
D
raco n

arrow
s h

is eyes, look
in

g dow
n

 in
to th

e cup suspiciously. H
e rem

oves 

on
e glove w

ith
 h

is teeth
 —

 an
 un

expectedly distractin
g action

 —
 an

d th
en

 dips 

h
is pin

k
y fin

ger in
 th

e w
h

ipped cream
, cautiously dottin

g it on
 h

is ton
gue. 

“O
h

, yes, certain
ly ch

eck
 for poison

,” sh
e sn

orts, raisin
g h

er ow
n

 cup to h
er 

lips. A
n

d fin
ally h

e follow
s suit, tak

in
g a m

easured sip. 

It’s im
m

en
sely gratifyin

g to w
atch

 h
is eyes w

iden
. T

o w
atch

 h
im

 in
stan

tly tip 

h
is cup back

 for m
ore an

d th
en

 burn
 h

is ton
gue. 

Sh
e doesn

’t say ’I told you so.’ D
oesn

’t say an
yth

in
g. Just quirk

s on
e brow

 an
d 

sm
iles trium

ph
an

tly before turn
in

g an
d leadin

g h
im

 off to th
e n

ext ten
t. 

T
h

ey sm
ell scen

ted can
dles an

d study th
e craftsm

an
sh

ip of un
ique C

h
ristm

as 

decoration
s —

 w
ell, sh

e studies. H
e critiques. H

e’s in
ordin

ately con
fused an

d en
-

am
ored by w

in
d-up toys, h

avin
g h

ad all h
is toys ch

arm
ed as a ch

ild. 

Sh
e catch

es h
im

 payin
g special atten

tion
 to a sm

all m
ech

an
ical carousel. 

“Y
ou lik

e it?” 

“It’s n
on

sen
sical,” h

e says, too loudly an
d righ

t in
 fron

t of th
e sh

opk
eeper. 

B
ut h

is eyes are glued to it as h
e w

atch
es it spin

. W
atch

es th
e little gears turn

 as 

it plays a m
usic box form

 of Silen
t N

igh
t. 

“Y
ou lik

e it,” sh
e says again

, n
o lon

ger a question
. 

D
raco h

uffs an
d straigh

ten
s h

is sh
oulders, stridin

g aw
ay w

ith
 w

h
at’s left of 

h
is pride, an

d sh
e buys it w

h
ile h

is back
 is turn

ed, slippin
g it in

to h
er bag. 

“W
e’ll h

ave to go to D
iagon

 A
lley, you k

n
ow

,” h
e says as th

ey peruse th
e dis-

play of gin
gerbread h

ouses —
 part of a com

petition
. 

“W
h

y?” A
 sm

all flutter of un
certain

ty aw
ak

en
s in

side h
er. Is h

e really th
at 

un
com

fortable aroun
d M

uggles? 

B
ut th

en
 h

e says, “T
o go to G

rin
gotts. I h

ave n
o M

uggle m
on

ey an
d I w

an
t 

an
oth

er on
e of th

ose flim
sy h

ot ch
ocolates an

d you are n
ot payin

g for an
yth

in
g 

else.” 

T
h

e urge to k
iss h

im
 is sudden

ly alm
ost overw

h
elm

in
g. Sh

e turn
s aw

ay to 

h
ide h

er w
ide sm

ile as sh
e h

ook
s h

er arm
 th

rough
 h

is an
d spin

s th
em

 aroun
d, 

back
 tow

ard th
e h

ot ch
ocolate stan

d. “I ask
ed you on

 th
e date. Surely, you h

ave 

som
e respect for tradition

. I’m
 payin

g ton
igh

t.” 

H
ow

 sh
e’s feelin

g. 

G
in

n
y’s pok

er face is quite im
pressive as w

ell. 

“G
in

,” sh
e urges after an

oth
er lon

g silen
ce. “P

lease.” 

“W
h

at?” 

“Just say it. W
h

atever you’re th
in

k
in

g. Say it.” 

G
in

n
y fin

ish
es off h

er w
h

isk
ey —

 lean
s h

er h
ead on

 h
er h

an
d. “‘M

ion
e, I…

I 

don
’t really k

n
ow

 w
h

at I can
 say to m

ak
e you feel better. I h

ate h
im

. I’m
 sorry, 

but I h
ate h

im
 an

d I th
in

k
 I’ll alw

ays h
ate h

im
. H

e’s flesh
 an

d blood of th
e 

w
om

an
 w

h
o m

urdered m
y broth

er. H
is fath

er is th
e reason

 I —
” Sh

e break
s off. 

C
lears h

er th
roat, “First Y

ear. H
e’s th

e reason
 for w

h
at h

appen
ed in

 First Y
ear.” 

“I k
n

ow
,” H

erm
ion

e breath
es, in

w
ardly cursin

g h
erself. H

ow
 could sh

e h
ave 

b
een

 so stupid an
d selfish

 n
ot to con

sider G
in

n
y an

d T
om

 R
iddle’s diary? H

ow
 

m
uch

 m
ore deeply th

is m
igh

t affect h
er? Sh

e’s n
ot a n

eutral party. N
ot b

y a lon
g 

sh
ot. 

B
ut G

in
n

y con
tin

ues. “T
h

e w
ay you talk

 about h
im

, th
ough

…
it w

orries m
e. 

It soun
ds as if you’re very far gon

e, H
erm

ion
e. Y

ou’re very deep in
 th

is. W
h

at 

h
appen

s if you com
e to a poin

t w
h

ere you n
eed to craw

l your w
ay out? W

ill you? 

C
an

 you?” 

H
erm

ion
e h

uffs. G
lan

ces dow
n

. A
w

ay. “P
robably n

ot.” 

G
in

n
y says n

oth
in

g. 

Slow
ly, th

e T
h

ree B
room

stick
s grow

s busier w
ith

 th
e late m

orn
in

g crow
d. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es h

er w
h

isk
ey grow

 m
urk

ier b
y th

e secon
d, cloudin

g in
 th

e 

glass. Sh
e’s sw

irlin
g it aroun

d w
h

en
 G

in
n

y speak
s again

. 

“So…
last n

igh
t th

en
?” Sh

e doesn
’t n

eed to fin
ish

. 

H
erm

ion
e ch

ew
s h

er lip, n
ot look

in
g up. N

ods. 

“A
re you alrigh

t?” 

N
ow

 sh
e does m

eet h
er eyes, feelin

g color flood to h
er ch

eek
s. “B

etter th
an

 

alrigh
t,” sh

e adm
its. “I k

n
ow

, th
ough

. I k
n

ow
 you don

’t w
an

t to h
ear it.” 

“H
erm

ion
e.” G

in
n

y’s ton
e is sudden

ly stern
, an

d sh
e soun

ds som
eh

ow
 older 

th
an

 h
er years. W

iser. “I m
ay h

ate h
im

. B
ut it is n

on
e of m

y busin
ess w

h
o you 

see. It’s n
ot in

 m
y con

trol, n
or sh

ould it b
e. I’m

 sorry I can
’t say th

e sam
e for 



oth
ers —

” 

Sh
e m

ean
s R

on
. 

“ —
 but you can

 alw
ays talk

 to m
e. A

n
d w

h
ile I m

ay judge M
alfoy —

 w
ill, 

w
ill judge M

alfoy —
 I w

ill n
ever judge you.” 

H
erm

ion
e feels tears w

ell up in
 h

er eyes again
. 

“D
o you un

derstan
d?” 

Sh
e n

ods, an
d it sh

ak
es a few

 of th
em

 free, sen
din

g th
em

 stream
in

g dow
n

 h
er 

face. G
in

n
y con

jures h
er a tissue. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e says th

rough
 th

e th
in

 fabric of it as sh
e w

ipes h
er eyes. 

H
opes G

in
n

y k
n

ow
s h

ow
 broadly sh

e m
ean

s it. 

G
in

n
y orders on

e m
ore roun

d of th
e tam

er B
utterbeers, alon

g w
ith

 som
e 

pum
pk

in
 pasties to soak

 up all th
e alcoh

ol. T
h

ey sit togeth
er w

ell in
to th

e lun
ch

 

h
our, talk

in
g th

in
gs over. H

erm
ion

e tells h
er about Z

ach
arias’s th

reat an
d about 

P
an

sy. T
ells h

er about stealin
g D

raco’s journ
al an

d about T
h

eodore N
ott. 

In
 turn

, G
in

n
y tells h

er w
h

at sh
e h

asn
’t seen

. T
ells h

er h
ow

 it’s look
ed from

 

th
e outside. 

A
n

d sh
e’s sligh

tly h
orrified, because from

 th
e outside, sh

e’s beh
aved lik

e a 

com
plete sociopath

. 

“A
n

d w
e m

iss you, ‘M
ion

e,” sh
e says as w

ell. “W
e w

an
t to b

e th
ere for you, 

but you don
’t m

ak
e it easy. W

ith
 th

is, I un
derstan

d. B
ut w

ith
 everyth

in
g else —

 

w
e can

 h
elp you. Y

ou don
’t h

ave to do it on
 your ow

n
.” 

Sh
e fin

ds h
erself h

oldin
g back

 m
ore tears. “I k

n
ow

. I k
n

ow
, I’m

 sorry.” B
ut 

all sh
e can

 prom
ise is, “I’ll try.” 

W
alk

in
g out of th

e T
h

ree B
room

stick
s, th

ough
…

sh
e feels lik

e a tan
gle of im

-

possibly h
eavy ch

ain
s h

as been
 tak

en
 off h

er feet. Feels fifty poun
ds ligh

ter. 

G
in

n
y sh

ould’ve k
n

ow
n

 all alon
g. <

 

Sh
e craw

ls in
to b

ed th
at n

igh
t h

avin
g n

ot gon
e to a sin

gle class an
d feelin

g th
or-

ough
ly un

lik
e h

erself. 

It’s n
ice. 

It’s very crow
ded, couples an

d fam
ilies w

ith
 sm

all ch
ildren

 m
illin

g about in
 

all direction
s, all in

 h
igh

 spirits. 

“Is th
is a test?” ask

s D
raco quietly, starin

g straigh
t ah

ead w
h

en
 sh

e glan
ces 

sidew
ays at h

im
. 

“W
h

at?” Sh
e alm

ost laugh
s. 

“A
 test,” h

e repeats, deadpan
. “A

re you testin
g m

e?” 

Sh
e’s silen

t for a lon
g m

om
en

t. T
h

en
 sh

e scoffs. “Y
es. T

h
is is a test. I w

an
ted 

to see if you’d go on
 a m

assive M
uggle k

illin
g spree.” Sh

e releases h
is h

an
d an

d 

gestures w
idely in

 fron
t of th

em
. “H

ave at it.” 

D
raco raises an

 eyebrow
 at h

er. H
uffs. 

A
n

d sh
e laugh

s again
, sh

ak
in

g h
er h

ead. “Y
ou’re ridiculous, you k

n
ow

. U
t-

terly ridiculous. N
o, th

is is n
ot a test. I w

an
ted to tak

e you som
ew

h
ere w

e 

w
ouldn

’t be both
ered. Som

ew
h

ere pretty an
d C

h
ristm

assy. I brough
t you because 

I th
ough

t you’d lik
e it.” A

n
d sh

e’s pleased w
ith

 h
erself for h

avin
g put it so sim

ply. 

E
ven

 m
ore pleased w

h
en

 h
is brow

 sm
ooth

s out an
d sh

e feels h
im

 tak
e h

er 

h
an

d again
. 

“Sarcasm
 is th

e low
est form

 of w
it, G

ran
ger.” 

<
 

T
h

ey spen
d h

ours th
ere. 

Sh
e tak

es h
im

 first to a sm
all h

ot ch
ocolate stan

d, rollin
g h

er eyes as h
e gripes 

about h
avin

g to w
ait in

 lin
e. 

“T
h

ere are lin
es at H

on
eyduk

es. A
t th

e T
h

ree B
room

stick
s. Y

ou h
ave to w

ait 

in
 th

e w
izardin

g w
orld, too,” sh

e coun
ters, turn

in
g to order as th

ey reach
 th

e 

fron
t. 

“Y
es, but th

eir h
ot ch

ocolate is h
an

d-stirred an
d m

elted dow
n

 by E
lves! A

n
d 

it’s served in
 a silver flagon

, n
ot som

e flim
sy paper—

” 

Sh
e sh

oves th
e flim

sy paper cup in
 question

 in
to h

is h
an

d, effectively silen
c-

in
g h

im
. 

“T
h

is is Sw
iss h

ot ch
ocolate,” sh

e says, guidin
g th

em
 aw

ay from
 th

e lin
e. 

“D
on

’t say an
oth

er w
ord before you try it.” 



<
 

T
h

ey apparate from
 H

ogsm
eade, h

an
d in

 h
an

d —
 an

d even
 th

rough
 th

e fabric 

of th
eir gloves, th

e con
tact sen

ds sh
ivers up h

er arm
. 

W
h

en
 th

ey arrive, appearin
g in

 a dark
, sn

ow
-dusted alley, h

e lets go im
m

e-

diately. P
uffs out a steam

y breath
, turn

in
g a sm

all circle as h
e tries to figure out 

w
h

ere th
ey are. 

Sh
e in

jects h
erself w

ith
 courage an

d reach
es for h

is h
an

d again
, squeezin

g 

on
to it tigh

t. D
oesn

’t w
ait to see h

is reaction
 —

 isn
’t that brave, n

ot yet —
 be-

fore pullin
g h

im
 alon

g after h
er out of th

e alley. 

Soon
 en

ough
, th

ey’re w
eavin

g th
rough

 crow
ds of people alon

g sidew
alk

s. 

Sh
e’s tak

en
 h

im
 to L

on
don

. 

H
is fin

gers flex again
st h

ers in
 h

er h
an

d, alm
ost n

ervously. “A
re w

e goin
g to 

D
iagon

 A
lley?” 

Sh
e squeezes again

, glan
cin

g sidew
ays at h

im
 at last. “N

o.” 

A
n

d th
e relief in

 h
is eyes is clear as day. 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t about tak

in
g h

im
 th

ere. A
bout a proper w

izardin
g date. B

ut 

th
en

 sh
e’d con

sidered th
at m

ost m
em

bers of th
e w

izardin
g society w

eren
’t lik

ely 

to treat h
im

 w
ith

 a great deal of k
in

dn
ess. 

A
n

d th
is w

as m
ean

t to b
e an

 escape. For both
 of th

em
. 

Seein
g h

is eyes n
ow

 m
ak

es h
er doubly glad sh

e plan
n

ed th
in

gs th
e w

ay sh
e 

did. “W
h

ere th
en

?” h
e ask

s. 

“T
rafalgar Square. T

h
ere’s a C

h
ristm

as m
ark

et th
ere.” 

Sh
e an

alyzes h
is reaction

 carefully as th
ey w

alk
, seein

g th
e sligh

t h
esitation

. 

T
h

e un
certain

ty. “A
 M

uggle C
h

ristm
as m

ark
et?” h

e m
urm

urs. 

“Y
es.” 

T
h

ey’re on
ly a block

 aw
ay. A

n
d n

eith
er says an

oth
er w

ord un
til th

ey’ve 

stepped aroun
d th

e corn
er an

d in
to th

e brigh
t an

d colorfully lit square, its cen
-

terpiece a m
assive tree beside th

e foun
tain

, glow
in

g lik
e a beacon

. C
an

opies of 

C
h

ristm
as ligh

ts h
an

g from
 above lik

e stars, an
d little ten

ts th
at look

 lik
e log 

cabin
s are set up in

 row
s, filled w

ith
 sw

eets an
d gifts an

d w
on

ders. 

M
adam

 P
om

frey h
adn

’t said a w
ord to h

er about D
raco w

h
en

 sh
e cam

e in
. 

Sh
e’d sim

ply ask
ed h

er to perform
 th

e con
traceptive ch

arm
 th

ree tim
es w

ith
 h

er 

n
ew

ly w
ork

in
g w

an
d, h

m
m

ph
-ed w

h
en

 sh
e’d don

e it righ
t, an

d th
en

 dropped 

th
e subject. 

P
oppy h

as n
ever b

een
 on

e to pry. 

T
h

is, th
ough

, is th
e first m

om
en

t sh
e’s h

ad all day to b
e alon

e w
ith

 h
er 

th
ough

ts. Sh
e stares up at th

e vibran
t red can

opy of h
er four-poster, an

d for th
e 

first tim
e sin

ce w
ak

in
g up, sh

e open
s up th

e floodgates. 

H
er th

ough
ts run

 ram
pan

t. H
er legs grow

 restless. Sh
e lets h

erself retrace 

every m
em

ory in
 h

er h
ead w

ith
out restriction

, an
d it starts to feel real. L

ik
e it 

truly h
appen

ed. 

Sh
e’s partly sh

ock
ed at h

er beh
avior last n

igh
t. Surprised by h

er n
erve an

d h
er 

assertiven
ess. C

ertain
ly, sh

e’s alw
ays m

ain
tain

ed th
ose attributes w

ith
 vigor dur-

in
g everyday life, but sh

e’d n
ever im

agin
ed th

ey’d cross over in
to th

e bedroom
. 

N
ever im

agin
ed sh

e could b
e so forth

righ
t about w

h
at sh

e w
an

ted. 

A
n

d w
h

at’s m
ore, w

h
o could’ve ever expected D

raco B
loody M

alfoy to listen
? 

Sh
e m

ak
es a m

en
tal n

ote to ask
 h

is m
iddle n

am
e. Is abruptly w

ildly curious 

an
d surprised sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

. 

B
ut th

ese are sudden
ly th

in
gs sh

e w
an

ts to k
n

ow
. A

lm
ost sh

ould k
n

ow
, con

-

siderin
g w

h
at’s h

appen
in

g betw
een

 th
em

. Sh
e can

 in
 n

o w
ay put a label on

 it, but 

sh
e can

 at least b
e sure th

at sh
e w

an
ts to k

n
ow

 h
im

 better. 

C
h

ildish
ly, sh

e m
ak

es a list in
 h

er h
ead —

 tw
en

ty-on
e question

s w
ith

 D
raco 

M
alfoy. 

A
n

d sh
e w

on
ders w

h
eth

er sh
e’ll ever get to ask

 th
em

. 

  D
ecem

ber 
2nd

, 
1998 

D
iary, 

T
he 

fuck 
do 

you 
m
ean 

m
y 
last 

entry 
w
as 

too 
brief? 

I
 
answ

ered
 
your 

w
eekly 

prom
pt, 

you 
m
outh-breathing 

halfw
its. 

W
hat 

m
ore, 

by 
law

 
—
 
if 

you
’ve 

even 
actually 

read
 
m
y 
fucking 



charges 
—
 
do 

I
 
have 

to 
do? 

T
he 

answ
er 
is 
fucking 

nothing. 

I
 
can 

read. 
I
 
read

 
it. 

I
 
know

 
all 

the 
loopholes. 

H
ave 

a 
pleasant 

evening, 

D
raco 

  

D
ecem

ber 4
th, 1998 

 IT’S F
R

ID
A

Y
 E

V
E

N
IN

G
 W

H
E

N
 G

IN
N

Y
 FIR

ST
 B

R
IN

G
S IT

 U
P. 

T
h

e G
ryffin

dor com
m

on
 room

 is tam
er th

an
 usual, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s w

ork
-

in
g on

 an
 essay in

 th
e arm

ch
air b

y th
e fireplace w

h
ile H

arry an
d R

on
 fill out 

P
relim

in
ary A

uror T
rain

in
g form

s on
 th

e floor by h
er feet. 

R
on

 didn
’t w

an
t to b

e an
 A

uror. H
e w

an
ted to play for th

e C
h

udley C
an

n
on

s. 

A
t least, th

at w
as th

e last sh
e’d h

eard. 

B
ut sh

e h
asn

’t really spok
en

 to R
on

 in
 m

on
th

s —
 n

ot lik
e sh

e used to, an
d it 

seem
s th

in
gs h

ave ch
an

ged. 

G
in

n
y’s b

een
 w

ork
in

g at draw
in

g h
er back

 in
to th

eir social circle, quite cas-

ually an
d w

ith
out an

y ridiculous gran
d gestures, th

an
k

 goodn
ess —

 but it’s an
 

adjustm
en

t all th
e sam

e. 

Sh
e tries to rem

em
ber th

e last tim
e th

e th
ree of th

em
 sat lik

e th
is. W

ork
ed 

in
 silen

ce in
 each

 oth
er’s com

pan
y. N

ot sin
ce before th

e w
ar, sh

e reck
on

s. 

M
alfoy h

as been
 a blur sin

ce th
at m

orn
in

g. Sh
e’s on

ly caugh
t glim

pses of h
im

 

com
in

g an
d goin

g. H
e’s sk

ipped several of th
eir sh

ared classes. Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 

w
h

y it m
ak

es h
er ten

se, but it does. 

G
in

n
y sits across from

 h
er in

 th
e oth

er arm
ch

air, readin
g, an

d sh
e says it 

w
ith

out look
in

g up, “A
n

y developm
en

ts w
ith

 Jack
son

 P
ollock

?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s quill slips, an

d sh
e draw

s a th
ick

, black
 lin

e dow
n

 th
e em

pty 

quarter left on
 h

er page. R
uin

s it. Sh
e flash

es w
ide eyes at G

in
n

y, but sh
e still 

h
asn

’t look
ed up from

 h
er book

. 

“P
lan

s?” H
e ech

oes th
e w

ord lik
e it’s foreign

. 

“Y
es. A

re you busy th
is even

in
g?” A

ll of h
er ph

rasin
g feels ch

ildish
. Sh

e can
’t 

rem
em

ber an
yth

in
g sh

e plan
n

ed to say or h
ow

 sh
e plan

n
ed to say it. 

“W
h

y?” H
e sh

ow
s h

is first sm
all flick

er of em
otion

, quirk
in

g a th
in

 brow
. 

A
n

d sh
e breath

es out slow
ly th

rough
 h

er m
outh

. “I’d lik
e to go on

 a date 

w
ith

 you.” 

T
h

ere’s a lon
g, pain

ful silen
ce. H

er eyes flit over h
im

, tryin
g to avoid h

is pen
-

etratin
g stare at all costs. 

“A
…

date?” 

Sh
e h

ates it w
h

en
 h

e repeats h
er. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says. Folds h
er arm

s over h
er ch

est, forcin
g h

er gaze to m
eet h

is. 

T
h

e oth
er brow

 quirk
s n

ow
, an

d h
e adjusts h

is posture, lean
in

g back
 lan

-

guidly again
st th

e w
all. “Y

ou realize, G
ran

ger, th
at th

e w
ord ‘date’ ten

ds to h
ave 

rom
an

tic con
n

otation
s?” 

H
er h

eart poun
ds. Sh

e’s alm
ost certain

 th
is is h

is w
ay of rejectin

g h
er. “Y

es,” 

sh
e says an

yw
ay. “W

h
ich

 is w
h

y it’s…
appropriate.” 

A
n

d fin
ally —

 fin
ally —

 sh
e sees em

otion
 in

 h
is eyes. Sees th

e fain
test glim

-

m
er of surprise. 

B
ut th

en
, less th

an
 a secon

d later, h
e’s sin

k
in

g back
 th

rough
 th

e w
all. 

H
er ch

est th
rob

s. P
ain

fully, lik
e sh

e’s been
 struck

 w
ith

 a m
allet. Sh

e glan
ces 

dow
n

 at h
er feet. Feels sudden

ly idiotic in
 h

er sw
eater, tuggin

g at its h
em

 as sh
e 

turn
s to w

alk
 aw

ay. 

T
h

e logical part of h
er brain

 h
ad, of course, accoun

ted for th
is possibility. 

B
ut th

e em
otion

al part h
ad n

ot. 

Sh
e lets out a sh

ak
y breath

. Starts to w
alk

 fast. W
an

ts to run
. R

un
 aw

ay an
d 

h
ide. E

xcept, th
ere’s an

oth
er pair of footsteps ech

oin
g h

ers —
 catch

in
g up. A

n
d 

sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d to see D
raco closin

g th
eir distan

ce as h
e tugs on

 a lon
g black

 

peacoat, a pair of gloves in
 h

an
d. 

H
er pulse stutters. Stum

bles an
d trips over itself. 

“I assum
e w

e’re goin
g som

eplace cold, judgin
g from

 you.” H
is eyes give h

er a 

sw
eepin

g on
ce over, h

esitatin
g on

 h
er sh

ock
ed face. “L

ead th
e w

ay, G
ran

ger.” 



“E
rm

 —
 h

i,” sh
e m

an
ages at last, collectin

g h
erself. “H

ello.” 

“D
id you just…

kn
ock?” h

e draw
ls, an

d h
er earlier th

ough
ts are con

firm
ed. 

“Y
es, I did, I…

” sh
e th

um
bs th

e h
em

 of h
er sw

eater, “I w
as h

opin
g to speak

 to 

D
raco.” 

A
 th

in
 seam

 of pan
ic starts to w

iden
. Sh

e h
adn

’t really accoun
ted for N

ott 

bein
g th

e gatek
eeper. Sh

e’d b
een

 too distracted b
y h

er relief th
at P

ark
in

son
 w

as 

goin
g h

om
e for th

e h
olidays. A

n
d sh

e can
’t b

e sure h
e w

on
’t just scoff at h

er an
d 

slam
 th

e door —
 w

ell, w
all —

 in
 h

er face. 

“W
h

at for?” ask
s N

ott, an
d sh

e pulls h
erself out of h

er th
ough

ts. 

In
dign

ation
 is certain

ly n
ot th

e best w
ay to go in

 th
is m

om
en

t, but old h
abits 

die h
ard. “T

h
at isn

’t really an
y of your busin

ess, is it?” 

N
ott’s eyes tigh

ten
. H

e adjusts th
e collar of h

is sw
eater as h

e con
siders h

er. 

“A
ctually, it is, G

ran
ger, as I’ve explain

ed to you coun
tless tim

es at th
is poin

t. 

B
ut I’m

 bored of it, so I’m
 n

ot goin
g to explain

 it again
.” 

A
n

d th
en

, to h
er utter disbelief, h

e steps back
 —

 disappears, an
d m

om
en

ts 

later D
raco m

aterializes in
 h

is place. 

H
e’s in

 all black
. A

 black
 cable-k

n
it jum

per. B
lack

 trousers. It’s stark
 again

st 

h
is pale sk

in
, h

is platin
um

 h
air. B

ut, for th
e first tim

e in
 a lon

g tim
e, h

e look
s 

rested. T
h

e deep, defin
ed rin

gs of purple ben
eath

 h
is eyes sh

e’s grow
n

 so used to 

seein
g h

ave dim
in

ish
ed som

e. 

A
n

d h
is eyes th

em
selves h

ave sn
apped in

stan
tly to h

er n
eck

. T
o w

h
ere h

er 

fin
gers still play n

ervously w
ith

 th
e pen

dan
t. 

T
h

e sen
ten

ce sh
e’s so carefully reh

earsed evaporates in
 h

er h
ead. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e ack

n
ow

ledges, an
d sh

e can
’t discern

 an
yth

in
g from

 h
is ton

e. 

“It’s C
h

ristm
as E

ve,” is all sh
e can

 th
in

k
 to say. 

“W
ell spotted.” 

Sh
e clears h

er th
roat. T

ries to reorgan
ize h

er th
ough

ts. T
ries to rem

em
ber 

w
h

y sh
e’s even

 h
ere. 

“It’s…
w

ell, it’s C
h

ristm
as E

ve,” sh
e says again

, “an
d I…

I w
on

dered if you h
ad 

an
y plan

s?” H
er h

eels k
n

ock
 togeth

er. Sh
e itch

es th
e back

 of h
er an

k
le w

ith
 th

e 

toe of h
er boot. 

“W
h

o’s Jack
son

 B
ollock

s?” ask
s R

on
, yaw

n
in

g. 

“P
ollock,” H

erm
ion

e corrects autom
atically. A

djusts h
erself in

 th
e arm

ch
air, 

pulse sudden
ly quite fast. 

B
ut G

in
n

y explain
s before h

er th
ough

ts get too far aw
ay from

 h
er. “H

e’s a 

fam
ous M

uggle artist —
 abstract. H

erm
ion

e’s doin
g a research

 project on
 h

im
 

for M
uggle Studies.” 

H
er pulse slow

s…
just a fraction

. 

“Y
es…

” sh
e m

urm
urs after a m

om
en

t, un
certain

 an
d suspicious, “I...am

.” 

“P
retty in

-depth
, th

e w
ay I h

eard it. L
ots of w

ork
.” G

in
n

y turn
s a page, still 

n
ot look

in
g up. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says again
, catch

in
g on

. 

H
arry look

s up from
 th

e floor th
rough

 h
is m

essy m
op of h

air. Sm
iles im

p-

ish
ly. “H

erm
ion

e’s probably already fin
ish

ed it.” 

A
n

d G
in

n
y look

s up fin
ally, tossin

g H
erm

ion
e a com

plicated glan
ce. Sh

e 

th
in

k
s sh

e un
derstan

ds. “N
ot at all,” sh

e says, con
tin

uin
g w

h
en

 G
in

n
y subtly 

n
ods. “It’ll tak

e m
e m

on
th

s, I expect.” 

R
on

 h
as already lost in

terest. H
is face is screw

ed up as h
e scribbles on

 h
is form

. 

H
arry is on

ly h
alf-listen

in
g. 

“So?” G
in

n
y ask

s again
. “H

ow
’s it goin

g?” 

A
n

d sh
e gets it. 

G
in

n
y really is a brillian

t w
itch

. In
 un

der tw
o m

in
utes, sh

e’s perfectly crafted 

a w
ay to talk

 about M
alfoy in

 fron
t of H

arry an
d R

on
. In

 fron
t of an

yon
e, really. 

Sh
e h

ides a sm
ile. “N

o n
ew

 developm
en

ts. Just prelim
in

ary research
 at th

is 

poin
t.” 

G
in

n
y w

in
k

s w
h

en
 n

o on
e’s look

in
g. “W

ell, let m
e k

n
ow

 if you n
eed an

y 

h
elp.” 

A
n

d all of th
e ten

sion
 in

 h
er body seem

s to ease in
 th

at in
stan

t. 

Fin
ally. Fin

ally, an
 ally 
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D
iary, 

F
ickle 

is 
a 
good

 
w
ord. 

W
ith 

only 
tw
o 
syllables, 

it 
som

ehow
 
captures 

just 
how

 
absolutely 

fucking 
volatile 

people 
are. 

U
nd
epend

able. 
U
ntrustw

orthy. 
I
t’s 

this 

pathetic 
little 

w
ord
 
—
 
it 
even 

sound
s 
pathetic, 

and
 
it’s 

so 
fitting. 

P
eople 

are 
fickle. 

E
verything 

is 
fickle. 

E
very 

aspect 
of 

m
y 
life. 

E
ven 

I
 
am
. 
I
’m
 
sure 

of 
it. 

B
ut 

if 
you 

really 
fucking 

think 
about 

it, 
expecting 

everyone 
to 

be 
fickle 

m
akes 

them
 
not 

fickle 
at 

all. 
I
 
can 

d
epend

 
on 

their 

und
epend

ability. 
C
ounterm

easures. 

Y
eah, 

it 
m
ight 

not 
seem

 
like 

m
uch, 

but 
it 
brings 

m
e 
com

fort. 

I
 
like 

know
ing 

w
hat 

to 
expect, 

for 
fucking 

once 
in 

m
y 
life, 

and
 
at 

this 
point 

I
 
can 

com
fortably 

expect 
to 
have 

the 
rug 

pulled
 

out 
from

 
und

er 
m
e 
at 

every 
given 

opportunity. 

P
rom

pt: 
I
f 
you 

could
 
change 

one 
choice 

you 
m
ad
e 
in 

the 
past 

year, 
w
hat 

w
ould

 
it 
be? 

A
lm
ost 

too 
easy. 

M
y 
appeal. 

M
other 

insisted 
on 

it, 
but 

if 
I
 

could
 
go 

back, 
I
’d 

plead
 
guilty 

and
 
accept 

all 
of 

those 
initial 

charges. 

A
zkaban 

sound
s 
like 

a 
lonely 

paradise. 

D
raco 

C
ertain

ly, sh
e’d put a great deal of effort in

to h
er reveal at th

e Y
ule B

all. B
ut 

it h
ad b

een
 just th

at —
 a reveal. H

er ch
osen

 m
om

en
t to display h

erself as m
ore 

th
an

 just th
e m

ousy k
n

ow
-it-all. A

n
d it h

ad been
 for everyon

e. A
n

d for h
erself. 

T
h

is, th
ough

 —
 sh

e’s n
ever don

e th
is w

ith
 on

e person
 solely in

 m
in

d. 

It’s…
oddly exh

ilaratin
g. 

A
n

d equally terrifyin
g. 

E
very tim

e sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s fin

ally com
fortable w

ith
 h

ow
 sh

e look
s, som

e-

th
in

g flips lik
e a sw

itch
 an

d sh
e decides sh

e look
s absurd. A

n
d it even

tually be-

com
es so frustratin

g th
at sh

e sm
ack

s h
er h

an
d again

st th
e m

irror, sn
atch

es h
er 

bag off th
e foot of h

er b
ed an

d practically th
row

s h
erself dow

n
 th

e stairs from
 

th
e dorm

itory. 

Sh
e’s tim

ed everyth
in

g m
eticulously. Sh

e can
n

ot afford to w
aste precious 

m
in

utes fussin
g over m

ean
in

gless details. 

B
ut th

e n
erves really start to set in

 as sh
e w

alk
s th

e deserted h
alls, deck

ed w
ith

 

h
olly just as th

e carol suggested. Sh
e h

as n
o gauge for M

alfoy’s reaction
, an

d sh
e’s 

spen
t th

e last several days w
ork

in
g h

erself in
to a fren

zy th
in

k
in

g of all th
e pos-

sibilities. H
er resolve is firm

, th
ough

. Sh
e’s goin

g to go th
rough

 w
ith

 it, even
 if 

h
er k

n
ees w

obble th
e w

h
ole w

ay. 

A
n

d th
ey do. 

B
y th

e tim
e sh

e reach
es th

e D
un

geon
s —

 reach
es th

e spot H
arry an

d R
on

 

on
ce told h

er h
id th

e en
tran

ce to th
e Slyth

erin
 com

m
on

 room
 —

 sh
e’s pretty 

sure th
e trem

ors are visible. 

E
ven

 so, sh
e adjusts th

e pen
dan

t un
der th

e scarf an
d tak

es out h
er w

an
d. P

er-

form
s th

ree m
agical taps on

 th
e w

all —
 a loud k

n
ock

. 

Idly, as sh
e w

aits, sh
e w

on
ders if an

yon
e’s ever kn

ocked for Slyth
erin

 H
ouse. 

Sh
e pulls th

e pen
dan

t out from
 un

der h
er scarf an

d toys w
ith

 its sh
arp edges be-

tw
een

 h
er th

um
b

 an
d forefin

ger. 

A
n

d th
en

, all too quick
ly, a con

fused an
d suspicious T

h
eodore N

ott m
ateri-

alizes a few
 in

ch
es in

 fron
t of h

er, lik
e h

e’s stepped th
rough

 th
e w

all. 

Sh
e jum

ps back
. C

atch
es h

er breath
. 

“G
ran

ger?” H
is dark

 brow
s arch

 up lik
e sm

all m
oun

tain
s. 
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D
iary, 

I
s 
there 

a 
fucking 

spell 
to 

m
ake 

sense 
of 

things? 

D
raco 
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 S
H

E
 SP

E
N

D
S D

A
Y

S P
L

A
N

N
IN

G
 IT. 

P
uts in

 th
e sam

e am
oun

t of devoted effort as sh
e w

ould a term
 essay in

 First 

or Secon
d Y

ear. E
xcept, it’s alm

ost h
arder, because sh

e can
’t expect an

 O
utstan

d-

in
g. Sh

e can
 pour as m

uch
 con

cen
tration

 an
d careful con

sideration
 in

to th
is as 

possible an
d still n

ot be able to depen
d on

 an
 outcom

e. 

C
an

’t even
 b

e sure h
e’ll let h

er fin
ish

 h
er sen

ten
ce. 

It’s C
h

ristm
as E

ve, th
ough

. Sh
e can

’t w
ait an

y lon
ger. It h

as to b
e ton

igh
t. 

Sh
e stan

ds in
 fron

t of h
er four-poster for a good tw

en
ty m

in
utes, starin

g at 

w
h

at m
ust b

e th
ree quarters of h

er w
ardrobe strew

n
 out across th

e bed. Sh
e 

doesn
’t h

ave G
in

n
y or P

arvati h
ere to con

sult. Sh
e’s th

e on
ly Seven

th
 Y

ear w
h

o 

ch
ose to stay. 

A
n

d w
ardin

g off th
at n

aggin
g part of h

er brain
 th

at k
eeps in

sistin
g th

is is 

utterly ridiculous proves to be quite an
 un

dertak
in

g. 

E
ven

tually, sh
e settles on

 a pale blue ch
en

ille jum
per —

 th
e forest green

 piece 

sh
e’d h

ad in
 m

in
d seem

ed too preten
tious. Sh

e pulls it dow
n

 over a pair of sim
ple 

jean
s, w

raps a w
h

ite silk
 scarf aroun

d h
er n

eck
 an

d tugs on
 h

er boots. 

It’s on
ly as sh

e struggles to m
agically pin

 h
er h

air ben
eath

 a k
n

it cap th
at sh

e 

realizes sh
e n

ever did th
is for R

on
. 

  

D
ecem

ber 12th
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 O
V

E
R

 A
 W

E
E

K
. 

O
ver a w

eek
 an

d th
ey h

aven
’t exch

an
ged a w

ord. H
aven

’t traded so m
uch

 as 

a full glan
ce or sh

ared th
e sam

e ten
 feet of air. N

ot on
ly h

as h
e sk

ipped th
e m

a-

jority of th
e classes th

ey h
ave togeth

er, but on
 th

e rare occasion
s th

at h
e h

as ap-

peared, it’s as th
ough

 h
e believes it’ll ph

ysically h
urt h

im
 to look

 an
yw

h
ere n

ear 

h
er direction

. 

Sh
e sw

addles h
erself in

 th
e belief th

at w
h

at sh
e feels is little m

ore th
an

 irri-

tation
. A

n
n

oyan
ce. E

xasperation
 th

at h
e’s beh

avin
g lik

e a typical, ch
ildish

 boy 

in
 th

is situation
, w

h
en

 sh
e prides h

erself on
 repellin

g typical, ch
ildish

 boys. 

E
xcept ben

eath
 all of th

at, sh
e k

n
ow

s w
h

at sh
e feels. 

Sligh
ted. H

urt. U
sed. 

A
n

d also proven
 righ

t, an
d sh

e abh
ors provin

g h
erself righ

t in
 situation

s lik
e 

th
is. B

ut th
ere w

as th
at little voice in

 h
er h

ead all alon
g, rin

gin
g its little alarm

s 

an
d n

aggin
g its w

ay th
rough

 th
e dark

 recesses of h
er m

in
d, tellin

g h
er M

alfoy 

w
as boun

d to do th
is. 

N
ot just boun

d. 

A
lm

ost required. 

E
veryth

in
g sh

e k
n

ew
 about h

is old n
ature w

ould’ve practically dem
an

ded 

th
at h

e do th
is, an

d yet…
th

at’s just it. 

H
is old n

ature. Sh
e’d felt certain

, grow
in

g m
ore an

d m
ore positive by th

e day 

over th
e past several w

eek
s, th

at h
is old n

ature w
as dyin

g. G
ivin

g w
ay to som

e-

th
in

g n
ew

 an
d ultim

ately m
ore. 

B
ut perh

aps, after everyth
in

g, th
e on

ly con
stan

t w
ith

 M
alfoy is h

is un
predict-

ability. 

A
n

d n
in

ety-five percen
t of h

er h
ad n

ot predicted th
is. 

Sh
e w

asted it. Sh
e w

asted it. 

E
veryth

in
g sh

e con
fessed to G

in
n

y in
 a drun

k
en

 h
aze feels ch

ildish
 an

d em
-

barrassin
g n

ow
. 



W
h

at a w
aste. 

“H
erm

ion
e, your tea,” says L

un
a calm

ly, in
 h

er w
ay, an

d H
erm

ion
e glan

ces 

dow
n

 to fin
d it boilin

g in
 its dain

ty little cup. 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

erself free of th
e an

ger, an
d th

e bubbles subside. G
in

n
y is w

atch
-

in
g h

er carefully w
h

en
 sh

e look
s up, a question

 in
 h

er eyes, but H
erm

ion
e sh

uts 

it dow
n

 quick
ly, forcin

g a sm
ile at L

un
a. 

“Sorry. L
ost in

 th
ough

t, I suppose.” 

T
h

ey’re tak
in

g tea in
 th

e A
stron

om
y T

ow
er, an

 affair H
erm

ion
e h

as just 

learn
ed th

at L
un

a h
osts every w

eek
en

d. G
in

n
y’s en

couraged h
er to com

e, an
d 

th
an

k
fully it’s just th

e th
ree of th

em
 today, alth

ough
 L

un
a h

as m
en

tion
ed tw

ice 

h
ow

 P
arvati an

d P
adm

a usually m
ak

e an
 appearan

ce. 

Idly, H
erm

ion
e w

on
ders if sh

e’s scared th
em

 off. 

W
h

o’d w
an

t to tak
e tea w

ith
 m

opin
g G

ran
ger? 

T
h

e con
versation

 sh
ifts to th

e latest edition
 of th

e Q
uibbler, but G

in
n

y’s eyes 

still flit h
er w

ay every n
ow

 an
d again

 as L
un

a talk
s. 

“Still n
oth

in
g?” sh

e ask
s as th

ey descen
d th

e stairs later. 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead m

utely. Is afraid if sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
, all of h

er 

h
urt an

d all of h
er fury w

ill pour out. 

T
h

ey pass in
to on

e of th
e m

ain
 corridors, lively w

ith
 studen

ts th
e w

ay it al-

w
ays is on

 w
eek

en
ds durin

g th
e w

in
ter. 

“M
aybe you sh

ould approach
 h

im
 first?” offers G

in
n

y. “M
aybe h

e’s w
aitin

g 

for—
” 

“I w
ill n

ot,” sh
e sn

aps im
m

ediately. “I don
’t care h

ow
 old-fash

ion
ed it is. Just 

th
is on

ce, I w
an

t th
in

gs to go th
e w

ay th
ey go for everyon

e else for m
e. I w

ill n
ot 

go ch
asin

g—
” 

Sh
e break

s off. 

C
an

’t fath
om

 w
h

at sh
e’s seein

g. 

B
ut sh

e can
 feel G

in
n

y’s gaze sh
oot to h

er from
 th

e side, w
on

derin
g w

h
y sh

e’s 

stopped, an
d th

en
 it sh

ifts to follow
 h

er stare. 

M
alfoy is w

alk
in

g arm
-in

-arm
 w

ith
 P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
. 

T
h

ey’re at th
e far en

d of th
e corridor, passin

g in
 an

d out of view
 th

rough
 th

e 

th
roat, brush

in
g dow

n
 th

e silk
 of h

er deep m
aroon

 robes. “I am
 in

 n
o position

 

to pass an
y judgem

en
t —

 w
ouldn

’t h
ave an

y judgem
en

t to pass, even
 if I w

ere. 

M
r. M

alfoy h
ad a m

ore com
plicated an

d un
stable upbrin

gin
g th

an
 I believe an

-

yon
e else w

ith
in

 th
ese w

alls could im
agin

e.” 

H
erm

ion
e suck

s h
ard on

 th
e lem

on
 drop, eyes glued to h

er. M
cG

on
agall is 

look
in

g off ah
ead. 

“I am
 also n

ot surprised th
at you h

ave been
 so quick

 to un
derstan

d th
is. T

o 

see past it. A
n

d I m
ust say, I am

 quite proud to w
itn

ess it.” 

N
ow

 h
er eyes tilt dow

n
, to th

e side. Fin
d h

er. 

“B
ut I feel ob

ligated to w
arn

 you, M
iss G

ran
ger. A

s you h
ave seen

 today, th
ere 

are m
an

y w
h

o w
ill n

ot see it th
is w

ay. Som
e w

h
o n

ever w
ill. It w

ill n
ot b

e easy 

for you. M
r. M

alfoy w
ill b

e faced w
ith

 a great deal m
ore th

an
 n

am
e-callin

g an
d 

petty accusation
s…

as w
ill you, if you ch

oose to tie yourself to h
im

.” 

Sh
e places a w

arm
, w

eath
ered h

an
d on

 H
erm

ion
e’s sh

oulder. 

“I k
n

ow
 h

ow
 difficult it h

as been
 for you to cope. I w

ould expect n
oth

in
g less, 

after w
h

at you h
ave b

een
 th

rough
. B

ut are you certain
 th

is is som
eth

in
g you can

 

h
an

dle? R
igh

t n
ow

, on
 th

e road to recovery? A
re you certain

 you are prepared for 

th
e com

plication
s? T

h
e ram

ification
s?” 

H
erm

ion
e stares up at h

er for a lon
g tim

e after sh
e goes silen

t. C
on

siders h
er 

w
ords carefully, all th

e w
h

ile feelin
g an

 odd sen
sation

 buildin
g up in

 h
er ch

est. 

T
h

en
 sh

e clears h
er th

roat, slow
ly gettin

g to h
er feet. Feels sudden

ly resolute. 

“I un
derstan

d, H
eadm

aster. T
h

an
k

 you for your con
cern

.” 

Sh
e w

eaves h
er w

ay out from
 aroun

d th
e ch

air, sm
ooth

in
g dow

n
 h

er sk
irt as 

M
cG

on
agall regards h

er curiously a few
 feet aw

ay. 

“I’ve just com
e to realize h

ow
 little it m

atters w
h

at an
yon

e th
in

k
s.” 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e dips h

er h
ead an

d excuses h
erself, M

cG
on

agall w
atch

in
g as sh

e 

leaves w
ith

 w
h

at m
igh

t possibly b
e th

e begin
n

in
gs of a sm

ile form
in

g on
 h

er 

stern
 lips. H

alfw
ay to th

e office door, H
erm

ion
e pulls th

e brok
en

 pen
dan

t from
 

th
e pock

et of h
er sk

irt. 

Sh
e fasten

s th
e clasp aroun

d h
er n

eck
.



expectation
 as to th

e direction
 of th

is con
versation

 evaporatin
g w

ith
in

 m
illisec-

on
ds. H

ow
 does sh

e —
 

“P
oppy m

en
tion

ed it to m
e,” M

cG
on

agall an
sw

ers before sh
e can

 ask
. 

“V
oiced a bit of con

cern
. B

ut even
 if sh

e h
adn

’t, M
iss G

ran
ger, I’m

 afraid it is 

quite obvious to eyes as old as m
in

e.” 

H
er ch

eek
s feel lik

e bran
din

g iron
s. P

rob
ably look

 lik
e th

em
, too. Sh

e tries 

to form
 w

ords, but M
cG

on
agall con

tin
ues before sh

e can
 w

ork
 up th

e courage. 

“A
s your lon

gtim
e P

rofessor, an
d n

ow
 as H

eadm
aster, I feel it is m

y duty to—
” 

“I kn
ow

 th
e con

traceptive ch
arm

,” sh
e blurts out. So quick

ly it all soun
ds lik

e 

on
e w

ord. Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 h
er ton

gue th
e m

om
en

t it’s free, furious w
ith

 h
er-

self, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e can

 m
eet M

cG
on

agall’s eyes, sh
e fin

ds h
er visibly flustered. 

H
er brow

s furrow
 an

d sh
e purses h

er lips. “Y
es, I am

 quite certain
 th

at you 

do.” A
n

d it becom
es h

um
iliatin

gly clear th
at th

is w
as n

ot at all th
e direction

 in
 

w
h

ich
 sh

e’d been
 h

eaded. 

“Sorry, H
eadm

aster,” H
erm

ion
e m

utters, eyes fallin
g in

to h
er lap as n

ow
h

ere 

else seem
s bearable. 

T
h

ere’s a lon
g m

om
en

t of deafen
in

g silen
ce. 

T
h

en
 M

cG
on

agall stan
ds. Strides silen

tly aroun
d to th

e fron
t of th

e desk
, an

d 

w
h

en
 H

erm
ion

e can
 m

uster th
e courage to look

 up, sh
e’s h

oldin
g out th

e dish
 

of D
um

bledore’s lem
on

 drops. 

M
cG

on
agall speak

s in
 a raspy voice, as th

ough
 som

eth
in

g is caugh
t in

 h
er 

th
roat. “A

lbus…
alw

ays k
n

ew
 th

e best m
om

en
t to offer th

ese. Seem
ed to k

n
ow

 

exactly w
h

en
 a bit of sw

eetn
ess w

as n
eeded. I believe th

is m
ay b

e on
e of th

ose 

m
om

en
ts.” 

Som
eth

in
g pain

ful th
rob

s in
 H

erm
ion

e’s rib
 cage. Sh

e reach
es delicately in

to 

th
e dish

, alm
ost afraid to disturb

 th
e arran

gem
en

t of th
e can

dies as sh
e pluck

s 

on
e out. Its tart flavor is a w

elcom
e distraction

. 

M
cG

on
agall sets th

e dish
 aside, restin

g back
 again

st th
e edge of th

e desk
, 

h
an

ds clasped in
 fron

t of h
er. “Fran

k
ly, M

iss G
ran

ger, I am
 n

ot surprised. N
ot in

 

th
e least. W

ayw
ard souls h

ave a w
ay of fin

din
g on

e an
oth

er.” Sh
e clears h

er 

crow
d, but h

is w
h

ite-blon
d is un

m
istak

able, as is h
er laugh

. 

“‘M
ion

e…
” says G

in
n

y softly. A
 w

arn
in

g. 

Som
eon

e steps out of th
e w

ay an
d sh

e can
 see P

an
sy stretch

 up on
 h

er tiptoes 

an
d press a k

iss to h
is ch

eek
. 

“‘M
ion

e—
” 

Sh
e ch

arges forth
, h

an
ds ballin

g in
to w

h
ite-k

n
uck

led fists at h
er sides. 

“M
ion

e, don
’t —

 oh
, bollock

s,” G
in

n
y m

utters from
 beh

in
d, but sh

e doesn
’t 

follow
. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e slips th

rough
 th

e crow
d w

ith
 a th

ousan
d differen

t curses on
 

h
er ton

gue, th
e outlin

e of h
er w

an
d a com

fort again
st h

er palm
 th

rough
 th

e 

fabric of h
er sk

irt. 

N
o on

e w
ould assum

e an
yth

in
g if sh

e h
exed D

raco M
alfoy. 

T
h

at’s —
 th

at’s w
h

at sh
e should b

e doin
g. W

h
at sh

e’s ex
pected to be doin

g. 

Sh
e’s about h

alfw
ay across th

e corridor w
h

en
 h

e spots h
er, an

d sh
e sees a m

us-

cle in
 h

is jaw
 tw

itch
. Sees h

im
 straigh

ten
 up lik

e a ch
ild caugh

t out of b
ed after 

m
idn

igh
t. H

e says som
eth

in
g to P

an
sy —

 sh
e can

’t read h
is lips —

 an
d th

en
 h

e 

excuses h
im

self, startin
g off at a rath

er brisk
 pace dow

n
 th

e perpen
dicular h

all. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e ch

arges righ
t th

rough
 P

an
sy’s n

oxious cloud of pow
dery per-

fum
e as sh

e roun
ds th

e corn
er after h

im
. 

Sh
e k

eeps h
er eyes low

. Focuses th
em

 on
 th

e sh
in

y black
 h

eels of h
is poin

ty 

dress sh
oes, follow

in
g th

em
 aroun

d several tw
ists an

d turn
s an

d dow
n

 several 

fligh
ts of stairs. Follow

s un
til n

o oth
er pairs of sh

oes accom
pan

y th
em

. 

U
n

til th
e h

alls th
ey’re w

alk
in

g th
rough

 are filled on
ly by th

eir out-of-step 

treads. 

Sh
e realizes h

e’s h
eaded for th

e D
un

geon
s. For Slyth

erin
 H

ouse. H
is pace h

as 

doubled, th
ough

 h
e’s n

ot quite run
n

in
g. N

ot yet. 

H
er eyes pan

 up —
 catch

 h
im

 th
row

in
g a glan

ce over h
is sh

oulder, an
d w

h
en

 

h
e sees h

ow
 close sh

e is h
e seem

s to realize th
at Slyth

erin
 w

ill b
e a dead en

d. H
e 

pan
ics an

d cuts a sh
arp turn

 dow
n

 an
oth

er corridor, th
en

 dow
n

 tw
o m

ore fligh
ts 

of stairs. 

Sh
e h

as h
er h

an
d aroun

d th
e base of h

er w
an

d. 



M
alfoy slips aroun

d on
e last corn

er, th
row

s a desperate, “Sod off, G
ran

ger,” 

at h
er an

d th
en

 yan
k

s at th
e iron

 of a w
all scon

ce, producin
g a h

idden
 doorw

ay. 

H
e th

row
s h

im
self th

rough
 w

ith
 fervor, as th

ough
 h

e th
in

k
s sh

e w
on

’t m
ak

e 

it across th
e th

resh
old in

 tim
e. 

B
ut sh

e does. O
f course sh

e does. It’s alm
ost too easy. 

A
n

d th
e door closes beh

in
d h

er, leavin
g h

im
 in

 precisely th
e w

orst situation
 

h
e could ask

 for. 

“W
h

at is th
is?” sh

e dem
an

ds, w
an

d out at h
er side. M

alfoy turn
s to face h

er. 

B
ack

s h
im

self in
to a table. 

A
 beat of silen

ce. 

“T
h

is is th
e K

itch
en

s,” h
e says. 

H
erm

ion
e h

esitates —
 cough

s an
d splutters at h

im
, ”N

o, of course I k
n

ow
 th

is 

is th
e —

 w
h

at is th
is, M

alfoy? W
h

at are you playin
g at?” 

M
alfoy run

s a h
an

d th
rough

 h
is h

air, look
in

g an
yw

h
ere but h

er eyes as h
e 

lean
s back

 again
st th

e table. A
s h

e so astutely poin
ted out, th

ey are, in
 fact, in

 

th
e K

itch
en

s. It’s vacan
t. D

in
n

er isn
’t for an

oth
er several h

ours, an
d th

e H
ouse 

E
lves are oth

erw
ise occupied th

rough
out th

e castle, n
o doubt. D

ish
es are laid out 

beh
in

d h
im

 in
 row

s —
 plates an

d goblets an
d servin

g platters —
 in

 various clas-

ses of m
aterial. Som

e bron
ze, som

e porcelain
, som

e crystal. 

Sh
e’s n

ever actually been
 in

 h
ere. Studen

ts aren
’t supposed to k

n
ow

 about it, 

lest th
ey th

in
k

 to go sn
oopin

g aroun
d w

h
en

 m
idn

igh
t cravin

gs strik
e. 

Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y M

alfoy k
n

ow
s th

e w
ay in

. 

Sh
e h

as m
ore im

portan
t th

in
gs to w

on
der about. Sh

e collects h
erself an

d re-

in
ven

ts h
er pen

etratin
g stare, h

opin
g to stir an

sw
ers out of h

im
. 

“Is th
ere som

e sort of gam
e w

e’re playin
g th

at I’m
 n

ot aw
are of, G

ran
ger?” 

h
e ask

s, an
d h

e’s adopted th
at bored ton

e. 

Sh
e sees red. “D

on
’t you dare stan

d th
ere an

d act casual —
 lik

e you w
eren

’t 

run
n

in
g aw

ay from
 m

e less th
an

 a m
in

ute ago.” 

“I w
as n

ot run
n

in
g—

” 

Sh
e raises h

er w
an

d. P
oin

ts it firm
ly at h

is face. 

H
e goes tem

porarily silen
t, on

ly to cross h
is arm

s over h
is ch

est a m
om

en
t 

a sligh
t flick

er in
 M

cG
on

agall’s eyes. U
n

til sh
e’s certain

 sh
e un

derstan
ds th

e 

gravity of it. 

M
cG

on
agall steeps in

 it for a m
om

en
t. T

h
reads h

er fin
gers togeth

er. T
h

en
 

sh
e turn

s to N
ott, h

er expression
 catlik

e —
 n

ot so differen
t from

 h
er A

n
im

agus 

form
. “M

r. N
ott, I urge you to rem

em
ber th

at violen
ce is n

ever a suitable solu-

tion
 to a problem

.” Sh
e pauses, th

en
 adds, “R

egardless of h
ow

 cruel th
e situation

 

m
ay b

e. T
w

en
ty poin

ts w
ill be tak

en
 from

 Slyth
erin

, an
d you w

ill b
e servin

g tw
o 

deten
tion

s w
ith

 P
rofessor Sprout.” Sh

e sits back
. “Y

ou m
ay go to your dorm

i-

tory.” 

N
ott stan

ds, look
in

g a little con
foun

ded. H
e deals a curt n

od to M
cG

on
agall, 

but h
is eyes lin

ger on
 H

erm
ion

e as h
e steps past h

er to leave. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if h

e’ll alw
ays h

ate h
er th

is m
uch

. 

W
h

en
 th

e door closes, M
cG

on
agall sh

ifts h
er eyes to D

raco. “M
r. M

alfoy, you 

are free to go as w
ell.” B

ut w
h

en
 h

e stan
ds, sh

e says, “A
n

d I do apologize for M
r. 

M
cL

aggen
’s beh

avior.” 

If N
ott look

ed surprised, D
raco look

s absolutely gobsm
ack

ed. H
e turn

s to 

leave, eyes sw
eepin

g over H
erm

ion
e in

 a w
ay th

at m
ak

es th
e blood rush

 to h
er 

ch
eek

s. 

Sh
e does h

er best to h
ide an

 absurdly large, victorious grin
. 

B
ut w

h
en

 sh
e m

ak
es to follow

 h
im

 out, M
cG

on
agall stops h

er. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger. A

 w
ord?” 

H
er stom

ach
 drops. T

h
e sm

ile m
elts off h

er face. A
n

d for a m
om

en
t, drop-

pin
g dow

n
 in

to th
e velvet seat tak

es h
er all th

e w
ay back

 to First Y
ear. R

em
in

ds 

h
er of all th

e trouble th
e th

ree of th
em

 used to get in
to. 

Sh
e braces h

erself for a lecture. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” M

cG
on

agall says again
, an

d from
 th

e w
ay sh

e adjusts h
er 

posture, H
erm

ion
e can

 tell sh
e’s tryin

g to th
in

k
 of w

ay to ph
rase w

h
atever sh

e’s 

about to say. A
 bad sign

. “I feel I’ve k
n

ow
n

 you lon
g en

ough
 to speak

 plain
ly.” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
s an

d n
ods. 

“I un
derstan

d you h
ave developed an

 affection
 for M

r. M
alfoy.” 

Sh
e feels h

er m
outh

 drop open
. Sh

uts it im
m

ediately, an
y sem

blan
ce of 



H
aversh

im
 scoffs. “A

n
d w

h
ere’s your—

” 

“P
roof?” H

erm
ion

e tak
es a step forw

ard. “W
ould you lik

e m
e to sh

ow
 th

e 

H
eadm

aster th
e records I’ve k

ept? A
ll th

e in
stan

ces I’ve m
ade n

ote of in
 w

h
ich

 

you’ve im
posed un

just deten
tion

s on
 Slyth

erin
s? O

r th
e grade discrepan

cies be-

tw
een

 th
eir H

ouse an
d oth

ers? T
h

e appallin
g series of false accusation

s you’d 

m
ade again

st reform
ed survivors of th

e w
ar? T

h
e five separate occasion

s specifi-

cally in
volvin

g D
raco M

alfoy? T
h

e H
eadm

aster w
as presen

t for on
e of th

em
, af-

ter all.” 

H
aversh

im
’s eye tw

itch
es rath

er com
ically. Sh

e open
s h

er m
outh

. Sh
uts it. 

O
pen

s it again
 several secon

ds later. “N
ow

 see h
ere —

” 

“P
rofessor H

aversh
im

,” says M
cG

on
agall calm

ly. “W
ould you excuse us for 

just a m
om

en
t?” 

N
ow

 H
aversh

im
 sh

ifts h
er gaw

k
in

g to th
e H

eadm
aster, look

in
g quite a bit 

lik
e a fish

 tryin
g to breath

e out of w
ater. 

“I w
ill b

e w
ith

 you sh
ortly,” M

cG
on

agall adds w
h

en
 sh

e doesn
’t m

ove. Sh
e 

doesn
’t speak

 again
 un

til H
aversh

im
 w

alk
s dazedly to th

e door an
d closes it b

e-

h
in

d h
er. 

T
h

en
 sh

e turn
s sh

arp, in
quisitive eyes on

 H
erm

ion
e. 

“A
s I’m

 sure you are aw
are, th

ose are very serious accusation
s, M

iss G
ran

ger.” 

H
erm

ion
e gath

ers a steady breath
. “Y

es, H
eadm

aster. T
h

ey are also true.” H
er 

eyes jut in
volun

tarily tow
ards D

raco —
 catch

 h
is expression

 for just a m
om

en
t, 

fin
din

g a cock
tail of em

otion
s starin

g back
 at h

er. 

“A
n

d w
h

at can
 you produce as proof?” M

cG
on

agall folds h
er h

an
ds n

eatly on
 

th
e desk

 in
 fron

t of h
er. 

“Y
ou can

 search
 m

y m
em

ories. B
ut H

eadm
aster, it isn

’t just P
rofessor H

aver-

sh
im

.” 

Sh
e receives an

oth
er brow

 quirk
 in

 respon
se. 

“It’s becom
e som

eth
in

g of an
 epidem

ic, I’m
 afraid.” 

A
n

d th
en

, in
 w

h
at feels lik

e on
e breath

, sh
e explain

s th
e even

ts of th
e past 

th
irty m

in
utes as th

ey really tran
spired. D

escribes past in
stan

ces sh
e can

 rem
em

-

b
er off th

e top of h
er h

ead. T
alk

s an
d talk

s an
d doesn

’t stop talk
in

g un
til sh

e sees 

later an
d fire back

, “D
o you h

ave an
y idea h

ow
 fuck

in
g terrifyin

g you look
 w

h
en

 

you ch
arge at people? M

erlin
’s righ

t tit, G
ran

ger, you’re lik
e a bloody H

ippo-

griff!” B
ut even

 as h
e eases in

to th
e com

fort of arguin
g, th

ere’s still an
 un

dercur-

ren
t of n

ervousn
ess. Sh

e can
 see it in

 h
is eyes. H

ear it in
 h

is voice. “A
n

d n
ow

 

you’ve got your bloody w
an

d in
 m

y face.” 

Sh
e doesn

’t low
er it. 

“Y
ou look

ed very cozy w
ith

 P
ark

in
son

,” sh
e deadpan

s. 

A
n

d lik
e a th

reaten
ed sn

ak
e, M

alfoy recoils, th
en

 strik
es, loadin

g as m
uch

 

ven
om

 in
to h

is attack
 as possible. “O

h
, I see. R

igh
t, righ

t, of course, G
ran

ger. O
f 

course. Y
ou’re jealous. Y

ou th
ough

t givin
g up your virgin

ity w
ould b

e som
e sort 

of gran
d affair. Som

eth
in

g bloody m
ean

in
gful. Isn

’t th
at w

h
at th

ey teach
 you 

G
ryffin

dor girls? W
h

at —
 did you expect m

e to sh
ow

 up outside your dorm
itory 

w
ith

 flow
ers? T

ak
e you for a stroll? W

rite you a few
 love n

otes? D
id you really 

th
in

k
 th

at w
as th

e k
in

d of person
 I w

as w
h

en
 you decided to fuck

 m
e?” 

T
h

e h
ex flies out of h

er w
an

d w
ordlessly, sh

atterin
g h

alf a dozen
 lon

g-

stem
m

ed crystal goblets about an
 in

ch
 from

 h
is elbow

. H
e jerk

s aw
ay. H

isses an
d 

look
s to h

is forearm
, pluck

in
g a sh

ard of glass out. 

“Y
ou’re doin

g it again
,” sh

e says flatly. Sh
e refuses to let an

y of h
er em

otion
s 

sh
ow

, even
 as th

ey quiver, th
rob

 just ben
eath

 h
er sk

in
. 

“D
oin

g w
h

at?” h
e sn

eers, but sh
e doesn

’t look
 at h

is face —
 can

’t. Sh
e 

w
atch

es a rivulet of ruby blood run
 dow

n
 to h

is w
rist in

stead. 

“B
ein

g cruel,” sh
e m

urm
urs. “P

reten
din

g.” 

A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e fin
ally glan

ces up, h
is lip is curled —

 vicious. “A
lw

ays so sure 

of yourself, aren
’t you, G

ran
ger? A

lw
ays so certain

 you’re righ
t.” H

e push
es off 

th
e table, tak

in
g tw

o m
easured steps tow

ard h
er. H

er w
an

d arm
 stiffen

s. “E
ver 

con
sidered th

at you w
ere actually w

ron
g about m

e? T
h

at, m
aybe, b

y som
e w

ild 

stretch
 of th

e im
agin

ation
, I’m

 as rotten
 on

 th
e in

side as I am
 out.” 

H
er eyes n

arrow
 to slits, an

d an
oth

er w
ordless h

ex does aw
ay w

ith
 a porcelain

 

servin
g bow

l just over h
is sh

oulder. M
alfoy doesn

’t flin
ch

 th
is tim

e, even
 as 

sh
ards of porcelain

 sprin
k

le again
st h

is back
. 

H
e h

uffs a laugh
. “Y

es, very good, G
ran

ger. B
reak

 an
oth

er.” 



H
er eyes w

iden
 a fraction

. A
 furious breath

 steam
s out th

rough
 h

er n
ose. A

n
d 

th
en

 sh
e flick

s h
er w

an
d w

ith
 in

ten
tion

, decim
atin

g a stack
 of clear glass plates. 

“N
ot lik

e th
at,” says M

alfoy, an
d before sh

e can
 th

in
k

 to do an
yth

in
g about 

it, h
e’s got h

is h
an

d aroun
d h

er w
an

d. 

“H
ow

 dare y—
” 

H
e slides it free of h

er grip lik
e a k

n
ife from

 w
arm

 butter. H
er fin

gers tw
itch

 

aroun
d th

e n
ew

 em
ptin

ess. 

“N
ot lik

e th
at,” h

e says again
. H

e tosses h
er w

an
d aside —

 a h
ollow

 clatter 

sh
e doesn

’t see. H
er gaze is lock

ed on
 h

im
, th

e expression
 in

 h
is eyes som

eth
in

g 

un
fath

om
able. In

scrutable. A
 riddle to solve. 

M
alfoy tak

es a few
 steps back

w
ards, joltin

g h
is eyebrow

s lik
e a ch

allen
ge be-

fore turn
in

g aw
ay tow

ards th
e table. “W

atch
. L

ik
e th

is.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e tak

es h
old of a large, cut-crystal com

pote an
d laun

ch
es it at th

e 

w
all. H

erm
ion

e jolts. T
h

row
s a h

an
d up to sh

ield h
er eyes as m

icroscopic sh
ards 

m
ist over th

e room
. 

“See?” says M
alfoy proudly. H

e tak
es up th

ree ch
in

a plates at on
ce an

d th
row

s 

th
em

 dow
n

 at h
er feet in

 quick
 succession

. 

Sh
e jum

ps. Sk
ips aroun

d th
e flyin

g pieces, sh
oulders ten

se, fin
gers splayed out 

at h
er sides. T

rem
blin

g, but just sligh
tly. 

T
h

eir eyes m
eet again

. 

M
alfoy drags a w

ide porcelain
 soup bow

l off th
e corn

er of th
e table. Stalk

s 

tow
ard h

er, glass crun
ch

in
g un

der h
is feet. H

e sh
oves it in

to h
er h

an
ds. 

“T
ry it,” h

e dem
an

ds. 

Sh
e lets out an

 un
steady breath

. H
er fin

gers flex again
st th

e bow
l’s cold curve. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 you w
an

t to, G
ran

ger. G
o on

. D
o it.” 

H
e dips h

is h
ead, just sligh

tly, forcin
g th

eir eyes to con
n

ect. Ice an
d earth

. 

H
is n

arrow
, an

d th
at vicious sm

ile from
 before is gon

e, replaced w
ith

 a som
e-

w
h

at com
petitive sm

irk
. 

“D
o it.” 

Sh
e releases a cut grow

l. G
rin

ds h
er teeth

 an
d con

dem
n

s th
e bow

l to th
e 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e is out of h

er seat before h
e can

 fin
ish

 h
is sen

ten
ce, n

arrow
ly 

dodgin
g G

in
n

y’s h
an

d. “E
n

ough
 of th

is.” 

“‘M
ion

e?” several of th
em

 say at on
ce. 

“H
ave a w

on
derful C

h
ristm

as, all of you. I h
ave som

eth
in

g to tak
e care of.” 

Sh
e ch

arges off after H
aversh

im
 w

ith
out an

oth
er w

ord, leavin
g th

em
 gapin

g. 

<
 

Sh
e’s fortun

ate th
e w

ards outside of M
cG

on
agall’s office aren

’t active. It allow
s 

h
er to m

ak
e th

e dram
atic en

tran
ce sh

e’s b
een

 plan
n

in
g th

e w
h

ole w
ay. 

Sh
e bursts in

 an
d m

arch
es up th

e stairs, eyes settlin
g on

 th
e scen

e. 

D
raco an

d N
ott are seated in

 th
e tw

o ch
airs across from

 M
cG

on
agall, w

h
o is 

eyein
g th

e blood splattered all over N
ott’s sh

irt w
ith

 great con
cern

. H
aversh

im
 

is stan
din

g n
ext to M

cG
on

agall’s desk
, w

avin
g h

er h
an

ds about m
adly, m

outh
 

open
 w

ide w
ith

 w
h

atever rubbish
 sh

e’s b
een

 spillin
g. 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e’s en
tran

ce is loud —
 distracts h

er, draw
s all atten

tion
. 

“H
eadm

aster,” sh
e says, sligh

tly out of breath
, tryin

g n
ot to lose h

er train
 of 

th
ough

t w
h

en
 D

raco’s eyes sn
ap to h

er. 

M
cG

on
agall quirk

s a brow
. “M

iss G
ran

ger…
” 

“I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at sh
e’s said to you,” H

erm
ion

e jabs a fin
ger in

 H
aversh

im
’s 

direction
, “but I can

 assure you sh
e’s lyin

g.” 

For a m
om

en
t, th

e office is silen
t. 

A
n

d th
en

 N
ott lets out a sn

ort, bitin
g dow

n
 on

 h
is lip an

d look
in

g aw
ay from

 

everyon
e to k

eep from
 laugh

in
g out loud. 

“I beg your pardon
!” H

aversh
im

 fum
es. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, th

at is h
ardly appropriate—

” 

“Forgive m
e, H

eadm
aster, but I assum

ed you w
ould w

an
t to b

e m
ade of aw

are 

of an
y acts of prejudice bein

g com
m

itted on
 sch

ool groun
ds.” 

“P
rejudice?!” H

aversh
im

 sw
ish

es h
er sk

irts an
grily. P

osts h
er h

an
ds on

 h
er 

h
ips. “A

n
d upon

 w
h

om
, pray tell, h

ave I b
een

 in
flictin

g th
is prejudice?” 

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t sk
ip a beat. Fin

ds h
er w

ords com
in

g even
 m

ore sm
ooth

ly 

th
an

 n
orm

al. “O
n

 th
em

.” Sh
e n

ods to D
raco an

d N
ott. 



good w
ith

 a w
an

d. W
h

en
’s th

e last tim
e you w

ere good at an
yth

in
g?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s w

an
d is out, aim

ed carefully at h
im

 un
der th

e table. B
ut sh

e 

h
asn

’t even
 th

ough
t up a proper h

ex before th
ere’s a m

uted, sick
en

in
g th

ud an
d 

C
orm

ac’s spraw
led out on

 th
e groun

d, a pan
tin

g T
h

eodore N
ott stan

din
g over 

h
im

 w
ith

 a bloody fist. C
orm

ac’s cron
ies scatter lik

e verm
in

 as N
ott grabs C

or-

m
ac by th

e sh
irt collar an

d lays in
to h

im
 again

 an
d again

 an
d again

. 

G
asps rin

g out th
rough

 th
e h

all w
ith

 every h
it. T

w
o P

refects scam
per off to 

alert a professor. 

A
n

d th
en

, fin
ally, D

raco stan
ds up, sigh

in
g loudly. “N

ott, I th
in

k
 you’ve bro-

k
en

 h
is jaw

. M
ove off it, yeah

?” 

T
h

eo pauses w
ith

 h
is arm

 raised, breath
less an

d spattered w
ith

 blood. H
e 

glan
ces up at D

raco. “O
n

e m
ore pun

ch
?” 

D
raco h

uffs, m
aybe a laugh

, as h
e closes h

is journ
al. “Y

eah
, alrigh

t.” 

N
ott follow

s th
rough

 on
e last tim

e, an
d th

ere’s an
 extra th

ud as C
orm

ac’s 

h
ead drops to th

e ston
e. H

erm
ion

e can
 h

ear a few
 little outraged squeak

s 

th
rough

out th
e h

all, lik
ely from

 th
e girls sh

e alw
ays h

ears dotin
g upon

 C
orm

ac’s 

“ch
erub-lik

e” face. 

“W
h

y don
’t you tak

e th
at crook

ed n
ose h

om
e to M

um
m

y for C
h

ristm
as, 

yeah
?” N

ott spits at h
is un

con
scious form

. “H
appy H

olidays, you fuck
in

g k
n

ob
-

h
ead.” 

“M
r. N

ott, good gracious!” sh
outs H

aversh
im

 from
 th

e en
tryw

ay, h
avin

g just 

arrived, an
d all h

eads sw
ap to h

er lik
e th

ey’re w
atch

in
g a ten

n
is m

atch
. 

N
ott straigh

ten
s up an

d sigh
s. P

uts h
is w

an
d in

 h
er outstretch

ed h
an

d w
ith

-

out question
 an

d prepares to b
e led off to deten

tion
. 

B
ut th

en
 H

aversh
im

 sn
aps, “M

r. M
alfoy, your w

an
d.” 

H
erm

ion
e gasps audibly. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 D

raco h
esitates, H

aversh
im

 sh
outs, “T

h
is in

stan
t!” 

Sh
e sn

atch
es aw

ay h
is w

an
d before h

e can
 even

 fully rem
ove it from

 h
is 

pock
et, an

d H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es h

is face cycle th
rough

 a n
um

ber of com
plicated 

expression
s as H

aversh
im

 leads th
em

 aw
ay. 

“B
loody h

ell,” R
on

 sn
ick

ers, turn
in

g back
 to h

is plate. “W
h

at a sh
ow

.” 

flagston
e. Som

eth
in

g alm
ost erotic fan

s out across th
e ten

se slopes of h
er m

uscles 

at th
e soun

d of it sm
ash

in
g, th

e sigh
t of th

e pieces scatterin
g aroun

d th
eir feet. 

A
 full sm

ile spreads across M
alfoy’s face, accen

tuatin
g th

e sh
arp curve of h

is 

ch
in

. H
e doesn

’t say an
oth

er w
ord. T

ak
es h

er w
rist in

stead an
d pulls h

er forw
ard 

—
 over to th

e table. 

H
e slips beh

in
d h

er, an
d h

er sk
in

 prick
les —

 eith
er w

ith
 w

arn
in

g, or som
e-

th
in

g else. Sh
e isn

’t sure. 

B
ut h

er th
ough

ts jum
ble an

d glitch
 w

h
en

 h
is free h

an
d fin

ds h
er oth

er w
rist, 

ch
in

 restin
g again

st th
e curve of h

er n
eck

, h
is sk

in
 cold. H

e crow
ds up again

st 

h
er, h

is ch
est flush

 w
ith

 h
er back

. A
n

d as h
er breath

 h
itch

es h
e guides h

er h
an

ds 

to a fresh
 stack

 of ch
in

a plates. M
an

euvers h
er lik

e a puppet, m
ak

in
g h

er fin
gers 

caress th
e sm

ooth
 glass an

d on
ly lettin

g go w
h

en
 h

e sees h
er latch

 on
. 

H
e steps back

 just as sh
e laun

ch
es tw

o or th
ree of th

em
 at th

e w
all to th

eir 

righ
t. 

Sh
e gasps as th

ey fly apart. Figh
ts a sm

ile. 

M
alfoy laugh

s low
 from

 beh
in

d h
er. T

h
en

 h
e stalk

s aw
ay alon

g th
e len

gth
 of 

th
e table, collectin

g a group of goblets b
y th

eir stem
s. H

e tw
irls on

e about b
e-

tw
een

 h
is fin

gers —
 th

row
s it to th

e ceilin
g, back

in
g out from

 un
der th

e rain
 of 

sh
ards. L

augh
s louder. Starts to juggle th

em
, break

in
g th

em
 again

st on
e an

oth
er. 

H
erm

ion
e fin

ds h
erself liftin

g th
e rest of th

e plates —
 h

uggin
g th

e h
eavy 

stack
 to h

er ch
est an

d steppin
g back

 to let th
em

 fall lazily from
 h

er grip, creatin
g 

a m
oun

tain
 of crack

ed quarters an
d h

alves below
. 

A
 laugh

 flies un
bidden

 from
 h

er lips. Sh
e glan

ces to M
alfoy, flush

ed, an
d h

e’s 

got h
is arm

s out in
 fron

t of h
im

. C
laps h

is h
an

ds th
ree tim

es for h
er. C

urt. Sh
arp. 

A
pplause. 

Sh
e can

’t stop h
erself n

ow
. Sh

e m
arch

es to th
e far corn

er, fin
din

g a ch
in

a 

h
utch

 —
 tearin

g open
 its doors to rip out th

e n
eat row

s of gravy boats an
d tea 

cups, listen
in

g an
d laugh

in
g as th

ey sh
atter. 

“B
rillian

t, G
ran

ger —
 fuck

in
g brillian

t,” M
alfoy calls over th

e raucous, go-

in
g for an

oth
er stack

 of plates an
d on

e b
y on

e sm
ack

in
g th

em
 to pieces again

st 

th
e edge of th

e table. 



Sh
e em

pties th
e cabin

et an
d starts on

 th
e on

e n
ext to it, decim

atin
g th

e gob-

lets an
d bow

ls in
 every creative w

ay sh
e can

 th
in

k
 of. 

“G
ran

ger, h
ere —

 th
is on

e,” M
alfoy tears h

er atten
tion

 aw
ay, beck

on
in

g h
er 

w
ith

 th
e sigh

t of a large crystal vase. H
e tosses it over th

e table to h
er. 

“H
ow

 sh
ould I…

?” sh
e fin

ds h
erself ask

in
g. 

“T
h

ere.” H
e poin

ts to th
e little ch

an
delier above th

eir h
eads. “T

h
at.” 

A
n

oth
er laugh

 bubbles out of h
er th

roat an
d sh

e tak
es th

e vase b
y its th

in
 

n
eck

, pullin
g it back

 to sen
d it careen

in
g in

to th
e fragile fixture. T

h
ey laugh

 

togeth
er as it sw

in
gs violen

tly to on
e side. D

islodges an
d crash

es dow
n

 to th
e 

table. 

M
alfoy’s eyes are aligh

t. “C
om

e h
ere,” h

e says, an
d th

en
 h

e sw
eeps aside an

 

arran
gem

en
t of at least fifty cups an

d saucers to h
op up on

to th
e table. H

olds out 

a h
an

d for h
er on

 th
e oth

er side. 

Sh
e doesn

’t even
 h

esitate. T
ak

es h
is h

an
d an

d lets h
im

 sw
in

g h
er up n

ext to 

h
im

. 

T
ogeth

er, th
ey stare across th

e table’s lon
g expan

se, still crow
ded w

ith
 un

-

brok
en

 dish
es. 

“First to th
e en

d?” M
alfoy proposes, breath

less. 

Sh
e laugh

s. N
ods. 

“O
n

 th
ree! O

n
e—

” 

Sh
e break

s forth
 on

 on
e, gigglin

g an
d k

ick
in

g h
er w

ay th
rough

 th
e array of 

goblets as h
e sh

outs after h
er. 

“C
h

eatin
g brat!” 

B
ut h

e’s laugh
in

g an
d h

e catch
es up quick

. In
 absurd un

ison
, th

ey sm
ash

 th
eir 

w
ay th

rough
 th

e rest of th
e table, k

ick
in

g plates an
d bow

ls again
st w

alls. Scream
-

in
g en

couragem
en

ts at on
e an

oth
er. L

augh
in

g lik
e sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’s ever 

laugh
ed before. 

T
h

e floor crow
ds w

ith
 tin

y sh
ards of crystal an

d large pieces of ch
in

a, un
til 

th
ere’s n

o safe space to w
alk

. 

A
n

d in
 som

e w
ild fever dream

, th
e tw

o of th
em

 h
op dow

n
 off th

e table. 

L
augh

 an
d scream

 an
d jum

p aroun
d in

 it lik
e th

ey’re splash
in

g th
rough

 puddles 

“E
ase off!” H

arry sn
aps, an

d H
erm

ion
e jolts a little on

 th
e ben

ch
. H

arry very 

rarely loses h
is com

posure. 

Sh
e glan

ces up to see h
im

 lean
in

g in
 to w

h
isper som

eth
in

g to R
on

, an
d sh

e 

tries in
 vain

 to scrape h
er k

n
ife again

st h
er toast so loudly sh

e w
on

’t h
ear. B

ut sh
e 

does. 

“H
er paren

ts, R
on

.” 

H
erm

ion
e clears h

er th
roat, rush

in
g out, “L

un
a, w

h
at are your h

oliday 

plan
s?” an

d turn
in

g to h
er. P

lasterin
g a sm

ile on
 h

er face. 

L
un

a beam
s, as does N

eville beside h
er. “N

eville is com
in

g to m
eet D

ad.” 

“T
h

at’s w
on

derful,” says G
in

n
y, goin

g alon
g w

ith
 th

e subject ch
an

ge, an
d 

H
erm

ion
e feels yet an

oth
er en

dless sw
ell of gratitude for h

er. “A
re you up to date 

on
 th

e Q
uibbler, N

eville?” 

H
e goes a bit red in

 th
e face. “I, erm

 —
 m

igh
t b

e, I dun
n

o, a few
 issues be-

h
in

d…
” 

B
ut as th

ey laugh
, H

erm
ion

e h
ears raised voices from

 th
e far side of th

e G
reat 

H
all. T

h
e Slyth

erin
 table. 

M
alfoy —

 D
raco —

 is sittin
g at h

is usual en
d, purple journ

al out, an
d C

or-

m
ac M

cL
aggen

 is stan
din

g over h
im

, back
ed by tw

o G
ryffin

dors sh
e doesn

’t 

k
n

ow
 th

e n
am

es of. 

“N
o on

e to go h
om

e to, eh
, Ferret?” C

orm
ac jeers. 

H
erm

ion
e’s gut w

ren
ch

es. 

“W
h

at? M
um

m
y doesn

’t love you an
ym

ore? O
r is M

um
m

y in
 a w

ork
 h

om
e 

w
ith

 th
e oth

er H
ouse E

lves n
ow

 th
at th

e m
on

ey’s gon
e?” 

T
h

ey’ve all turn
ed to look

 n
ow

. Studen
ts h

ave stopped m
id-step w

ith
 th

eir 

trun
k

s in
 th

e aisles. C
orm

ac’s m
ak

in
g quite a scen

e of it, an
d H

erm
ion

e is al-

ready h
alfw

ay out of h
er seat before G

in
n

y pulls h
er back

 dow
n

. 

D
raco glan

ces up at C
orm

ac lik
e h

e’s just n
oticed h

im
 talk

in
g. A

dopts th
e 

classic bored expression
. “W

ould you lik
e a w

an
d up your arse, M

cL
aggen

? I can
 

b
e very accom

m
odatin

g.” 

“O
ooh

,” C
orm

ac feign
s fear, an

d th
e tw

o beh
in

d h
im

 laugh
. “See, th

at’s th
e 

problem
, Ferret. In

 order to properly th
reaten

 people, you h
ave to actually b

e 



 

D
ecem

ber 
18th, 

1998 

D
iary, 

I
’ve 

never 
stayed

 
before. 

T
his 

is 
blood

y 
strange. 

I
 
m
ean, 

I
 
used

 
to 

literally 
have 

nightm
ares 

F
irst 

and
 
Second

 
Y
ear 

that 
I
’d
 
m
iss 

the 
train 

and
 
be 

stuck 
here. 

A
nd
 
now

 
I
—
 

O
h, 
for 

fuck
’s 
sake, 

here 
w
e 
go…

 

  

D
ecem

ber 18th
, 1998 

 “Y
O

U
 C

A
N

’T
 B

E
 SE

R
IO

U
S, ‘M

IO
N

E.” 

“I can
 an

d I am
, R

on
ald.” Sh

e butters h
er toast w

ith
out look

in
g at h

im
, try-

in
g very h

ard to k
eep h

er ton
e steady. “I n

eed som
e tim

e to m
yself. T

im
e to 

th
in

k
. R

elax.” 

A
ll aroun

d th
em

, people are h
uggin

g goodbye an
d luggin

g suitcases th
rough

 

th
e aisles betw

een
 tables. T

h
e train

 leaves from
 H

ogsm
eade in

 a little over an
 

h
our. 

Sh
e’s stayin

g. 

“C
om

e on
, it’ll b

e fun
, ‘M

ion
e. M

um
 w

an
ts to see you,” R

on
 urges. “A

n
d 

you’re alw
ays alon

e.” 

“R
on

…
” H

arry starts. 

“It’s true, sh
e is!” R

on
 practically sh

outs. “I m
ean

, blim
ey, H

erm
ion

e. It’s lik
e 

you don
’t w

an
t th

in
gs to go back

 to n
orm

al.” 

in
 th

e rain
. Jum

p un
til th

ey can
 h

ardly breath
e. 

U
n

til th
ey’re h

un
ch

ed over, gaspin
g an

d red-faced. 

H
erm

ion
e closes h

er eyes. H
eaves out sm

ilin
g breath

s at th
e ceilin

g. T
h

en
 sh

e 

sh
uffles h

er w
ay th

rough
 th

e m
ess, feelin

g sh
arp edges prick

 at h
er an

k
les an

d 

n
ot carin

g a bit. Sh
e k

ick
s aside th

e debris n
ext to th

e w
all an

d collapses in
to a 

seat again
st it. 

M
alfoy join

s h
er m

om
en

ts later, slidin
g dow

n
 an

d lean
in

g h
is h

ead back
 

again
st th

e ston
e. 

T
ogeth

er, th
eir pan

tin
g slow

s. Fades to quiet, sim
ultan

eous breath
s. 

“Feels good, doesn
’t it?” h

e m
urm

urs, foot playin
g w

ith
 h

alf a teacup. “D
e-

stroyin
g th

in
gs.” 

“Y
es,” sh

e an
sw

ers in
stan

tly. Sh
e can

’t th
in

k
 clearly in

 th
is m

om
en

t. D
oesn

’t 

w
an

t to. Sh
e h

asn
’t felt a release lik

e th
is sin

ce lon
g before th

e w
ar. 

A
n

d for a good ten
 m

in
utes or so, th

e tw
o of th

em
 sit in

 com
plete silen

ce. 

C
om

fortable w
ith

 it. N
ot feelin

g th
e n

eed to break
 it, un

lik
e everyth

in
g else. 

T
h

en
 sh

e w
atch

es M
alfoy lean

 forw
ard. P

luck
 som

eth
in

g from
 on

e of th
e 

piles of glass. 

It’s a teardrop crystal from
 th

e ch
an

delier, crack
ed in

 h
alf in

 a w
ay th

at 

m
ak

es it look
 m

ore lik
e a h

alf m
oon

. H
e tw

ists it aroun
d in

 h
is h

an
d for a w

h
ile, 

in
spectin

g it. T
h

en
 h

e pulls h
is w

an
d from

 h
is pock

et, an
d sh

e w
atch

es h
im

 

tran
sform

 it in
to th

e pen
dan

t of a n
eck

lace, con
jurin

g a black
 leath

er cord for it 

to dan
gle from

. 

H
e sits back

 again
st th

e w
all. C

on
siders it in

 h
is h

an
d a m

om
en

t lon
ger be-

fore h
oldin

g it out in
 fron

t of h
er. 

“For you.” 

Som
eth

in
g th

robs in
 h

er ch
est, both

 pleasan
t an

d exceedin
gly pain

ful. 

“Sh
ouldn

’t you b
e givin

g th
at to P

ark
in

son
?” sh

e ask
s flatly, strippin

g all em
o-

tion
 from

 h
er voice. 

M
alfoy h

uffs. A
 differen

t k
in

d of laugh
 th

an
 w

h
at th

ey’ve b
een

 sh
arin

g. 

C
older. 

“T
h

in
k

 w
h

at you w
ill of m

e, G
ran

ger. I can
’t stop you.” 



A
 beat of silen

ce. 

T
h

en
 h

e adds, “B
ut con

sider, for on
e m

om
en

t, w
h

at it m
igh

t feel lik
e to b

e 

m
e. If you even

 can
.” A

n
oth

er laugh
, th

is on
e dark

, dejected an
d path

etic. “Im
-

agin
e you’ve fuck

ed up your life so badly th
at you’ve started to expect literally 

everyth
in

g to fail. Im
agin

e w
ak

in
g up every m

orn
in

g k
n

ow
in

g th
at w

h
en

 you 

leave your room
, people are goin

g to look
 at you lik

e th
ey w

an
t to k

ill you. Seek
 

you out an
d repeat th

e n
am

es of th
e people th

ey th
in

k
 you m

urdered. Just ch
an

t 

th
em

 at you over an
d over again

, at every given
 opportun

ity, even
 th

ough
 you 

h
ad absolutely fuck

in
g n

othin
g to do w

ith
 L

aven
der B

row
n

’s death
. O

r Fred 

W
easley. O

r C
reevey or B

on
es. Im

agin
e dealin

g w
ith

 th
at every fuck

in
g day. A

n
d 

th
en

 im
agin

e th
at som

eh
ow

, acciden
tally, you stum

ble in
to som

eth
in

g th
at pos-

sibly, m
aybe, just m

aybe m
ak

es leavin
g your room

 in
 th

e m
orn

in
g easier.” 

Sh
e fin

ds h
erself h

oldin
g h

er breath
. 

“Y
eah

? G
ot th

at? N
ow

 im
agin

e w
an

tin
g th

at th
in

g so bad. So fuck
in

g bad. 

Im
agin

e bein
g so fuck

in
g proud th

at you’ve m
an

aged to earn
 th

at on
e th

in
g. 

W
in

 th
at on

e th
in

g. Im
agin

e bein
g so proud th

at you can
’t fuck

in
g w

ait for th
e 

w
orld to see.” 

A
 bead of sw

eat slides dow
n

 th
e side of h

er n
eck

. 

“A
n

d th
en

 im
agin

e th
at on

e th
in

g feelin
g just as passion

ately about you. E
x-

cept in
stead of proud, th

ey’re ash
am

ed. So ash
am

ed an
d so full of regret at th

e 

sam
e th

in
gs th

at m
ak

e it possible for you to get out of bed.” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 h

ard on
 h

er lip, feelin
g h

is gaze sh
ift to h

er from
 th

e side. 

“N
ow

 look
 m

e in
 th

e eye an
d tell m

e you’d blam
e yourself for seek

in
g affec-

tion
. For w

an
tin

g it to look
 lik

e som
eon

e still loved you. For w
an

tin
g to feel lik

e 

som
eon

e loved you, or even
 w

an
ted to b

e n
ear you.” 

R
eluctan

tly, h
er eyes slide to h

is, an
d th

e im
age of h

im
 is blurred by tears. 

“P
an

sy’s a lot of th
in

gs. B
ut sh

e isn
’t ash

am
ed.” 

H
e drops th

e pen
dan

t in
to h

er lap. 

“T
h

at th
ough

…
” H

e gestures to it. “T
h

at is for th
e person

 w
h

o told m
e sh

e’d 

pick
 m

e out of a room
 of h

un
dreds. If sh

e ever decides to m
ean

 it.” 

G
lass clin

k
s —

 sk
ids again

st flagston
e as h

e gets to h
is feet. 

“U
n

til th
en

,” h
e says as h

er eyes follow
 h

im
, “excuse m

e w
h

ile I soak
 up every 

drop of affection
 P

ark
in

son
 h

as to offer. I can
’t tell you h

ow
 m

uch
 I fuck

in
g 

n
eed it.” 

T
h

en
, w

ith
 a flick

 of h
is w

an
d, th

e m
oun

tain
s of sh

attered glass an
d porce-

lain
 van

ish
, an

d h
e leaves h

er in
 an

 em
pty room

.


