

fortun
ately.” H

e turn
ed back

 to h
er arm

, an
d cast 

a spell to w
eave th

e sk
in

 back
 togeth

er. 
Sh

e drew
 a rattlin

g breath
 an

d gave an
oth

er n
od. H

er h
ead felt clear 

again
, th

ough
 it stun

g aroun
d th

e edges. Sh
e w

on
dered again

 w
h

at B
ella-

trix h
ad in

ten
ded. 

H
is eyes follow

ed th
e lin

e of h
er arm

, on
to h

er sh
oulder, up h

er n
eck

 
to h

er eyes. H
e h

eld h
er stare, deep an

d purposeful. “It doesn
’t m

ean
 an

y-
th

in
g. T

h
e m

ark
s.” 

O
f course it didn

’t, sh
e th

ough
t. It’s just a squiggle. 

H
er eyes drifted dow

n
 to h

is lips, still stain
ed pin

k
 w

ith
 h

er blood. 
“T

h
an

k
 you,” sh

e w
h

ispered. 
H

e sw
allow

ed. A
n

d th
en

 h
e w

as slidin
g h

is h
an

d aw
ay, peelin

g h
is body 

back
 from

 h
er. H

e steadied h
er again

st th
e w

all. “M
ippy!” A

 crack
 an

d th
e 

elf w
as th

ere, boun
cin

g an
d ask

in
g if som

eth
in

g w
as w

ron
g w

ith
 M

iss. 
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Sh
e blin

k
ed back

 at it. T
h

at door h
adn

’t been
 th

ere yesterday w
h

en
 

sh
e’d look

ed. A
n

d sh
e h

ad been
 positive sh

e’d ch
eck

ed th
e room

s n
ext to 

h
ers just m

in
utes ago. 

A
 N

otice-M
e-N

ot C
h

arm
. Sh

e w
ouldn

’t h
ave foun

d th
is door un

less 
sh

e w
as look

in
g for it, or already k

n
ew

 w
h

ere it w
as. 

H
er fin

gers foun
d th

e cool brass doork
n

ob
, turn

in
g. T

h
e dragon

 stared 
at h

er. 
T

h
is w

as un
doubtedly D

raco M
alfoy’s bedroom

. T
h

ere w
ould b

e n
o ar-

guin
g th

at. G
reen

s an
d greys an

d silvers. A
 Slyth

erin
 crest on

 th
e w

all 
across from

 h
er. A

 dark
-w

ooden
 four-poster bed w

ith
 green

 can
opy cur-

tain
s h

an
gin

g dow
n

. B
ook

sh
elves, th

ough
 n

ot as m
an

y as in
 h

er room
. 

Starin
g from

 th
e doorw

ay, H
erm

ion
e realized th

at h
er room

 w
as 

larger th
an

 th
is. A

lth
ough

 D
raco’s room

 w
as th

e corn
er suite, h

ers seem
ed 

lik
e tw

o sm
aller room

s h
ad been

 com
bin

ed. 
T

h
e doors to h

is balcon
y beck

on
ed h

er, an
d sh

e crossed in
 lon

g strides, 
push

in
g th

e doors open
 an

d steppin
g in

to th
e cool n

igh
t air. 

N
o barrier. 

N
ot th

at it m
attered. Sh

e w
ouldn

’t th
row

 h
erself off a th

ree-story bal-
con

y, an
d sh

e didn
’t n

eed to clim
b

 dow
n

 to escape —
 sh

e could w
alk

 out 
th

e fron
t door. 

Sh
e m

oved to th
e edge of th

e balcon
y, h

an
ds on

 th
e ston

e railin
g, an

d 
lean

ed over to see th
e grass an

d green
ery in

 th
e m

oon
ligh

t. W
h

en
 h

e re-
turn

ed, sh
e w

ould ask
 h

im
 n

icely about th
e access to h

er balcon
y. It w

as 
lovely in

 th
e m

oon
ligh

t. 
If h

e return
ed. 

H
er ch

est tigh
ten

ed, an
d sh

e sw
allow

ed. 
T

urn
in

g to look
 at h

er ow
n

 balcon
y, sh

e realized just h
ow

 close th
e 

railin
g w

as to h
er ow

n
. Just h

ow
 close h

is bedroom
 w

as to h
er ow

n
. T

h
at 

D
raco M

alfoy h
ad set h

er up in
 a suite as close as ph

ysically possible to h
im

, 
an

d yet h
ad n

ot laid a fin
ger on

 h
er in

 m
alice. 

W
h

y? 
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T
h

ey h
ad told h

er th
at B

ellatrix w
as barred from

 th
e estate, but w

h
at 

did th
at m

ean
 exactly? W

as sh
e verbally barred? O

r m
agically? W

ith
out a 

M
alfoy on

 th
e groun

ds, w
ould sh

e h
ave access? 

T
h

e th
ough

t of B
ellatrix return

in
g for h

er froze h
er in

 h
er track

s. 
D

raco w
ouldn

’t com
e run

n
in

g for h
er th

is tim
e. 

In
 h

is trun
ks an

d socks, sh
e sm

iled, an
d th

e k
n

ot in
 h

er stom
ach

 loos-
en

ed. 
Sh

e paused, look
in

g to th
e door at th

e top of th
e stairs in

 h
er h

allw
ay. 

Sh
e’d n

ever con
sidered w

h
ere D

raco’s bedroom
 w

as, sim
ply h

appy to n
ot 

b
e dragged in

to it an
d pin

n
ed to th

e bed for h
er first w

eek
s. B

ut if h
e’d 

been
 ready for bed w

h
en

 h
e h

eard h
er scream

, certain
ly h

is room
 w

as 
n

earby. 
Sh

e’d already search
ed th

e room
s on

 th
is floor an

d h
adn

’t foun
d on

e 
th

at look
ed lik

e it belon
ged to D

raco M
alfoy. M

aybe sh
e h

ad to b
e look

-
in

g for it. 
H

er h
an

d reach
ed for th

e first door h
an

dle, but sh
e paused. 

N
arcissa h

ad told h
er th

at th
e M

an
or w

as open
 to h

er; sh
e just n

eeded
 

to b
e respectful of th

e person
al quarters. 

B
ut N

arcissa w
asn

’t h
ere. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e n
eeded to rem

em
ber th

at sh
e 

w
as a prison

er of w
ar in

 a h
ouse guest’s cloth

in
g. 

Sh
e tried th

e door, th
e k

n
ob

 turn
in

g un
der h

er fin
gers. A

 clean
 an

d 
un

in
h

abited guest room
, sm

aller th
an

 h
er ow

n
. Sh

e’d foun
d th

is on
e al-

ready, an
d h

ad already in
spected for w

eapon
s an

d exits. 
Sh

e ch
eck

ed every room
 on

 th
e floor, fin

din
g n

oth
in

g. Frow
n

in
g at 

h
er ow

n
 door several paces aw

ay, sh
e con

sidered if D
raco h

ad just been
 

passin
g th

rough
 th

at n
igh

t. If perh
aps h

e’d th
ough

t to com
e to ch

eck
 on

 
h

er. Sigh
in

g an
d resign

in
g h

erself to search
in

g th
e oth

er w
in

gs of th
e 

M
an

or in
 th

e m
orn

in
g, sh

e turn
ed to go to bed, passin

g a carved w
ooden

 
door n

ext to h
ers. Som

eth
in

g flash
ed, catch

in
g th

e ligh
t, an

d sh
e stum

-
bled to a h

alt, turn
in

g to see a dragon
 w

ith
 an

 em
erald eye w

in
k

in
g at h

er. 
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“B
lood replen

ish
in

g potion
. W

ater. A
n

d an
oth

er servin
g of din

n
er if M

iss 
G

ran
ger w

ish
es.” 

H
is eyes n

ever left h
ers as M

ippy popped aw
ay. 

“I’ll h
ave th

e w
ards reset. W

h
en

 I ch
ose a B

lood B
oun

dary, I th
ough

t 
it w

ould on
ly allow

 m
y paren

ts. I didn
’t th

in
k

...” H
e turn

ed h
is face aw

ay. 
H

is eyes lan
ded on

 h
er blood on

 th
e carpets an

d h
e w

aved h
is w

an
d to 

van
ish

 it. “I h
ad n

o idea sh
e w

ould w
an

t you again
.” 

H
erm

ion
e flin

ch
ed. “W

an
t h

er” w
as n

ot h
er favorite ch

oice of w
ords. 

“W
h

y did sh
e th

en
?” sh

e rasped. Sh
e’d h

ave bruisin
g on

 h
er n

eck
 in

 th
e 

m
orn

in
g. 

H
is eyes grew

 cold. “Sh
e…

 disapproves. O
f th

e w
ay w

e’re h
an

dlin
g you.” 

H
is gaze slid dow

n
 h

er body, stoppin
g at th

e bottom
 of h

er n
igh

tdress, 
across th

e tops of h
er th

igh
s, an

d quick
ly set back

 on
 h

er face. H
erm

ion
e 

sh
ivered. “I n

eed to speak
 to m

y fath
er. If you n

eed an
yth

in
g, please utilize 

M
ippy.” 
Sh

e n
odded, feelin

g w
arm

 from
 h

is w
an

derin
g eyes. H

e turn
ed an

d ex-
ited th

e room
 th

rough
 th

e door w
h

ile sh
e stared at h

er feet, refusin
g to 

look
 at h

is n
ak

ed back
. 

M
ippy return

ed. Sh
e ch

an
ged th

e sh
eets for h

er, cooled th
e bed, an

d 
stayed w

ith
 h

er un
til sh

e h
ad a few

 bites off th
e plate. 

H
erm

ion
e lay aw

ak
e, lettin

g th
e B

lood R
eplen

ish
in

g P
otion

 h
um

 
th

rough
 h

er, run
n

in
g h

er fin
gers over th

e n
ew

 m
ark

in
gs on

 h
er left arm

 
as sh

e stared blan
k

ly at th
e ceilin

g. O
n

ly w
h

en
 th

e m
ark

s h
ad faded in

to 
th

e sam
e w

h
ite scarrin

g as th
e oth

er w
ord on

 h
er arm

 did H
erm

ion
e see 

it. B
ellatrix h

ad fin
ish

ed after all. N
ot a squiggle an

d a dash
. 

T
h

ere, just n
ext to th

e in
k

 of D
raco’s sign

ature, sh
e’d carved an

 apos-
troph

e an
d an

 “s.” 
D

.M
. 

‘ 
s 

m
udblood
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h
e poison

 w
ork

ed its w
ay th

rough
 h

er system
 overn

igh
t, leavin

g 
a leth

argic h
um

 in
 h

er vein
s th

e n
ext m

orn
in

g. O
n

ce th
e adren

-
alin

 of th
e in

itial sh
ock

 h
ad seeped from

 h
er, h

er b
ody felt th

e 
afterm

ath
 lik

e a lead w
eigh

t for th
e n

ext few
 days. 

M
ippy con

tin
ued to pop in

 w
ith

 potion
s w

ith
out labels. Sh

e ask
ed th

e 
elf w

h
at w

as in
side th

e sm
all vial, but all sh

e w
ould reply w

as, “For M
iss! 

For M
iss to h

eal!” 
O

n
 th

e th
ird day of h

er subdued an
d w

oozy recovery, sh
e refused th

e 
potion

. It w
as possible th

e slow
 clim

b
 back

 to h
ealth

 w
as n

ot due to th
e 

poison
, but to th

e an
tidotes sh

e w
as tak

in
g. M

ippy boun
ced from

 toe to 
toe, spin

n
in

g reason
s to tak

e it at h
er lik

e a brok
en

 record. 
“B

ut M
iss! M

iss w
as h

urt! T
h

e potion
 m

ak
es M

iss better!” 
“B

ut M
iss is w

eak
! T

h
is m

ak
es h

er stron
g!” 

“M
iss w

an
ts to feel good? D

rin
k

!” 
“M

aster D
raco m

ak
es it special for M

iss. T
o m

ak
e h

er better!” 
T

h
at on

e caugh
t H

erm
ion

e’s atten
tion

. Sh
e look

ed to th
e sm

all girl 
elf, h

oldin
g a purple sw

irlin
g potion

 out to h
er. D

raco m
ade th

is potion
? 

O
r D

raco doctored th
e potion

 som
eh

ow
? 

“N
o. T

h
an

k
 you.” Sh

e turn
ed h

er h
ead from

 th
e elf’s w

ide eyes an
d 

th
ough

t about h
ow

 easy it w
ould b

e to drop a sprig of asph
odel in

to alm
ost 

an
y potion

. O
r…

 
T

h
e m

in
ty m

agic suppressan
t th

at th
e n

urses gave h
er in

 th
e M

in
istry 

h
oldin

g cells. T
h

e on
es th

ey’d been
 ordered to give all slaves. 

T
h

e M
alfoys m

ust b
e dosin

g h
er, but…

 perh
aps th

ey’d en
h

an
ced th

e 
suppressan

t to b
e tasteless? Sh

e tried to rem
em

ber if an
yth

in
g sh

e’d eaten
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sh
arply at h

er lun
gs. 

Sh
e’d h

ad din
n

er w
ith

 h
im

 on
ly days ago. H

e’d follow
ed h

er dow
n

 a 
h

ill, an
d carried h

er in
 h

is arm
s lik

e a ch
ild, back

 to safety. 
C

h
arlie’s h

an
dsom

e face beam
ed at h

er in
 h

er m
em

ories. Sh
e’d k

n
elt 

to th
e groun

d at som
e poin

t, h
er k

n
ees diggin

g in
to th

e rough
 pebbles 

an
d ston

es. Focusin
g on

 th
e pain

, sh
e forced h

erself to breath
e. 

H
ow

 m
an

y oth
ers h

ad died? T
h

e article on
ly m

en
tion

ed C
h

arlie. 
A

n
d th

rough
 it all, th

e w
ords “lim

ited casualties for th
e D

eath
 E

aters” 
ran

 across h
er eyes lik

e a sn
agged film

 strip. W
as D

raco on
e of th

e “lim
ited 

casualties?” 
Sh

e took
 a ragged breath

 an
d pressed h

er face to th
e sk

y, lettin
g th

e 
sun

’s rays m
elt th

rough
 h

er cold pan
ic. A

 few
 m

om
en

ts later, a cup of tea 
appeared n

ext to h
er, steam

in
g. Sh

e sat an
d sipped, fin

gers trem
blin

g, 
w

atch
in

g th
e sun

 craw
l tow

ard th
e treetops. B

en
eath

 h
er sh

ock
 an

d pain
, 

beyon
d h

er fear an
d un

certain
ty, sh

e pulled on
e th

ough
t forw

ard an
d fo-

cused h
er an

ger tow
ards it. 

R
ita Fuck

in
g Sk

eeter w
as alive an

d w
ell an

d w
ritin

g for th
e P

roph
et. 

>
 

Sh
e explored th

e groun
ds for th

e rest of th
e day. P

acin
g an

d m
editation

 
failed to ban

ish
 th

e h
orrified dread in

 h
er stom

ach
, so sh

e foun
d th

e 
boun

dary again
, reach

in
g h

er arm
 out to test th

e tattoo. It sh
ock

ed h
er—

un
pleasan

t but n
ot truly pain

ful. W
alk

in
g th

e perim
eter, sh

e k
ept tryin

g 
h

er arm
 on

 differen
t spots un

til h
er fin

gers w
en

t n
um

b
, an

d all h
er racin

g 
th

ough
ts w

ere forgotten
. T

h
e sam

e barrier sh
e’d fallen

 th
rough

 w
eek

s ago 
h

ad perm
itted h

er legs, h
ead, an

d oth
er arm

, but n
ot h

er tattooed arm
. 

It w
as safe to say th

at sh
e could cut off h

er arm
 an

d probably m
ak

e it 
out alive. N

ot th
at th

e M
alfoys h

ad an
y in

strum
en

t th
at could h

elp h
er 

w
ith

 th
at. 

It w
as even

in
g w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ally retired to th
e east w

in
g, tiptoein

g 
aroun

d corn
ers, alw

ays k
eepin

g an
 eye out for in

truders or residen
ts. 
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w
h

o
 
s
c
r
a

m
b
l
e
d
 
b
a

c
k

 
t
o
 
t
h

e
ir

 
h

o
l
e
 
in

 
t
h

e
 
g

r
o

u
n

d
, 

t
h

e
ir

 

t
a

il
s
 b

e
t
w

e
e
n

 t
h

e
ir

 l
e
g

s
. 

In
 
t
h

e
 
w

a
k

e
 
o

f
 
t
h

e
 
n

e
w

 
A

p
p
a

r
it

io
n

/L
a

n
d

-L
o

c
k

e
d

 
L
e
g

is
-

l
a

t
io

n
, t

h
e
 r

e
b
e
l
s
 —

 l
e
d

 b
y

 U
n

d
e
s
ir

a
b
l
e
 N

o
. 1

, G
e
o

r
g

e
 W

e
a

-

s
l
e
y

 
—

 
a

t
t
e
m

p
t
e
d

 
t
o

 
c
r
o

s
s
 
t
h

e
 
S
t
r
a

it
 
o
f
 
D
o

v
e
r

 
b
y

 
b
o

a
t
, 

b
y

p
a

s
s
in

g
 
t
h

e
 
A

p
p
a

r
it

io
n

 
l
in

e
 
b
y

 
n

o
n

-m
a

g
ic

a
l
 
m

e
a

n
s
. 
R

e
-

c
e
n

t
l
y

 p
r
o

m
o

t
e
d

 G
e
n

e
r
a

l
 L

u
c
iu

s
 M

a
l
f
o

y
 w

a
s
 f

ir
s
t
 o

n
 t

h
e
 

s
c
e
n

e
, r

u
t
h

l
e
s
s
l
y

 c
u

t
t
in

g
 o

f
f
 t

h
e
 b

o
a

t
 s

u
p
p
l
y

 a
n

d
 t

a
k

in
g

 

o
u

t
 
s
e
v

e
r
a

l
 
e
s
s
e
n

t
ia

l
 
f
a

c
e
s
 
o
f
 
t
h

e
 
r
e
b
e
l
l
io

n
 
in

 
t
h

e
 
p
r
o

-

c
e
s
s
, 

in
c
l
u

d
in

g
 
e
l
d

e
r

 
b
r
o

t
h

e
r

 
t
o

 
t
h

e
 
r
e
b
e
l
l
io

n
 
l
e
a

d
e
r

, 

C
h

a
r
l
ie

 W
e
a

s
l
e
y
. 

H
erm

ion
e tore h

er eyes off th
e w

ords, h
er fin

gers crum
plin

g th
e pages, 

tryin
g to piece togeth

er h
er spiralin

g th
ough

ts. 
C

h
arlie w

as dead. 
L

ucius h
ad k

illed h
im

. 
T

h
ere w

ere A
pparition

 boun
daries, lim

itin
g A

pparition
 to in

side th
e 

U
.K

. on
ly. A

lth
ough

 it w
as rare to A

pparate across coun
tries an

d large 
bodies of w

ater, it w
asn

’t un
h

eard of. P
eople w

ith
 exception

ally pow
erful 

m
agic could m

an
age it. B

ut if th
ere w

ere actual m
agical lim

itation
s, th

at 
w

ould m
ak

e it in
credibly difficult for people to get out. 

W
as escape th

e plan
 for th

e rem
ain

in
g tatters of th

e O
rder? N

ot 
figh

tin
g? W

ere th
e oth

er m
agical govern

m
en

ts acceptin
g refugees? W

h
at 

did M
.A

.C
.U

.S.A
. h

ave to say about all of th
is? T

h
ey alw

ays h
ad som

eth
in

g 
to say…

 
If V

oldem
ort h

ad lan
dlock

ed th
e U

.K
., did th

at m
ean

 h
e h

ad n
ot 

bran
ch

ed out h
is rule? 

R
ecen

tly prom
oted G

en
eral L

ucius M
alfoy. 

G
eorge w

as U
n

desirable N
o. 1, an

d L
ucius h

ad k
illed C

h
arlie W

easley. 
Sh

e braced h
er h

an
d on

 th
e M

an
or’s exterior w

all, feelin
g breath

 pull 

C
h
a
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h
ad a stran

ge pepperm
in

t aftertaste. 
P

erh
aps th

at w
as w

h
y h

er recovery h
ad been

 so difficult. H
ealin

g po-
tion

s m
ixed w

ith
 a h

eavy dose of m
agic suppressan

ts. 
M

ippy disappeared w
ith

 th
e un

drun
k

 potion
, an

d H
erm

ion
e decided 

again
st din

n
er th

at even
in

g. 
Sh

e w
ok

e up in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e n
igh

t, clutch
in

g h
er arm

, sw
eatin

g, 
h

ead poun
din

g. Sh
e’d been

 th
rough

 w
orse. Sh

e k
n

ew
 sh

e could survive it. 
H

er blood began
 to boil after ten

 m
in

utes, sw
eat bloom

in
g from

 h
er sk

in
 

an
d sin

k
in

g in
to th

e sh
eets. W

h
atever D

raco’s potion
 w

as, it w
as clearly 

better th
an

 th
is. Sh

e suffered tw
o h

ours before w
h

isperin
g a sh

ak
y, 

“M
ippy,” in

to th
e quiet room

. T
h

e elf appeared an
d h

elped h
er drin

k
. 

>
 

L
yin

g bon
eless all day an

d n
igh

t as a toxin
 w

ash
ed

 its w
ay th

rough
 h

er 
blood w

as all too freein
g for h

er m
in

d. Sh
e stared off for h

ours, reim
ag-

in
in

g B
ellatrix’s breath

 on
 h

er face, h
er h

igh
 laugh

. A
n

d th
en

 piecin
g to-

geth
er w

h
at sh

e rem
em

bered of D
raco. Seem

in
gly appearin

g from
 n

o-
w

h
ere. Still as ston

e as h
is aun

t left th
e room

, an
d th

en
 jerk

y, h
urried 

m
ovem

en
ts as h

e h
ealed h

er. 
H

e h
ealed h

er. 
It w

as im
portan

t to h
im

 th
at h

e h
eal h

er. 
In

 w
ays th

at th
e D

ark
 L

ord couldn
’t possibly con

don
e. 

In
 w

ays th
at m

ade h
er th

in
k

 sh
e w

as w
orth

 m
ore th

an
 sixty-five th

ou-
san

d G
alleon

s. 
H

e’d clean
ed h

er blood w
ith

 h
is lips, spittin

g on
to th

e plush
 carpets 

lik
e h

e could buy n
ew

 on
es. Suck

in
g poison

 from
 h

is w
h

ore, as if h
e 

couldn
’t buy an

oth
er on

e of th
ose. 

H
is un

touch
ed w

h
ore. In

 h
er elegan

t suite. 
H

er eyes closed, driftin
g off, rem

em
berin

g h
is sk

in
 surroun

din
g h

er. 

>
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N
arcissa visited often

. Sh
e offered to retrieve book

s from
 th

e sh
elves, 

brin
g fresh

 sleepin
g cloth

es, tak
e din

n
er requests. 

O
n

 th
e fourth

 day, sh
e turn

ed from
 h

er bedside an
d said, “It’s such

 a 
beautiful day out. P

erh
aps in

 th
e aftern

oon
, w

e could tak
e a stroll.” 

H
er eyes drifted dow

n
 to H

erm
ion

e’s arm
 an

d back
, w

h
ere tw

ice h
er 

ow
n

 sister h
ad cut in

to h
er. 

“N
o,” H

erm
ion

e tested. “I don
’t really fan

cy a w
alk

. T
h

an
k

 you, 
th

ough
.” Sh

e w
atch

ed, w
aitin

g. W
on

derin
g h

ow
 far h

er illicit freedom
 

stretch
ed. 

N
arcissa sm

iled pleasan
tly. “I’ll leave you to rest th

en
.” 

Sh
e gath

ered th
e book

s H
erm

ion
e h

ad fin
ish

ed, floated th
em

 to th
e 

book
sh

elves, an
d m

oved tow
ard th

e door. Sh
e paused w

ith
 h

er h
an

d on
 

th
e doork

n
ob. 

“M
y sister…

 can
n

ot b
e excused. B

ut sh
e is m

y blood, so I feel I alw
ays 

m
ust excuse h

er.” N
arcissa turn

ed back
 to h

er. “I stopped approvin
g of h

er 
action

s a lon
g tim

e ago. A
n

d sh
e stopped approvin

g of m
in

e. B
ut h

er be-
h

avior is n
ot a reflection

 of th
is h

ouse, or its in
h

abitan
ts.” 

N
arcissa n

odded to h
er, an

d left. 
Som

eh
ow

, in
credibly, H

erm
ion

e w
as strugglin

g less an
d less w

ith
 th

at 
con

cept. 

>
 

Sh
e started risin

g from
 bed an

d m
ovin

g aroun
d h

er room
 in

 th
e m

orn
-

in
gs. H

er m
uscles ach

ed, but every day becam
e easier. 

It h
ad been

 ten
 days sin

ce sh
e w

as electrocuted an
d poison

ed, an
d ten

 
days sin

ce sh
e’d seen

 eith
er of th

e M
alfoy m

en
. Sh

e dressed slow
ly, in

ten
t 

to get out of bed an
d leave h

er room
. 

T
h

e portraits h
issed at h

er as sh
e passed, m

utterin
g th

in
gs about h

er 
dirty blood. A

n
 older m

an
 w

ith
 th

e sam
e lon

g blon
d h

air as L
ucius but a 

roun
der face an

d stom
ach

 h
um

ph
ed at h

er as sh
e passed h

is portrait an
d 

said, “Sh
am

eful. W
e w

ould h
ave lock

ed h
er aw

ay in
 th

e dun
geon

s in
 m

y 

C
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face. Sh
e ran

 for th
e k

ettle, an
d H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to a frow

n
in

g R
em

m
y. 

“H
as th

ere been
 an

y n
ew

s on
 M

aster D
ra—

 er, on
 D

raco? A
n

y w
ord on

 
w

h
en

 th
ey are return

in
g?” 

T
h

e frow
n

 m
elted off R

em
m

y’s face, an
d sh

e too began
 to trem

ble 
w

ith
 un

sh
ed tears. “N

o. M
aster D

raco is very h
urt.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed, feelin

g h
er pulse in

 h
er ears. “W

h
at h

appen
ed? 

D
id th

ey say?” 
“N

o,” R
em

m
y said sadly, sh

ak
in

g h
er h

ead. “W
e is just h

earin
g from

 
th

is.” Sh
e gestured to th

e sh
ort coun

ter, w
h

ere H
erm

ion
e w

as sh
ock

ed to 
fin

d a D
aily P

roph
et. 

Sh
e approach

ed, look
in

g dow
n

 on
 a picture of D

over C
astle, burn

in
g 

to th
e groun

d. 

R
E
B

E
L

L
I
O
N

 
S
Q

U
A
S
H
E
D
 
A
T
 
D
O
V
E
R

 

b
y

 R
it

a
 S

k
e
e
t
e
r

 

Sh
e sn

atch
ed up th

e paper, eyes scan
n

in
g, h

eart poun
din

g. 

T
h

e
 D

a
r
k

 L
o

r
d

 is
 v

ic
t
o

r
io

u
s
 a

g
a

in
! 

A
 s

m
a

l
l
 r

e
b
e
l
l
io

n
 b

r
o

k
e
 o

u
t
 a

t
 D

o
v

e
r

 C
a

s
t
l
e
 o

n
 M

o
n

-

d
a

y
 e

v
e
n

in
g

 l
e
d

 b
y
 in

s
u

r
g

e
n

t
s
 a

n
d

 O
l
d

 O
r
d

e
r

 s
y

m
p
a

t
h

iz
-

e
r
s
. T

h
e
 r

o
c
k

y
 b

e
a

c
h

 a
t
 D

o
v

e
r

 p
r
o

v
id

e
d

 m
in

o
r

 c
o
v

e
r

 f
o

r
 

t
h

e
 r

e
b
e
l
s
 a

s
 t

h
e
 D

a
r
k

 L
o

r
d
’s

 f
o

r
c
e
s
 g

a
t
h

e
r
e
d

 a
n

d
 v

a
n

-

q
u

is
h

e
d
 t

h
e
ir

 f
o

e
s
. 

H
erm

ion
e stum

bled out of th
e k

itch
en

s, sw
allow

in
g th

e in
form

ation
, 

an
d run

n
in

g for fresh
 air. Sh

e push
ed th

rough
 th

e fron
t doors of th

e 
M

an
or, gaspin

g at th
e m

orn
in

g breeze, an
d lean

ed back
 again

st th
e exte-

rior w
all. H

er ch
est w

as tigh
t, an

d h
er fin

gers trem
bled as sh

e read on
. 

T
h

e
r
e
 w

e
r
e
 l

im
it

e
d

 c
a

s
u

a
l
t
ie

s
 f

o
r

 t
h

e
 D

e
a

t
h

 E
a

t
e
r
s
 a

t
 

M
o

n
d
a

y
’s

 s
k

ir
m

is
h

, b
u

t
 c

o
n

s
id

e
r
a

b
l
e
 l

o
s
s
e
s
 f

o
r

 t
h

e
 r

e
b
e
l
s
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Sh
e turn

ed to see a w
atery-eyed forty-six-year-old elf claspin

g h
er 

h
an

ds togeth
er. 

“E
r, n

o. I w
as just goin

g to h
elp you!” Sh

e open
ed an

oth
er cabin

et, 
fin

din
g n

oth
in

g in
crim

in
atin

g. 
“M

iss w
an

ts sugar? N
ot h

on
ey spoon

s?” 
H

er h
an

ds froze. T
h

e h
on

ey. 
Sh

e turn
ed to P

lum
b. R

em
m

y stood righ
t beh

in
d h

er w
ith

 a sh
rew

d 
tw

ist to h
er lips. 

“I w
as th

in
k

in
g I m

igh
t n

ot h
ave h

on
ey an

y lon
ger,” sh

e tested, 
w

atch
in

g R
em

m
y’s expression

. If th
ey w

ere in
structed to give h

er h
on

ey, 
laced w

ith
 th

e suppressan
t, th

en
 th

ey m
igh

t pan
ic. 

“M
iss h

ates h
on

ey?!” A
 tear fell dow

n
 P

lum
b

’s trem
blin

g ch
eek

s. “B
ut 

P
lum

b
 is givin

g M
iss h

on
ey for w

eek
s!” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes w

iden
ed, un

prepared for h
ouse-elf dram

atics. “N
o! 

N
o, I lik

e h
on

ey. I lik
e it very m

uch
!” 

T
w

o m
ore tears dropped from

 P
lum

b
’s violet eyes. “I m

ak
es h

on
ey tea 

for M
iss an

d for M
aster D

raco. D
oes M

aster D
raco h

ate it too?” 
H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed. D
raco. Y

es. T
h

e suppressan
t w

ouldn
’t b

e in
 th

e 
h

on
ey. U

n
less th

ere w
as a special jar just for h

er... 
“M

igh
t you h

ave a differen
t h

on
ey?” H

erm
ion

e ask
ed, m

in
d w

ork
in

g. 
“T

H
E

 H
O

N
E

Y
 IS G

O
N

E
 B

A
D

?” 
R

em
m

y h
uffed an

d stepped forw
ard, placin

g a calm
in

g h
an

d on
 

P
lum

b
’s h

eavin
g sh

oulder. “W
e h

as on
e h

on
ey. P

lum
b

 is givin
g th

ree 
h

on
ey spoon

s to M
iss an

d M
aster D

raco. D
oes M

iss w
an

t differen
t?” 

P
lum

b
 w

as n
ow

 sob
bin

g un
con

trollably in
to h

er h
an

ds. G
uilt san

k
 

h
eavily in

 H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
. Sh

e just couldn
’t w

in
. Sh

e k
n

elt dow
n

 in
 

fron
t of th

e violet-eyed elf an
d gen

tly pulled h
er w

axy h
an

ds aw
ay from

 
h

er blubberin
g face. 

“P
lum

b? I w
ould very m

uch
 lik

e a cup of tea w
ith

 th
ree h

on
ey spoon

s. 
M

igh
t you b

e able to h
elp m

e w
ith

 th
at?” 

P
lum

b
 n

odded so violen
tly, h

er little ears flopped in
to H

erm
ion

e’s 

C
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day.” 
Sh

e sn
eered back

 at h
im

, draggin
g h

er fin
gers across h

is orn
ate fram

e 
as h

e gasped in
 in

dign
ation

. 
It w

as difficult for h
er to h

ave n
o purpose. E

ver sin
ce sh

e w
as eleven

, 
H

arry h
ad n

eeded h
er. Sh

e k
n

ew
 th

in
gs. Sh

e h
ad an

sw
ers. A

n
d if sh

e didn
’t 

h
ave th

e an
sw

er, sh
e could look

 it up. 
B

ut sh
e w

as in
capable of an

sw
erin

g certain
 question

s w
ith

 book
s n

ow
. 

Sh
e h

ad survived an
d w

as bein
g protected for reason

s th
at w

ere im
possible 

to un
derstan

d. A
ll h

er captors seem
ed to ask

 of h
er w

as to m
erely exist. 

Sh
e’d turn

ed over a dozen
 possible m

otives in
 h

er m
in

d over th
e last few

 
days, each

 m
ore preposterous th

an
 th

e last. T
h

ey w
ere O

rder sym
path

iz-
ers. D

ouble agen
ts. Savin

g h
er as a bargain

in
g ch

ip in
 th

e even
t th

at 
V

oldem
ort w

as defeated. 
W

h
atever th

eir reason
s for k

eepin
g h

er safe, on
e th

in
g w

as certain
: 

people w
ere dyin

g. H
er frien

ds w
ere dyin

g. Sh
e’d already lost too m

uch
 

tim
e. 

P
ush

in
g open

 th
e library doors, sh

e sh
uffled

 to th
e texts on

 dark
 

m
agic. 
It seem

ed th
at sh

e h
ad several problem

s. 
Firstly, V

oldem
ort h

ad th
e E

lder W
an

d —
 som

eth
in

g sh
e h

ad n
ever 

put as m
uch

 faith
 in

to as H
arry h

ad. Sh
e w

as alw
ays m

ore in
terested in

 th
e 

H
orcruxes. T

h
ey w

ere tan
gible, an

d w
eren

’t rooted in
 fables. 

W
h

ich
 brough

t h
er to h

er secon
d problem

: N
agin

i. T
h

ere w
ere on

ly 
tw

o people alive w
h

o k
n

ew
 about V

oldem
ort’s last H

orcrux: h
er an

d R
on

. 
Sh

e rem
em

bered N
eville run

n
in

g for th
e sn

ak
e in

 th
e courtyard, but sh

e 
couldn

’t b
e sure h

e k
n

ew
 th

e im
portan

ce of it. If som
eon

e w
as able to de-

feat V
oldem

ort, sh
e or R

on
 w

ould h
ave to m

ak
e sure th

e sn
ak

e w
as dead. 

T
h

at seem
ed lik

e such
 a far off problem

. 
T

h
e lock

et, cup, tiara, rin
g, an

d diary w
ere all gon

e. A
 surge of m

em
-

ories rose th
rough

 h
er con

sciousn
ess, un

bidden
. P

arselton
gue, sh

ared 
dream

s, m
in

d con
n

ection
s. W

h
ere sh

e’d th
ough

t th
at m

aybe H
arry w

as…
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Sh
e w

iped h
er clam

m
y h

an
ds on

 h
er trousers an

d forced th
e th

ough
t aside. 

N
on

e of th
at m

attered an
ym

ore. 
W

as N
agin

i really th
e last on

e? O
r h

ad h
e m

ade m
ore? W

as h
is soul 

stable en
ough

 for m
ore? 

H
erm

ion
e reach

ed for a text, h
er ban

daged left arm
 stretch

in
g h

igh
, 

rem
in

din
g h

er of h
er th

ird problem
. T

h
e tattoos. Sh

e w
ouldn

’t b
e able to 

leave th
e estate w

ith
out D

raco. Sh
e could do all th

e research
 in

 th
e w

orld, 
an

sw
er all th

e question
s, an

d still it w
ould b

e poin
tless if sh

e couldn
’t leave 

an
d tell som

eon
e about it. 

If on
ly sh

e could get in
 touch

 w
ith

 G
eorge. Figure out som

e w
ay of 

com
m

un
icatin

g to h
im

, even
 if sh

e couldn
’t leave. B

ut if V
oldem

ort 
look

ed in
to h

er m
in

d again
…

 
Sh

e flipped open
 th

e book
 on

 H
orcruxes sh

e’d been
 look

in
g at last 

w
eek

, search
in

g for th
e passage on

 Fien
dfyre sh

e’d w
an

ted to reread—
 

A
n

d sn
apped th

e book
 closed. H

er m
in

d…
 th

e im
ages sh

e saw
…

 th
e 

th
in

gs sh
e read…

 
V

oldem
ort could see th

em
 all. 

It w
asn

’t just h
er im

portan
t m

em
ories h

e h
ad access to. H

e could see 
an

yth
in

g sh
e did, n

o m
atter h

ow
 m

un
dan

e. P
ages an

d w
ords an

d in
for-

m
ation

. H
er favorite th

in
gs. 

Sh
e put back

 th
e book

 w
ith

 sh
ak

in
g fin

gers, k
n

ow
in

g th
at research

in
g 

H
orcruxes w

as en
ough

 to in
crim

in
ate h

er. Sh
e’d n

ever been
 afraid of h

er 
ow

n
 m

in
d before. B

ut h
er k

n
ow

ledge w
ould betray h

er if V
oldem

ort per-
form

ed L
egilim

en
cy on

 h
er again

. 
Starin

g at th
e book

s, starin
g at th

e sh
elves of a library so dark

 an
d pow

-
erful th

at it could defeat V
oldem

ort an
d h

is E
lder W

an
d w

ith
 on

ly its 
pages w

ielded b
y th

e righ
t person

, H
erm

ion
e realized sh

e couldn
’t use an

y 
of it. 

Sh
e stepped back

, breath
in

g h
ard. T

h
ere w

as n
oth

in
g sh

e could re-
search

. N
oth

in
g w

as safe. Sh
e blin

k
ed quick

ly at th
e stack

s, focusin
g on

 
h

er breath
, feelin

g a sh
arp pain

 in
 h

er ribs. 
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“R
igh

t,” sh
e said. “B

ack
 to w

ork
.” 

>
 

Sh
e studied w

ell in
to th

e even
in

g, spreadin
g texts across th

e large table 
an

d scribblin
g n

otes. It m
igh

t b
e th

e on
ly tim

e at th
e M

an
or sh

e didn
’t 

h
ave to w

orry about bein
g caugh

t, w
ith

 all th
ree M

alfoys aw
ay. Figurin

g 
out th

e suppressan
t potion

 w
as an

 ob
vious ch

oice for h
er. H

avin
g h

er 
m

agic back
 w

ould m
ak

e it easier to escape, on
ce sh

e’d foun
d a w

ay aroun
d 

th
e tattoos. A

n
d if sh

e w
as caugh

t, an
 academ

ic curiosity about th
e sup-

pressan
t potion

 w
asn

’t som
eth

in
g sh

e w
ould b

e k
illed over. 

H
opefully. 

T
h

ere w
ere several h

erbs an
d crush

ed ston
es th

at could w
ard off evil 

spirits, but sh
e w

ouldn
’t k

n
ow

 th
e exact com

bin
ation

s un
less sh

e could 
break

 it dow
n

 in
 a potion

s laboratory. Sh
e’d n

eed a vial of th
e m

in
ty po-

tion
. A

n
d a cauldron

. H
erm

ion
e w

rote dow
n

 an
d pock

eted h
er list of in

-
gredien

ts. 
In

 th
e m

orn
in

g, sh
e strode back

 to th
e k

itch
en

s. T
h

e elves look
ed up 

from
 th

eir w
ash

in
g. R

em
m

y alm
ost rolled h

er eyes. 
“M

iss is h
un

gry?” 
“N

o, th
an

k
 you.” Sh

e sm
iled. “I w

as just h
opin

g for a cup of tea?” 
P

lum
b

 jum
ped off of h

er stool w
rin

gin
g h

er h
an

ds. “M
iss calls for 

P
lum

b? P
lum

b
 did n

ot h
ear!” 

“N
o, n

o. I didn
’t call.” Sh

e w
aved h

er h
an

ds, h
opin

g to k
eep P

lum
b 

from
 ban

gin
g th

e k
ettle over h

er h
ead. “I w

as just goin
g to visit, an

d ask
 

for you to m
ak

e it h
ere.” 

W
h

ere I can
 w

atch
 you. 

P
lum

b
 leapt to w

ork
, settin

g a fire un
der th

e k
ettle. 

“I’ll just grab
 th

e sugar for you,” sh
e said, startin

g for th
e sh

elves. 
W

ren
ch

in
g th

e cabin
ets open

, sh
e search

ed for potion
 vials k

ept in
 h

an
dy 

location
s for pourin

g in
to tea. 

“M
iss n

ot lik
e h

ow
 P

lum
b m

ak
es?” 
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en
em

y. In
terestin

g, con
siderin

g th
at sh

e w
as h

ere to sn
oop. 

H
er h

ead pressed again
st th

e in
visible barrier, tiltin

g to th
e side to view

 
th

e in
terior w

alls. A
 series of book

sh
elves th

at h
ad h

er fin
gers itch

in
g 

lin
ed th

e left w
all. W

ouldn
’t it b

e in
terestin

g to see w
h

at book
s L

ucius 
M

alfoy k
ept at h

is disposal? K
ept out of th

e library? 
A

fter ten
 m

in
utes of squin

tin
g at th

e titles on
 h

is sh
elf, sh

e w
an

dered 
to th

e library, ready to tack
le on

e of h
er m

an
y problem

s. Sh
e ran

 th
rough

 
th

e question
s sh

e h
ad, prioritized th

em
, an

d tried to fin
d w

ork
able solu-

tion
s. 

T
h

e m
ost pressin

g question
 w

as con
tin

gen
t on

 D
raco’s h

ealth
. If h

e 
died, w

h
at w

ould becom
e of h

er? Sh
e trusted N

arcissa’s k
in

dn
ess in

 h
er 

curren
t circum

stan
ces, but sh

e w
asn

’t certain
 h

ow
 far it w

ould exten
d. If 

sh
e could n

o lon
ger reside at M

alfoy M
an

or, w
h

ere w
ould th

ey sen
d h

er? 
W

ould sh
e go back

 to A
uction

? 
P

ush
in

g open
 th

e library doors, sh
e brush

ed aside th
e fleetin

g, w
istful 

h
ope th

at sh
e’d fin

d D
raco at th

e stack
s, turn

in
g to h

er an
d liftin

g a brow
. 

H
an

ds on
 h

er h
ips, stan

din
g before a vast library en

tirely at h
er dis-

posal, H
erm

ion
e prioritized. 

T
h

ere w
as n

o preceden
t for th

e A
uction

 th
at sh

e w
as aw

are of, w
h

ich
 

m
ean

t it w
ould b

e futile to research
 th

e k
in

ds of rules th
ey m

ade for th
e 

death
 of a buyer. Sh

e filed th
at question

 aw
ay, un

able to an
sw

er it. 
H

orcruxes, tattoos, or suppressan
ts. W

h
ich

 sh
ould sh

e focus on
 today? 

A
 dark

 th
ough

t pressed over h
er as h

er eyes sk
im

m
ed th

e stack
s. D

id an
y 

of th
is m

atter? T
h

ey lost. Y
ou lost. 

H
er lips pressed togeth

er. Sh
e took

 a deep breath
. 

M
agic suppression

. T
h

at’s w
h

at sh
e’d look

 in
to today. 

T
h

row
in

g caution
 to th

e w
in

d, sh
e turn

ed to th
e library catalog an

d 
said, “Sh

ow
 m

e book
s on

 m
agic suppression

.” A
n

d th
en

 as an
 after-

th
ough

t, “P
lease.” 

A
n

 eerie sh
ufflin

g soun
d from

 th
e stack

s, an
d sh

e eyed several book
s 

pulled from
 th

eir h
om

es an
d h

overin
g in

 th
e aisles. 
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H
er m

in
d w

asn
’t h

er ow
n

. Sh
e felt h

is presen
ce in

side, slick
 lik

e oil. It 
h

ad been
 alm

ost tw
o w

eek
s sin

ce h
e h

ad in
vaded h

er con
sciousn

ess. P
er-

h
aps h

e w
ouldn

’t again
. B

ut could sh
e coun

t on
 it? 

Sh
e lean

ed back
 on

 th
e sh

elves, closin
g h

er eyes, tryin
g to fin

d a w
ay 

out. T
h

e soun
d of sh

ufflin
g to h

er left sn
apped h

er eyes open
. A

 book
 slith

-
ered from

 a sh
elf dow

n
 an

 aisle an
d h

overed, as if it h
ad been

 called. B
lin

k
-

in
g, sh

e turn
ed to see if an

yon
e w

as at th
e catalogue at th

e fron
t. 

N
o on

e. 
T

h
e book

 h
overed. H

erm
ion

e m
oved dow

n
 th

e aisle, w
alk

in
g carefully 

tow
ard th

e text. C
lose en

ough
 to grasp it, an

d sh
e read th

e spin
e. 

M
in

d T
ricks for B

egin
n

ers. 
H

er h
eart stuttered in

 h
er ch

est as sh
e reach

ed for th
e th

in
 book

. It fell 
in

to h
er h

an
ds lik

e an
 apple from

 a tree. Sh
e stared at th

e cover blan
k

ly 
for a m

in
ute before dartin

g h
er h

ead aroun
d th

e corn
er—

perh
aps a m

em
-

ber of th
e fam

ily w
as playin

g trick
s on

 h
er? B

ut th
ere w

as n
o on

e th
ere. 

H
erm

ion
e retreated from

 view
 an

d flipped to th
e table of con

ten
ts, fin

-
gers trem

blin
g. 

O
cclum

en
cy an

d L
egilim

en
cy. 

A
 book

 on
 sh

ieldin
g on

e’s th
ough

ts. H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed, w

on
derin

g 
if th

e library catalogue provided h
elp w

ith
out prom

ptin
g. 

O
cclum

en
cy w

ould b
e th

e best protection
 from

 V
oldem

ort’s probin
g, 

but it w
as a m

agical ability. A
n

d sh
e didn

’t h
ave m

agic. N
or did sh

e h
ave 

th
e tim

e for th
e years of study it w

ould tak
e to k

eep V
oldem

ort out of h
er 

m
in

d en
tirely. 

Sh
e 

read
 

th
e 

ch
apter 

titles: 
M

editation
 

C
learin

g 
Y

our 
M

in
d 

W
alls an

d D
oorw

ays 
From

 th
e little sh

e k
n

ew
 of O

cclum
en

cy from
 h

er ow
n

 readin
g an

d 
H

arry’s lesson
s, it required a focused m

in
d. Sh

e used to bite back
 a rem

ark
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w
h

en
ever H

arry m
oan

ed about Sn
ape’s m

eth
ods, certain

 th
at h

er m
in

d—
h

er disciplin
ed m

in
d—

could h
ave succeeded w

ith
 far less w

h
in

gin
g. 

Sh
e look

ed aroun
d th

e library again
 for oth

er h
overin

g book
s, h

alf 
expectin

g H
arry to em

erge from
 h

is In
visibility C

loak
, teasin

g h
er about 

spen
din

g all day am
on

gst th
e book

s. 
T

h
e space beh

in
d h

er eyes burn
ed an

d sh
e sw

allow
ed, blin

k
in

g rapidly. 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 again

 w
ith

 blurry eyes. T
h

e first ch
apters soun

ded sim
ple 

en
ough

, possibly n
on

-m
agical m

editation
. 

H
erm

ion
e slid th

e th
in

 book
 in

to a large fiction
, an

d began
 h

er slow
 

journ
ey back

 to h
er room

. 
Sh

e w
as just passin

g several doors th
at sh

e k
n

ew
 lead to private studies 

an
d loun

ges w
h

en
 sh

e h
eard voices. N

arcissa’s m
elodic h

um
 pierced th

e 
crack

s in
 th

e door an
d H

erm
ion

e stilled, listen
in

g w
ith

 h
eld breath

. 
“W

h
y does it h

ave to b
e you?” N

arcissa said sh
arply. 

“W
h

y does it h
ave to b

e an
y of us?” L

ucius replied. “H
e’s probably 

fallen
 asleep in

 h
is din

n
er som

ew
h

ere. O
r h

ad a h
eart attack

 w
h

ile w
ith

 
on

e of h
is paid M

uggle w
h

ores.” 
“L

ucius, th
is could b

e serious.” 
H

erm
ion

e pressed closer, h
er ears strain

in
g as L

ucius m
um

bled som
e-

th
in

g low
 an

d placatin
g. 

“H
ow

 lon
g?” N

arcissa ask
ed. 

“A
 w

eek
,” L

ucius said, h
is voice closer to th

e door. H
erm

ion
e jum

ped
 

back
, frozen

 in
 h

orror—
 but it seem

ed th
at L

ucius w
as pacin

g. H
is voice 

distan
t again

 as h
e said, “H

e’s ign
ored th

ree sum
m

on
s.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes w

iden
ed at h

er sh
oes, book

s pressed tigh
t to h

er ch
est. 

A
 D

eath
 E

ater h
ad been

 ign
orin

g V
oldem

ort? 
“Som

eth
in

g’s h
appen

ed to h
im

, L
ucius. H

e w
ould n

ever defy th
e D

ark
 

L
ord.” A

n
d th

en
 un

der h
er breath

: “H
e doesn

’t h
ave th

e brain
s for th

at.” 
L

ucius h
issed at h

er. “N
on

e of th
at. W

e are in
 n

o position
 to th

in
k

 
th

ose th
ough

ts.” 
A

 lon
g pause. T

h
en

 N
arcissa sigh

ed. “H
ow

 lon
g w

ill you b
e gon

e?” 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 11 

16
3 

“H
ello again

,” H
erm

ion
e ch

irped. “P
each

, isn
’t it?” 

T
h

e older elf frow
n

ed an
d said, “P

lum
b.” 

“A
h

. Y
es.” Sh

e felt h
eat clim

bin
g h

er n
eck

. 
T

h
ey all stared at each

 oth
er. 

“M
iss w

an
ts din

n
er n

ow
?” R

em
m

y glared. 
“N

o, n
o.” Sh

e tried restin
g casually on

 th
e back

 of a sm
all elf ch

air. It 
teetered, an

d sh
e straigh

ten
ed again

. “E
r, h

ow
 lon

g h
ave you been

 w
ork

-
in

g for th
e M

alfoys?” 
“P

lum
b

 w
as born

 h
ere.” 

“O
h

?” H
er brow

s jum
ped, an

d sh
e faced P

lum
b. “So a very lon

g tim
e! I 

h
ave read th

at h
ouse-elves can

 live to tw
o h

un
dred.” 

P
lum

b
 scow

led at h
er. “P

lum
b is forty-six.” 

“R
igh

t.” H
er face flush

ed. “W
ell th

en
, you all m

ust rem
em

ber D
ob

by! 
H

e w
as a dear frien

d of m
in

e.” 
T

h
e elf in

 th
e back

 let out a tuttin
g soun

d, an
d R

em
m

y’s expression
 

didn
’t ch

an
ge. It seem

ed sh
e gain

ed n
o clout b

y m
en

tion
in

g th
at n

am
e 

h
ere. 

“P
lease, do go on

.” Sh
e gestured vaguely at th

eir w
ork

. “I just w
an

ted 
to visit. P

erh
aps ch

at a bit.” 
T

h
ey stared at h

er. T
h

e k
n

ives h
ad ceased th

eir ch
oppin

g. Sh
e open

ed 
h

er m
outh

. A
n

d closed it. 
“Y

es, alrigh
t. I’ll tak

e din
n

er n
ow

.” 
So sh

e ate at 2pm
 th

at day. 
L

ater, sh
e’d retraced h

er steps tow
ards L

ucius’s study, positive it w
ould 

still b
ar h

er, but con
ten

t to try regardless. T
h

e door h
an

dle turn
ed un

der 
h

er fin
gers, an

d to h
er surprise, sh

e could push
 th

e door open
 fully w

ith
 a 

sh
ove. H

er h
an

d pressed again
st th

e barrier —
 still block

ed out. 
Sh

e stared in
to th

e dim
 room

, th
e w

in
dow

 beh
in

d th
e desk

 castin
g late 

aftern
oon

 sh
adow

s forw
ard. Spyin

g a Foe G
lass on

 a sh
elf, H

erm
ion

e eyed 
it, w

aitin
g to see if h

er face clarified an
d form

ed in
 th

e fog. Silh
ouettes 

sh
ifted, passin

g in
 th

e void, but th
e G

lass didn
’t recogn

ize h
er as an
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11 
t h

ad been
 alm

ost a w
eek

 sin
ce H

erm
ion

e h
ad been

 left alon
e in

 th
e 

M
an

or, an
d sh

e th
ough

t sh
e’d explored every in

ch
 of it b

y n
ow

. Sh
e 

k
ept h

er m
in

d occupied b
y catalogin

g each
 room

, search
in

g for clues 
or possible w

eapon
s. A

s th
e days passed, sh

e realized sh
e couldn

’t h
old 

out h
ope th

at th
e M

alfoys w
ould b

e th
e n

ext faces sh
e saw

. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 th

e O
cclum

en
cy book

 to th
e con

servatory every 
m

orn
in

g, breath
in

g in
 th

e plan
ts an

d h
on

in
g h

er m
editation

 sk
ills. A

t 
n

igh
t, th

e corridors seem
ed to creak

 w
ith

 th
e M

an
or’s h

eavy years, so H
er-

m
ion

e stayed in
side h

er bedroom
 on

ce th
e sun

 set. Sh
e k

ept m
eals in

 h
er 

room
, an

d n
o on

e w
as h

appier about th
at th

an
 R

em
m

y, w
h

o seem
ed quite 

pleased to see as little of H
erm

ion
e as possible. 

O
n

 th
e secon

d day of h
er solitude, H

erm
ion

e discovered th
e k

itch
en

s. 
T

h
ree elves w

ork
ed alon

gside R
em

m
y, clean

in
g an

d m
ak

in
g din

n
er for 

n
o on

e. 
“H

ello.” 
Four pairs of h

an
ds paused, an

d four pairs of eyes turn
ed to h

er in
 var-

yin
g sh

ades of violet an
d green

. 
Sh

e cleared h
er th

roat. “I’m
 H

erm
ion

e.” 
R

em
m

y w
addled to h

er, scow
lin

g. “M
iss is h

un
gry? A

lready?” 
“E

r, n
o.” Sh

e tried a sm
ile. “I just w

an
ted to in

troduce m
yself. A

n
d

 
m

eet you all.” Surely th
e elves h

ad th
e m

ost in
form

ation
 about th

e M
alfoy 

fam
ily secrets. N

ever a b
ad idea to befrien

d an
 elf. 

T
h

ey stared at h
er. It w

as silen
t except for th

e soun
d of ch

oppin
g veg-

etables from
 th

e en
ch

an
ted k

n
ives. C

losest to h
er w

as th
e elf th

at deliv-
ered tea on

 h
er first n

igh
t. 

I 
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“Just overn
igh

t.” 
“C

an
’t you tak

e som
eon

e w
ith

 you? Y
axley?” 

“E
veryon

e else is con
cern

ed w
ith

 th
e M

acn
air estate.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s m

in
d spun

. T
h

e M
acn

air estate w
as w

h
ere R

on
 h

ad been
 

at on
e poin

t. M
acn

air h
ad bough

t R
on

, A
n

gelin
a Joh

n
son

, an
d L

un
a. 

If all D
eath

 E
aters w

ere con
cen

tratin
g th

eir atten
tion

 to th
e M

acn
air 

estate…
 If som

eon
e else h

ad disappeared com
pletely…

 Som
eth

in
g w

as un
-

ravelin
g. 

“I n
eed”—

N
arcissa cleared h

er th
roat—

”I n
eed to see about lun

ch
.” A

 
scrapin

g of furn
iture legs. “Y

ou’ll join
 m

e for tea before you leave?” 
“I…

 I h
ave several th

in
gs—

” 
“I don

’t care. I’ll see you for tea.” 
T

h
ere w

as a flurry of footsteps an
d H

erm
ion

e duck
ed beh

in
d a bust of 

L
ucius M

alfoy I just as th
e door flew

 open
, squeezin

g h
erself tigh

t so sh
e 

w
ouldn

’t b
e seen

. 
N

arcissa’s h
eels click

ed aw
ay dow

n
 th

e ston
es, an

d on
ce sh

e’d roun
ded

 
th

e corn
er leadin

g to th
e k

itch
en

s, H
erm

ion
e stood tall again

 an
d spun

 
silen

tly on
 h

er h
eel to run

 back
 to h

er room
. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” L

ucius called out from
 in

side th
e room

. 
H

erm
ion

e froze, h
eart poun

din
g. H

ow
 h

ad sh
e given

 h
erself aw

ay? Sh
e 

forced h
erself to m

ove, steppin
g in

to th
e doorw

ay to fin
d L

ucius scrib-
blin

g w
ith

 a quill at a desk
 in

 an
 im

pressive study. H
e didn

’t look
 up at 

h
er. “I tak

e it th
at you h

ave a h
abit of listen

in
g at doors lik

e a ch
ild, th

en
?” 

H
is ton

e w
as lyrical. 

T
h

e ten
sion

 in
 h

er sh
oulders m

elted. H
e w

asn
’t goin

g to k
ill h

er for 
w

h
at sh

e h
eard. Just m

ock
 h

er to death
. Sh

e braced h
erself, assum

in
g th

e 
polite th

in
g to do w

ould be to en
ter th

e room
 an

d—
 

Sh
e stum

bled back
w

ard. T
h

ere w
as a barrier in

 th
e doorw

ay. Sim
ilar to 

th
e on

e on
 h

er patio. Sh
e couldn

’t lift h
er foot to step th

rough
. 

“O
h

, n
o,” h

e said, lean
in

g back
 in

 h
is leath

er ch
air. “T

h
at w

asn
’t an

 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

14
8
 

in
vitation

.” H
e pulled th

e feath
er of th

e quill betw
een

 h
is fin

gertips an
d 

stared at h
er. “I suppose you’ve com

e to th
an

k
 m

e for pullin
g your sh

ak
in

g 
an

d droolin
g body up th

e h
ill an

d back
 in

side th
e barrier.” 

Sh
e n

arrow
ed h

er eyes, h
er tem

per sh
arpen

in
g lik

e a k
n

ife again
st th

e 
ston

e. “Y
es, I w

as surprised to fin
d th

at you’d carried m
e—

” 
“H

eaven
s, n

o.” H
e lifted a brow

 at h
er. “I grabbed your arm

 an
d pulled 

you beh
in

d m
e lik

e a dog.” 
Sh

e glared at h
im

, k
n

ow
in

g th
at w

asn
’t true. B

ut h
e w

as purposefully 
distractin

g h
er. Sh

e w
on

dered h
ow

 far sh
e could push

 h
im

. 
“W

h
o is m

issin
g?” 

H
e tilted h

is h
ead at h

er, an
d sh

e expected silen
ce, or an

oth
er in

sult, 
or a taun

tin
g “com

e again
?” 

“G
regory G

oyle,” h
e said, addin

g, “Sen
ior.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
, surprised b

y an
 h

on
est an

sw
er. O

r a supposedly 
h

on
est an

sw
er. 

If h
e w

as tellin
g th

e truth
, w

h
y w

ould G
oyle disobey V

oldem
ort? H

e 
w

as on
e of th

e on
es w

h
o h

ad return
ed im

m
ediately. H

e w
as in

 th
e grave-

yard in
 L

ittle H
an

gleton
. W

ere th
ey sure h

e w
as alive? 

L
ook

in
g up at h

im
 again

, H
erm

ion
e k

n
ew

 L
ucius w

as readin
g h

er face, 
k

n
ew

 h
er m

in
d w

as w
h

irrin
g. 

“I’ll give you on
e m

ore question
,” h

e said, eyes glitterin
g. “B

etter m
ak

e 
it w

orth
w

h
ile.” 

Sh
e felt h

er h
eart stutter in

 h
er ch

est. H
e w

an
ted to play a gam

e? W
ait-

in
g for th

e righ
t question

 to com
e to h

er, H
erm

ion
e stood frozen

, rooted 
to th

e floor, 
W

h
y did D

raco purch
ase m

e? 
W

h
o h

as access to N
agin

i? 
W

h
at h

as G
eorge don

e to an
ger V

oldem
ort? 

“W
h

y are th
e D

eath
 E

aters gath
ered at th

e M
acn

air estate?” H
er voice 

click
ed, an

d sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 if sh

e’d ch
osen

 th
e righ

t question
 out of th

e 
th

ousan
ds in

 h
er m

in
d. 

C
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“H
ello.” 

R
em

m
y said n

oth
in

g, but sen
t th

e tray to h
er side table. 

“W
ill M

rs. M
alfoy b

e join
in

g m
e today?” H

erm
ion

e ask
ed. 

“M
istress is gon

e.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed. “O
h

. G
on

e?” 
R

em
m

y n
odded, face scrun

ch
in

g in
to a tigh

t sorrow
—

th
e m

ost em
o-

tion
 H

erm
ion

e h
ad seen

 from
 th

e elf yet. 
“M

aster M
alfoy is h

urt.” 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er blood rush

in
g in

 h
er ears. 

“W
h

ich
 M

aster M
alfoy?” sh

e ask
ed. 

R
em

m
y frow

n
ed w

ith
 w

atery eyes. “M
aster D

raco.” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed an
d look

ed dow
n

 at h
er arm

, expectin
g…

 som
eth

in
g. 

“T
h

an
k

 you, R
em

m
y.” 

R
em

m
y left th

e room
. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e stared at th
e closed door. 

D
raco w

as in
jured. A

n
d it w

as serious en
ough

 th
at N

arcissa left to b
e 

w
ith

 h
im

. Sh
e stared dow

n
 at h

er break
fast tray, w

on
derin

g w
h

at w
ould 

h
appen

 to h
er if D

raco died. Surely if h
e h

ad, th
e tattoo w

ould h
ave alerted 

h
er? A

 sudden
, in

explicable terror seized h
er ribs, th

e pressure so over-
w

h
elm

in
g sh

e foun
d h

erself gaspin
g for air. Sh

e screw
ed h

er eyes sh
ut an

d 
drew

 on
 th

e m
editation

 sh
e’d been

 practicin
g un

til it passed. Sh
e lean

ed 
again

st th
e book

sh
elves, savorin

g th
e feelin

g of th
e w

ood pressin
g in

to 
h

er spin
e, an

d stared out h
er w

in
dow

s. 
If D

raco died, w
ould sh

e go back
 to D

oloh
ov? 

Sh
e forced h

erself to breath
e. 

Sh
e tried, but failed, to fin

d a scrap of joy th
at th

ere h
ad been

 som
e 

k
in

d of victory for th
e rebellion

. T
h

e guilt tw
isted h

eavy in
 h

er gut w
h

ile 
sh

e w
aited for n

ew
s of D

raco’s h
ealth

, w
atch

in
g as th

e sun
 rose h

igh
er in

 
th

e sk
y, an

d began
 to fall again

. 
A

 ch
ill passed th

rough
 h

er at th
e realization

 th
at sh

e w
as alon

e at M
al-

foy M
an

or for th
e in

defin
ite future, w

an
dless, w

ith
 on

ly th
e elves for com

-
pan

y.
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H
erm

ion
e, an

d follow
ed h

is fath
er out. 

T
h

ey’d been
 called. A

bruptly. P
ossibly a reflection

 of V
oldem

ort’s 
m

ood. 
T

h
ey w

ere gon
e for several lon

g m
om

en
ts before H

erm
ion

e rem
em

-
bered to breath

e again
. H

er stom
ach

 tw
isted, even

 th
ough

 sh
e felt lik

e sh
e 

sh
ould rejoice if som

eth
in

g w
as w

ron
g. 

N
arcissa folded h

er h
an

ds on
 th

e table, pressin
g h

er lips togeth
er. H

er-
m

ion
e w

aited, n
ot darin

g to speak
. 

“It w
as lik

e th
is before,” N

arcissa said, voice low
 an

d som
ber. “H

e’d 
leave, an

d I’d w
on

der w
h

en
 I’d see h

im
 again

.” Sh
e pressed h

er fin
gers to 

h
er m

outh
 an

d said, “A
n

d n
ow

 it’s both
 of th

em
.” 

H
erm

ion
e sat still as a statue. Sh

e stared at D
raco’s em

pty ch
air, th

in
k

-
in

g of h
er m

issin
g frien

ds. 
N

arcissa turn
ed to h

er. “A
re your paren

ts safe?” Sh
e reach

ed out an
d

 
took

 H
erm

ion
e’s h

an
d. “I n

ever k
n

ew
 h

ow
 to ask

 about th
em

.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, tears prick
in

g beh
in

d h
er eyes. “Y

es,” sh
e m

an
-

aged. “T
h

ey’re safe. T
h

ey’re aw
ay.” 

N
arcissa n

odded, an
d turn

ed h
er eyes back

 to D
raco’s soup bow

l. 
T

h
ey stayed lik

e th
at un

til M
ippy cam

e to an
n

oun
ce th

e n
ext course. 

>
 

B
efore bed, H

erm
ion

e foun
d all seven

 G
ain

sw
orth

 book
s placed on

 h
er 

bedside table. Sh
e felt som

eth
in

g lik
e guilt w

h
en

 sh
e first saw

 th
em

, but 
sh

e set it aside an
d allow

ed h
erself to get lost in

 th
e pages. Sh

e read th
e 

first before fallin
g asleep. T

h
at n

igh
t, sh

e dream
ed of h

er favorite story 
in

stead of h
er usual n

igh
tm

are, w
h

ere H
arry or L

un
a slipped th

rough
 h

er 
fin

gers an
d fell som

ew
h

ere far beyon
d h

er reach
. 

Sh
e w

ok
e late th

e n
ext m

orn
in

g. It w
as past n

in
e w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ally 
tested, “M

ippy?” N
oth

in
g h

appen
ed. Sh

e frow
n

ed. 
A

t 9:20
, a k

n
ock

 cam
e from

 th
e door. Sh

e open
ed it to fin

d a scow
lin

g 
R

em
m

y w
ith

 th
e break

fast tray. 

C
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H
e steepled h

is fin
gers, an

d gazed at h
er over th

e tops of th
em

. “T
o 

in
vestigate th

e recen
t m

urder of W
alden

 M
acn

air, an
d subsequen

t escape 
of h

is prison
er.” 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed. R

on
. O

r…
 prison

er, sin
gular? 

Sh
e open

ed h
er lips—

 
“A

sk
 an

d you w
ill receive w

ith
in

 reason
, M

iss G
ran

ger,” h
e cut in

, ef-
fectively silen

cin
g h

er. “C
reepin

g about lik
e a m

ouse is un
becom

in
g.” H

is 
eyes dug in

to h
er, flick

erin
g dow

n
 to th

e book
 in

 h
er arm

s an
d back

. “D
o 

en
joy your readin

g. H
opefully it’s som

eth
in

g…
 in

structive.” 
Sh

e stared at h
im

, h
er sk

in
 feelin

g too tigh
t. H

is face w
as im

passive. 
H

er fin
gers curled tigh

ter aroun
d th

e O
cclum

en
cy b

ook
, tuck

ed in
to 

th
e larger fiction

 book
. D

id h
e k

n
ow

? D
id h

e…
? 

“T
h

an
k

 you, I w
ill,” sh

e replied. 
H

e look
ed aw

ay, break
in

g h
er gaze. “C

ould you close th
e door before 

you go?” Sh
e n

arrow
ed h

er eyes at h
im

. T
h

e door h
an

dle w
as past th

e bar-
rier sh

e couldn
’t pass. H

is lips quirk
ed. “O

h
 yes, of course.” 

A
n

d w
ith

 a w
ave of h

is h
an

d th
e door slam

m
ed in

 h
er face. 

Sh
e frow

n
ed at th

e w
ood, in

ch
es from

 h
er n

ose. N
o doubt th

at con
ver-

sation
 w

ould tak
e h

er w
eek

s to un
tan

gle. 
W

an
derin

g back
 to h

er room
, tak

in
g th

e stairs slow
ly for h

er ach
in

g 
m

uscles, H
erm

ion
e started w

ith
 item

 n
um

ber on
e. 

G
oyle’s fath

er w
as m

issin
g. Sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 an
yth

in
g else, except th

at 
V

oldem
ort w

as sen
din

g L
ucius M

alfoy to in
vestigate. P

erh
aps h

e h
ad been

 
m

urdered an
d L

ucius w
as h

eaded to fin
d h

is body. 
Secon

d item
: W

alden
 M

acn
air w

as dead. A
n

d a sin
gular prison

er h
ad

 
escaped. L

ast sh
e’d h

eard, R
on

 h
ad been

 sum
m

on
ed

 b
y V

oldem
ort, so it 

w
as possible th

at it w
as A

n
gelin

a w
h

o h
ad gotten

 out. W
as it G

eorge? H
ad 

h
e com

e for h
is broth

er? 
A

n
d w

h
y w

as L
ucius M

alfoy tellin
g h

er all of th
is? W

h
at could h

e gain
 

from
 passin

g in
form

ation
 to h

er? W
as it even

 th
e truth

? W
h

at gam
e w

as 
h

e playin
g? 
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Sh
e reach

ed th
e top of th

e stairs, h
er book

 pressin
g in

to h
er ribs, an

d
 

w
on

dered about th
e O

cclum
en

cy book
 th

at h
ad h

overed for h
er to fin

d. 
D

id L
ucius plan

t it th
ere for h

er? W
h

at possible ben
efit could O

cclum
en

cy 
give h

er if sh
e didn

’t h
ave m

agic? 
P

ausin
g in

 fron
t of h

er doorw
ay, H

erm
ion

e breath
ed deep w

ith
 th

e 
exertion

. 
D

id sh
e h

ave m
agic? 

W
as th

e m
in

ty potion
 truly bein

g served? 
Sh

e push
ed open

 th
e door, an

d stood in
 th

e m
iddle of h

er room
. T

urn
-

in
g to h

er book
sh

elf, sh
e reach

ed an
 arm

 out, focusin
g h

er en
ergy on

 
brin

gin
g a blue spin

e to h
er. 

N
oth

in
g. 

V
isualizin

g h
er w

an
d in

 h
er h

an
d, sh

e con
cen

trated on
 th

e m
agic sh

e 
w

as born
 w

ith
. T

h
e m

agic th
at m

ade h
er float th

e n
eigh

bor’s cat w
h

en
 

sh
e w

as seven
. T

h
e m

agic th
at set B

eck
y T

rack
er’s h

air on
 fire w

h
en

 sh
e 

w
as ten

. 
Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e felt som

eth
in

g figh
tin

g in
 h

er vein
s. 

B
ut n

oth
in

g. 
Sh

e dropped h
er arm

. It seem
ed th

e M
alfoys follow

ed som
e of th

e rules 
on

 slaves after all. P
erh

aps it h
ad been

 th
e en

ch
an

ted library catalogue 
th

at called th
e book

 for h
er. 

Sigh
in

g, sh
e settled in

to th
e w

in
gback

 ch
air th

at faced th
e w

in
dow

s 
an

d open
ed th

e th
in

 book
. 

C
h

apter O
n

e: M
editation

. 

>
 

T
h

ree days later, sh
e w

as o
n

 h
er sixth

 reread of M
in

d T
ricks for B

egin
n

ers, 
fin

din
g it very difficult to read th

eories an
d tech

n
iques w

ith
out th

e prac-
tical application

. It felt lik
e h

er year before H
ogw

arts w
h

en
 sh

e h
ad gob-

bled up all of th
e m

agical book
s sh

e could get h
er h

an
ds on

, but h
adn

’t 
been

 able to practice an
yth

in
g w

ith
out a w

an
d. 
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as h
e stared at N

arcissa, h
is features clouded w

ith
 irritation

. H
erm

ion
e 

n
arrow

ed h
er eyes. 

It w
ouldn

’t h
ave h

appen
ed if h

e’d been
 m

ore open
 w

ith
 h

er. If h
e 

h
adn

’t k
ept h

er in
 th

e dark
 sin

ce th
e m

om
en

t sh
e’d set foot on

 th
e 

M
an

or’s m
arbled floors. 

“I don
’t regret th

at ‘w
alk

’ on
e bit. In

 fact, it w
as quite in

form
ative,” 

sh
e said sh

arply. D
raco’s eyes sn

apped up to h
er. “I’d lik

e access to m
y bal-

con
y back

, b
y th

e w
ay.” 

L
ucius m

uttered, “Y
our balcon

y…
” 

N
arcissa sw

ept up h
er w

in
e glass an

d van
ish

ed beh
in

d th
e brim

. 
“A

n
d w

h
y w

ould I do th
at, if you’re so fon

d of in
jurin

g yourself?” 
D

raco said, pattin
g h

is m
outh

 w
ith

 h
is n

apk
in

. 
H

erm
ion

e squared h
er sh

oulders. “T
h

e lik
elih

ood of dyin
g from

 a 
th

ree-story fall is so low
—

” 
H

is gaze h
arden

ed. “If I k
n

ow
 you, you’ll accom

plish
 it.” 

“W
ell, I h

ardly see th
e differen

ce,” sh
e said, feelin

g h
er blood pulsin

g. 
“I’m

 just as lik
ely to b

e in
jured in

 m
y room

 as out of it.” 
Sh

e felt th
e air in

 th
e room

 pull tigh
t, lik

e a strin
g, vibratin

g. D
raco’s 

eye tw
itch

ed. H
e took

 a deep breath
, but n

oth
in

g cam
e from

 h
is lips. 

Sh
e look

ed to L
ucius, raisin

g a brow
 over h

is w
in

e glass, an
d th

en
 to 

N
arcissa, starin

g dow
n

 in
to h

er em
pty soup bow

l, look
in

g stran
gely lost 

at th
e rem

in
der of h

er sister’s sudden
 appearan

ce in
 M

an
or. 

“T
h

at w
on

’t h
appen

 again
,” D

raco w
h

ispered. H
e stared at h

er, eyes 
h

ot an
d in

ten
se. “Sh

e’s been
 barred from

 th
e estate.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed, stun

n
ed. D

raco parted h
is lips to con

tin
ue—

 
H

e jerk
ed, a gasp of pain

. T
h

e spoon
 clattered in

 th
e em

pty bow
l. H

e 
stood, ch

air push
in

g back
 from

 th
e table w

ith
 a rack

et. 
L

ucius w
as on

 h
is feet too, rubbin

g h
is forearm

. 
“W

e h
ave to go.” 

H
e w

alk
ed quick

ly to N
arcissa’s side, placin

g a k
iss on

 h
er ch

eek
bon

e 
before sw

eepin
g from

 th
e room

. D
raco k

issed h
is m

oth
er, slid h

is eyes to 
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“T
h

at’s en
ough

, L
ucius,” said N

arcissa stern
ly. H

e relen
ted after a m

o-
m

en
t, loun

gin
g back

 in
 h

is ch
air, a sm

irk
 curvin

g h
is lips. 

D
raco cleared h

is th
roat an

d took
 a deep sip from

 h
is goblet. 

T
h

an
k

fully, th
e first course arrived fillin

g th
e soup bow

ls, an
d M

ippy 
appeared at H

erm
ion

e’s elbow
 again

. 
“T

h
is is M

ippy’s favorite! P
um

pk
in

 soup! M
ippy m

ak
es it special for 

M
iss—

” 
“D

o you plan
 on

 an
n

oun
cin

g every course?” cam
e L

ucius’s steely voice. 
“L

ucius,” N
arcissa w

arn
ed. Sh

e turn
ed to h

er elf. “T
h

an
k

 you, M
ippy.” 

M
ippy tw

irled h
er ear an

d van
ish

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 a deep breath

 th
rough

 h
er lun

gs. T
h

e m
ore sh

e bit 
back

, th
e m

ore difficult h
e could m

ak
e it for h

er. Sh
e sh

oved h
er an

ger 
aside an

d docum
en

ted w
h

ich
 spoon

 N
arcissa ch

ose, pick
in

g up th
e sam

e. 
Sh

e tried th
e soup w

ith
 as m

uch
 grace as sh

e could m
uster, n

oticin
g th

at 
each

 M
alfoy sat ram

rod straigh
t, dippin

g th
eir spoon

s w
ith

 th
e sam

e ele-
gan

ce an
d balan

ce. 
T

h
e soup van

ish
ed h

er sour m
ood, at least tem

porarily. It w
as…

 to die 
for. N

arcissa h
eld con

versation
 quite w

ell for som
eon

e w
h

o could talk
 

about n
oth

in
g goin

g on
 outside th

e M
an

or itself. Sh
e foun

d w
ays to in

-
clude all th

ree reluctan
t parties at th

e table, ask
in

g question
s or com

-
m

en
tin

g upon
 th

eir daily activities. 
B

ut n
o m

atter w
h

at N
arcissa did, sh

e could n
ot get D

raco to en
gage. 

W
h

ereas L
ucius h

ad a sarcastic com
m

en
t at every turn

, D
raco seem

ed as 
distan

t as possible. 
“W

ell, I h
appen

 to love w
alk

in
g aroun

d th
e estate in

 th
e m

orn
in

gs,” 
N

arcissa said to H
erm

ion
e, after failin

g yet again
 to en

gage h
er son

. “It’s 
so tran

quil. T
h

e groun
ds truly w

ak
e w

ith
 you.” 

“G
ran

ger’s already gon
e on

 a m
orn

in
g w

alk
, M

oth
er,” cam

e a caustic 
voice. “Y

ou can
 stop sellin

g it to h
er. Sh

e w
as alm

ost k
illed last tim

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed up at D

raco. H
is h

an
d w

as frozen
 o

n
 h

is soup spoon
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P
erh

aps sh
e w

asn
’t cut out for O

cclum
en

cy, an
d sh

e’d been
 too h

arsh
 

on
 H

arry. C
learin

g h
er m

in
d w

as n
ot a stron

g suit of h
ers. H

er con
stan

tly 
run

n
in

g question
s an

d curiosities w
ere a detrim

en
t to m

editation
. 

T
h

ere w
ere certain

 tech
n

iques th
at w

ere in
terestin

g en
ough

. A
 cool 

blue lak
e w

ith
 calm

 w
aters, stretch

in
g out past th

e h
orizon

. D
epth

s below
, 

but a still an
d tran

quil surface. O
r som

etim
es focusin

g on
 a m

ovin
g tar-

get, an
d blurrin

g th
e edges of everyth

in
g else. 

Sh
e w

as starin
g out th

e w
in

dow
 at th

e groun
ds, tryin

g to focus on
ly on

 
a lon

e peacock
 m

ak
in

g its w
ay across th

e law
n

, w
h

en
 th

ere cam
e a k

n
ock

 
at h

er door. Sh
e blin

k
ed. T

h
e in

trusion
 brin

gin
g h

er m
in

d back
 to th

e 
presen

t. 
Settin

g dow
n

 h
er teacup, sh

e took
 a breath

 an
d said, “C

om
e in

.” 
D

raco push
ed open

 th
e door, an

d h
er breath

 caugh
t in

 h
er th

roat. Sh
e 

h
adn

’t seen
 h

im
 in

 n
early tw

o w
eek

s. Sh
e’d stopped n

eedin
g th

e potion
s 

several days ago, so th
ere h

ad been
 n

o tan
gible rem

in
der of h

im
 for som

e 
tim

e. B
esides h

is lovely h
om

e an
d lovely m

oth
er an

d lovely sh
eets. 

H
e w

as out of un
iform

 again
. G

rey button
-dow

n
 sh

irt an
d black

 trou-
sers. Sh

e flush
ed at th

e m
em

ory of th
e last tim

e sh
e’d seen

 h
im

, w
h

en
 h

e 
h

adn
’t been

 w
earin

g an
y cloth

in
g. Sh

e h
adn

’t forgotten
 about th

e beauty 
m

ark
 on

 h
is left sh

oulder, or th
e w

ay h
is sk

in
 sh

ivered again
st h

ers. 
H

e stood in
 th

e doorw
ay lik

e th
ere w

as a spell k
eepin

g h
im

 out. Sh
e 

w
atch

ed h
is eyes drift dow

n
 to th

e corn
er of h

er m
outh

 w
h

ere h
er bruise 

h
ad h

ealed. 
“M

y m
oth

er w
ould lik

e to in
vite you to din

n
er in

 th
e din

in
g room

 
ton

igh
t.” 

Sh
e stared at h

im
, w

aitin
g for h

im
 to say m

ore. T
o explain

 w
h

y h
e’d 

saved h
er th

at n
igh

t, an
d k

ept aw
ay ever sin

ce. Sh
e search

ed h
is face, b

ut 
h

is features gave aw
ay n

oth
in

g. Still h
idin

g, th
en

. A
fter fran

tically pullin
g 

poison
 from

 h
er vein

s w
ith

 h
is lips. 

Sh
e clen

ch
ed h

er jaw
, disappoin

tm
en

t tw
istin

g in
 h

er gut. “A
n

d w
h

y is 
sh

e n
ot h

ere th
en

?” 
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H
e blin

k
ed, an

d look
ed dow

n
 to th

e carpets. “M
y m

oth
er w

ould lik
e 

for m
e to ask

 you to din
n

er in
 th

e din
in

g room
 ton

igh
t.” 

“T
ell h

er th
an

k
 you, but n

o.” Sh
e turn

ed back
 to h

er tea service. “I w
ill 

b
e perfectly h

appy tak
in

g din
n

er in
 m

y room
 ton

igh
t.” 

Sh
e took

 h
er teacup to h

er bath
room

 an
d sh

ut th
e door beh

in
d h

er, 
dism

issin
g h

im
. If h

e w
an

ted to h
er to h

ave din
n

er or talk
 w

ith
 h

im
 or... 

an
yth

in
g else, th

en
 h

e’d h
ave to force h

er. 
Sh

e stared at h
er pale reflection

 in
 th

e m
irror an

d w
illed h

eart an
d 

tem
per to calm

. It w
as already clear th

at h
e didn

’t care for h
er. W

h
y did 

sh
e h

ave to create delusion
s for h

erself? 
W

h
en

 sh
e em

erged after a few
 m

in
utes, sh

e expected h
im

 to b
e gon

e, 
n

ot exam
in

in
g h

er book
sh

elves. B
ut th

ere h
e w

as. Sh
e w

atch
ed as h

is fin
-

gers ran
 over a spin

e. 
“Y

ou reorgan
ized th

em
.” H

e glan
ced at h

er. 
“Y

es.” Sh
e cleared h

er th
roat, ign

orin
g th

e flutterin
g in

 h
er stom

ach
. 

“T
h

ey w
ere organ

ized b
y M

uggle an
d M

agical, th
en

 b
y gen

re, th
en

 som
e 

stran
ge system

 I h
adn

’t deciph
ered—

” 
“B

y publish
 date,” h

e offered. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
is profile. “B

ron
të w

as filed after Joyce.” 
H

e frow
n

ed. H
is h

ead sw
iveled to a top sh

elf w
h

ere sh
e’d replaced 

B
ron

të in
to alph

abetical order b
y auth

or’s n
am

e. H
e pluck

ed th
e forest 

green
 spin

e off th
e sh

elf an
d flipped open

 to th
e first pages. 

“It’s a reprin
t. 1931.” H

is brow
s drew

 togeth
er. “T

h
e origin

al m
ust b

e in
 

th
e library. I th

ough
t it w

as in
 h

ere.” 
L

eave it to D
raco M

alfoy to distract h
er b

y w
axin

g eloquen
t about 

book
s. 

Sh
e stood n

ext to h
er bed as h

is fin
gers ran

 dow
n

 th
e fron

t page of Jan
e 

E
yre. “T

h
at’s w

h
at you get for filin

g th
in

gs w
ith

 m
agic,” sh

e said prim
ly. 

T
h

e corn
er of h

is m
outh

 tw
itch

ed. A
n

d sh
e w

on
dered if sh

e’d just 
m

ade D
raco M

alfoy sm
ile. 

“I’ll h
ave th

e origin
al brough

t to you.” 
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“Fath
er,” D

raco cut in
. A

 w
arn

in
g in

 h
is ton

e. 
L

ucius gave h
is son

 a sardon
ic h

alf bow
 before tak

in
g h

is seat. “H
ow

 
good of you to join

 us, D
raco.” 

H
erm

ion
e stared betw

een
 th

em
, h

er m
in

d racin
g. B

ellatrix h
ad re-

sen
ted th

eir treatm
en

t of h
er, an

d it seem
ed L

ucius disapproved of it as 
w

ell. It w
asn

’t a stretch
 to im

agin
e th

at h
e h

adn
’t w

an
ted h

er th
ere in

 th
e 

first place. Sh
e jum

ped w
h

en
 M

ippy appeared at h
er elbow

 w
ith

 a decan
ter. 

“W
in

e, M
iss?” 

“M
ippy,” L

ucius h
um

m
ed

, scow
lin

g. “Y
ou w

ill serve th
e L

ord of th
e 

M
an

or first.” 
M

ippy low
ered h

er eyes an
d boun

ced over to L
ucius w

ith
 th

e w
in

e. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed to see N

arcissa sm
ilin

g in
to h

er w
ater glass an

d D
raco 

rubbin
g h

is brow
, lik

e a h
eadach

e w
as forth

com
in

g. 
T

h
ey sat in

 th
ick

 silen
ce as M

ippy poured w
in

e for each
 of th

em
. It h

ad 
been

 ages sin
ce H

erm
ion

e h
ad last h

ad a glass of w
in

e. W
h

ile reason
 dic-

tated th
at sh

e sh
ouldn

’t drin
k

 aroun
d people sh

e couldn
’t trust, it also told 

h
er sh

e m
igh

t n
ot survive an

 h
our of L

ucius’ presen
ce w

ith
out it. 

“H
erm

ion
e, dear,” N

arcissa said, on
ce M

ippy van
ish

ed. “H
ave you h

ad 
a ch

an
ce to visit th

e con
servatory off th

e w
estern

 w
in

g? It’s lovely th
is tim

e 
of year.” 

Sh
e fidgeted in

 h
er seat. “E

r…
 N

o, I h
aven

’t h
ad th

e opportun
ity yet.” 

“T
oo busy explorin

g th
e perim

eter, I expect,” L
ucius said, sm

ilin
g 

coolly in
 h

er direction
. 

H
er ch

eek
s flush

ed as sh
e glared at h

im
. “Y

es, w
ell, I suppose you could 

call m
e m

ore of a h
an

ds-o
n

 learn
er. I’m

 n
ot on

e to tak
e th

in
gs I’m

 told 
at face value.” 

L
ucius lean

ed forw
ard slow

ly, h
is eyes fixed on

 h
ers. H

erm
ion

e lifted 
h

er ch
in

. “D
o you fin

d your situation
 terribly con

fin
in

g, M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

H
e tilted h

is h
ead. “H

avin
g your ow

n
 livin

g quarters, an
d free ran

ge of 
th

e M
an

or? D
oes it m

ak
e you feel a bit feverish

 to experien
ce th

e w
orld

 
outside?” 
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H
e quirk

ed h
is h

ead for h
er to follow

 h
im

 an
d disappeared aroun

d th
e 

corn
er. 

Sh
e follow

ed h
im

 to an
oth

er room
 on

 th
e first floor, past th

e library 
an

d past a beautiful view
 of th

e pon
d an

d th
e gazebo. T

h
ey m

ust h
ave been

 
un

der h
er bedroom

. 
H

e stopped at th
e doorw

ay an
d gestured for h

er to lead in
. Sh

e turn
ed 

an
d foun

d N
arcissa at th

e h
ead of a m

uch
 sm

aller, but n
o less gran

d, din
-

in
g table. 
“H

erm
ion

e, dear,” sh
e said w

arm
ly. “I’m

 so glad you’ve join
ed us for 

din
n

er.” Sh
e w

aved at th
e ch

air closest to h
er on

 h
er left. 

H
erm

ion
e n

odded an
d forced h

erself to sm
ile. Sh

e m
ade h

er w
ay to th

e 
specified ch

air an
d sat, w

atch
in

g D
raco m

irror h
er across th

e table. W
on

-
derful. Sh

e’d face h
im

 for all of din
n

er th
en

. 
“W

e’re th
rilled you felt w

ell en
ough

 to join
 us. W

e’ve all been
 terribly 

w
orried, of course. Som

e of us even
 m

ore th
an

 oth
ers.” 

H
erm

ion
e dragged h

er eyes from
 D

raco’s scow
l to fin

d N
arcissa beam

-
in

g at h
er, a k

n
ow

in
g look

 in
 h

er eye. 
“T

h
an

k
 you for h

avin
g m

e,” sh
e offered w

eak
ly, w

on
derin

g w
h

at k
in

d 
of societal n

iceties sh
e’d n

eed to adopt for th
e n

ext h
our. 

N
o soon

er h
ad N

arcissa reach
ed over to pat h

er h
an

d, th
an

 L
ucius en

-
tered th

e room
, stoppin

g cold at th
e sigh

t of h
er. H

e blin
k

ed slow
ly an

d 
said, “A

re you lost?” 
H

erm
ion

e sh
ot daggers at h

im
 as D

raco stiffen
ed in

 h
is seat. 

“H
ush

,” N
arcissa sn

apped. “I in
vited h

er.” Sh
e turn

ed to H
erm

ion
e. 

“Y
ou’ll h

ave to pardon
 L

ucius. I’m
 afraid h

e’s been
 un

der a lot of stress 
lately.” Sh

e sh
ot h

im
 a frosty look

. 
L

ucius lifted a brow
 an

d pulled th
e ch

air at th
e oth

er h
ead of th

e table. 
“Sh

e is a slave, n
ot a h

ouse guest, N
arcissa.” 

“I truly don
’t see th

e differen
ce.” N

arcissa flick
ed h

er n
apk

in
 an

d laid 
it across h

er lap. “A
s lon

g as sh
e’s h

ere, th
ere’s n

o reason
 w

h
y sh

e m
ust 

rem
ain

 lock
ed in

 h
er room

 w
ith

 on
ly book

s for com
pan

y.” 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 10

 

15
3
 

Sh
e sn

orted. “I don
’t n

eed th
e origin

al.” 
H

is jaw
 tigh

ten
ed, an

d h
e n

odded. G
aze on

 th
e book

sh
elves, h

e said, 
“A

n
yth

in
g th

at you do n
eed?” 

Sh
e sigh

ed. Sh
e didn

’t n
eed an

yth
in

g besides h
is h

on
esty, but sh

e sup-
posed sh

e could in
dulge h

im
 for n

ow
. H

e’d stayed. 
H

e w
aited for h

er reply, an
d sh

e look
ed aroun

d th
e room

, search
in

g 
for som

eth
in

g to ask
 for. Sh

e follow
ed h

is gaze to th
e book

s as h
e dipped 

h
is h

ead an
d fin

gered th
e cuff of h

is sleeve. 
“A

ctually,” sh
e began

. “T
h

ere is…
 T

h
e U

n
desirable series.” 

H
is eyes turn

ed on
 h

er, grey an
d w

arm
. T

h
ey urged h

er to con
tin

ue. 
“I foun

d th
e collector’s copies in

 th
e library. B

ut I w
on

dered if th
ere 

w
ere oth

ers I could tak
e to reread?” 

“Y
ou can

 tak
e th

ose,” h
e said, eyes search

in
g h

er. 
“O

h
, but th

ose are...” Sh
e reach

ed for w
ords, tryin

g to sk
ate over th

e 
fact th

at sh
e’d read h

is n
ote from

 L
an

ce G
ain

sw
orth

. “T
h

ey seem
ed…

 per-
son

al.” 
H

is eyes flick
ered, brow

s liftin
g, as h

e realized. H
e sw

allow
ed an

d 
look

ed aw
ay. 

“I h
ave an

oth
er set. I’ll h

ave th
em

 delivered to your room
.” 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e w

h
ispered, an

d sh
e w

on
dered if th

e deep in
h

ale h
e 

took
 h

ad an
yth

in
g to do w

ith
 th

e rem
in

der of th
e last tim

e sh
e’d th

an
k

ed 
h

im
—

w
ith

 h
er h

an
d on

 h
is bare sh

oulder an
d h

er blood stain
in

g h
is lips. 

“A
re th

ere oth
er book

s you’re en
joyin

g?” h
e ask

ed, eyes glazed over, 
focusin

g aw
ay from

 h
er. Sh

e frow
n

ed at h
is attem

pt at sm
all talk

, but th
en

 
h

e con
tin

ued. “L
earn

in
g an

yth
in

g n
ew

?” 
Sh

e felt h
er sk

in
 tigh

ten
. 

M
in

d T
ricks for B

egin
n

ers. 
T

h
ey w

ere all in
 on

 it. T
ogeth

er. 
B

ut, of course th
ey w

ere. H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed. T

h
ey w

ould b
e pun

-
ish

ed far m
ore severely th

an
 h

er if th
e w

ron
g people h

eard about h
er treat-

m
en

t. Sh
e w

on
dered if B

ellatrix could b
e trusted to k

eep h
er ob

servation
s 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
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to h
erself. 

Sh
e took

 a deep breath
 an

d said, “I’ve foun
d several n

ew
 th

in
gs to read 

up on
. B

ut it seem
s as if I’m

 lack
in

g th
e tools for a true education

.” 
Surely th

ey k
n

ew
 sh

e couldn
’t accom

plish
 m

uch
 w

ith
out m

agic. H
is 

brow
s pulled togeth

er. H
is gaze turn

ed to th
e floor, th

in
k

in
g, lik

e h
e al-

w
ays did in

 A
rith

m
an

cy w
h

en
 th

e equation
s becam

e tedious. 
“I can

 look
 in

to th
at as w

ell,” h
e said. A

n
d sh

e k
n

ew
 th

ey w
ere dan

cin
g 

aw
fully close to th

e edge. If h
e felt h

e could h
ave com

e righ
t out an

d said 
it, h

e w
ould h

ave already spok
en

 to h
er about O

cclum
en

cy. 
Sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

, eyes slidin
g over h

er book
case, h

an
ds clasped beh

in
d 

h
is back

. T
h

e grey sh
irt pulled taut across h

is clavicles. A
n

d sh
e w

on
dered 

h
ow

 m
uch

 O
cclum

en
cy D

raco M
alfoy k

n
ew

. Sh
e k

n
ew

 h
e could b

e cold 
an

d closed; surely h
e m

ust k
n

ow
 som

e. B
ut w

as h
e sk

illed en
ough

 to k
eep 

th
e D

ark
 L

ord from
 sh

reddin
g h

is th
ough

ts an
d m

em
ories? 

H
e turn

ed to face h
er, break

in
g h

er stream
 of con

sciousn
ess. “D

in
n

er 
is at six.” 

Sh
e lifted a brow

. “I’ve already said I’m
 n

ot com
in

g.” 
H

e n
arrow

ed h
is eyes at h

er. “If you don
’t join

 M
oth

er an
d m

e dow
n

-
stairs, sh

e w
ill h

ave m
y h

ead.” 
Sh

e sn
orted, turn

in
g back

 to h
er tea service. “I’m

 n
ot sure h

ow
 th

at’s 
m

y problem
.” 

A
 pause. “I can

’t get you your book
s if I don

’t h
ave a h

ead.” 
“I’m

 positive M
ippy w

ould b
e just as useful in

 th
at departm

en
t. I 

w
ouldn

’t n
eed you at all.” Sh

e tilted h
er ch

in
 up, ch

allen
gin

g h
im

 to con
-

tin
ue as spots of pin

k
 speck

led h
is ch

eek
s. 

H
e sw

aggered to th
e doorw

ay, an
d said, “W

ell, seein
g as M

ippy is pre-
parin

g din
n

er th
is even

in
g, I’m

 sure sh
e w

ould b
e less in

clin
ed to obey you 

if you offen
d h

er.” 
“M

ippy is a k
itch

en
 elf?” sh

e ask
ed, startled. 

“N
o,” h

e said, reach
in

g for th
e door h

an
dle. “Sh

e just loves to cook
.” 

Sh
e caugh

t th
e begin

n
in

gs of a grin
 on

 h
is lips as h

e left. T
urn

in
g to 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 10
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h
er w

ardrob
e, sh

e w
on

dered w
h

at on
e sh

ould w
ear to din

n
er w

ith
 th

e 
M

alfoys. 

>
 

A
t 5:57P

M
, sh

e descen
ded th

e m
arble stairs an

d h
eaded to w

h
ere sh

e as-
sum

ed th
e din

in
g room

 w
as. N

arcissa h
ad w

aved h
er h

an
d tow

ards it on
 

h
er first day at th

e M
an

or, an
d sh

e h
ad tuck

ed it aw
ay, lik

e sh
e did all th

e 
oth

er details of th
e M

an
or’s layout. 

T
h

e can
dles w

ere burn
in

g low
 in

 th
e lon

g room
. A

 deep black
 din

in
g 

table spread dow
n

 th
e n

arrow
 din

in
g h

all w
ith

out an
y table settin

gs or 
cen

terpieces. T
h

ere w
as a h

um
 of dark

 m
agic, lik

e it h
ad dissolved in

to th
e 

w
alls. 

H
ad sh

e been
 trick

ed? W
as th

ere n
o din

n
er after all? 

Sh
e sh

ivered as h
er eyes roved th

e ceilin
g. Sh

e didn
’t lik

e th
is room

. It 
felt lik

e death
. 

“W
e h

ave tw
o din

in
g room

s.” 
Sh

e turn
ed to see D

raco ten
 paces from

 h
er, stan

din
g at th

e corn
er of 

th
e corridor leadin

g elsew
h

ere. 
“O

f course you do,” sh
e m

uttered. “I alw
ays carry a spare as w

ell.” 
H

is eyes glim
m

ered, th
e corn

er of h
is m

outh
 tw

itch
ed. “T

h
e sm

aller 
din

in
g room

 is th
is w

ay.” H
e gestured for h

er to follow
, but sh

e rem
ain

ed 
frozen

. 
Sh

e h
ad to ask

 before leavin
g. T

h
e sm

ell of th
is dark

n
ess w

ould stick
 

to h
er cloth

in
g lik

e sm
ok

e. 
“W

h
at h

appen
ed in

 h
ere?” sh

e said, starin
g in

to th
e lon

g room
, w

ait-
in

g for an
 an

sw
er. “T

h
ere’s dark

 m
agic h

ere.” 
Sh

e glan
ced back

 at h
im

. H
e w

as look
in

g in
to th

e w
alls of th

e room
 

lik
e h

e could see in
side. L

ik
e h

e could see a scen
e play out in

 fron
t of h

is 
eyes. 

H
is eyes flick

ered to m
eet h

ers. “W
e don

’t use th
at room

 an
ym

ore.” 
A

n
d sh

e k
n

ew
 th

e con
versation

 w
as don

e. O
r at least paused for n

ow
. 


