
Sh
e turn

s in
 a slow

, bew
ildered circle, fin

din
g n

oth
in

g beyon
d m

ore h
ills. 

M
ore grass. C

om
pletely secluded. 

B
y th

e tim
e sh

e’s gon
e full circle, facin

g th
e cottage again

, th
e fron

t door is 

open
 an

d h
e’s stan

din
g th

ere.  

H
e m

ust’ve h
eard h

er apparate.  

A
n

d it’s th
en

 th
at sh

e realizes —
 tw

o years. T
w

o years, an
d sh

e’s n
ever given

 

a sin
gle th

ough
t to w

h
at sh

e sh
ould say. It’s a testam

en
t to just h

ow
 large a part 

of h
er didn

’t believe sh
e’d ever succeed. 

H
e stares at h

er from
 th

e doorstep, an
d sh

e stares back
, n

oth
in

g but th
e w

in
d 

w
h

istlin
g betw

een
 th

em
. 

H
e’s a sh

ock
 to th

e sen
ses. T

all an
d an

gular as alw
ays, an

d yet —
 it’s as th

ough
 

h
e’s in

 color for th
e first tim

e. H
ealth

 in
 h

is ch
eek

s an
d in

 th
e n

atural tan
 spread 

out over h
im

. It speak
s to h

ours in
 th

e sun
, just as th

e subtle, corded lin
es peek

in
g 

out from
 th

e sleeves an
d collar of h

is sh
irt speak

 to stren
gth

. H
is h

air is lon
ger, 

curlin
g aroun

d th
e edges of h

is ears. H
an

gin
g in

 h
is eyes. A

 w
arm

er blon
d n

ow
.  

H
e look

s alive. 

A
n

d h
alf of h

er w
an

ts to disappear. D
isapparate. R

igh
t th

en
 an

d th
ere. B

efore 

sh
e destroys som

eth
in

g. 

B
ut th

en
 h

e speak
s, “…

H
erm

ion
e?” A

n
d h

is voice is rich
 an

d w
arm

 an
d m

iss-

in
g —

 m
issin

g from
 h

er life for too goddam
n

ed lon
g. 

Sh
e reach

es for h
er w

an
d w

ith
out th

in
k

in
g, poin

tin
g it straigh

t betw
een

 h
is 

eyes.  

“I sh
ould h

ex you sen
seless.” 

T
h

ose. T
h

ose are h
er first w

ords to h
im

, fuck
in

g h
ell.  

D
raco doesn

’t m
ove an

 in
ch

, gray eyes slow
ly slidin

g from
 w

h
ere th

ey’ve 

lock
ed on

 h
ers to th

e tip of h
er w

an
d, th

en
 back

 again
. 

H
e doesn

’t speak
. 

A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e can

’t seem
 to stop.  

“Y
ou —

 you m
ade a ch

oice th
at w

asn
’t yours to m

ak
e. W

h
en

 I didn
’t h

ave a 

say. W
h

en
 I couldn

’t speak
 for m

yself. Y
ou took

 th
at from

 m
e an

d you—
” 

H
e open

s h
is m

outh
. 

dissipate. Sh
e can

 feel very little n
ow

. W
oozy an

d ligh
th

eaded, barely clin
gin

g to 

con
sciousn

ess, h
er m

in
d starts to drift. 

W
eak, sh

e th
in

k
s. Such

 an
 ugly w

ord. It’s n
ot th

e w
ord sh

e sees w
h

en
 sh

e 

th
in

k
s of h

is face. H
is true face. H

is eyes. T
h

e on
es sh

e k
n

ow
s. 

T
h

e w
ar is in

 h
is face. R

egret an
d pain

 an
d un

certain
ty in

 th
e set of h

is jaw
. 

Im
perfection

 is w
oven

 in
to th

e grey of h
is eyes an

d fear is in
 th

e lin
es of h

is brow
. 

A
ll of it sh

e’s seen
 an

d k
n

ow
n

. A
ll of it an

d m
ore. 

B
ut th

ere is n
o w

eak
n

ess in
 h

is face. N
on

e w
h

atsoever —
 sh

e’s alm
ost certain

 

of it. 

A
n

d th
e last part of h

er alive w
an

ts to see it on
e m

ore tim
e, just to b

e sure. 

Sh
e lifts a lim

p, bloodless h
an

d from
 its grip on

 h
is w

rist an
d lifts it blin

dly 

above h
er. U

ses th
e last of h

er stren
gth

 to blin
k

 aw
ay th

ose tears so sh
e can

 m
eet 

h
is gaze. N

um
b

 fin
gers fin

d th
e cold, sm

ooth
 plan

e of h
is ch

eek
, restin

g th
ere. 

M
em

orizin
g th

e w
ay it fits again

st th
e curve of h

er palm
. 

Sh
e parts h

er dry lips, an
d th

ere’s n
o ton

e to h
er w

ords. O
n

ly a w
h

isper. 

“Y
ou are n

ot w
eak

.” 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s it w
ith

out a sh
adow

 of a doubt. 

H
er vision

 goes dark
 an

d h
er h

an
d falls aw

ay. T
h

e cool of th
e m

arble again
st 

h
er back

 becom
es a distan

t m
em

ory. B
ut in

 th
e m

om
en

t sh
e’s ready to let go —

 

of air, of life, of everyth
in

g —
 h

is ston
e grip on

 h
er th

roat van
ish

es. 

“…
H

erm
ion

e?” 

G
ive in

, th
e dark

n
ess urges h

er. L
et go. 

“N
o. N

o —
 n

o, n
o, H

erm
ion

e! N
o!” 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at voice. 

L
et go. 

“N
o! N

o! H
erm

ion
e, look

 at m
e! L

ook at m
e!” 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s it. 

“P
lease!” 

Forever, sh
e’ll w

on
der if sh

e really h
ad th

e ch
oice to tak

e th
at breath

. T
o suck

 

th
e air dow

n
 in

to h
er th

roat an
d ch

ase aw
ay th

e dark
. In

 th
e m

om
en

t, it doesn
’t 

feel lik
e a ch

oice. It feels lik
e h

e ch
ooses for h

er. 



A
n

d h
er lun

gs tak
e to it lik

e dry san
d to w

ater. 

H
er ch

est jerk
s an

d h
er eyes sn

ap w
ide an

d sh
e n

early collides w
ith

 h
im

 in
 h

er 

effort to sit up. T
o ch

ase air. T
o breath

e. 

T
h

e soun
d h

e m
ak

es is un
lik

e h
im

. W
oun

ded an
d an

im
al, com

pletely un
-

con
trolled. Sh

e doesn
’t h

ave th
e ch

an
ce to see h

is face. O
n

e m
om

en
t it’s buried 

again
st h

er h
eavin

g ch
est an

d th
e n

ext it’s turn
ed aw

ay, h
is h

an
d grapplin

g for 

som
eth

in
g —

 sk
im

m
in

g desperately across th
e m

arble floor. 

H
e fin

ds h
er w

an
d just as D

aw
lish

 puts togeth
er w

h
at’s h

appen
ed. H

is grow
l 

of frustration
 is cut sh

ort. 

“A
vada K

edavra.” 

It’s on
ly w

h
en

 D
aw

lish
 falls dow

n
 lifeless in

 fron
t of th

em
 —

 on
ly as h

e’s 

slow
ly low

erin
g h

is arm
, h

er w
an

d clutch
ed in

 h
is sh

ak
in

g fin
gers, th

at sh
e rec-

ogn
izes th

e voice as D
raco’s.

H
er k

n
ees w

obble ben
eath

 h
er, an

d on
ly T

h
eo preven

ts h
er from

 m
eetin

g th
e 

h
ard tile floor. 

H
is sh

adow
y form

 —
 so raw

, so fam
iliar, so perm

an
en

tly im
prin

ted on
 h

er 

eyes —
 k

n
eels over som

eth
in

g n
ot quite in

 focus, h
an

ds w
ork

in
g over it. Sh

e 

can
’t see h

is face at th
e an

gle. N
ot un

til h
e stan

ds an
d w

ipes h
is palm

s on
 th

e sides 

of w
h

at m
igh

t b
e jean

s —
 sh

e isn
’t sure.  

T
h

e m
ottled sm

ok
e grow

s clearer th
en

, just before h
e turn

s w
h

ere sh
e can

 see 

h
im

. T
urn

s aw
ay from

 —
 a garden

, yes it’s a garden
. Sh

e h
uffs out a stran

gled, 

disbelievin
g breath

, losin
g all con

trol of h
er lun

gs a m
om

en
t later w

h
en

 h
is face 

com
es in

to view
. 

It all com
es rush

in
g to th

e forefron
t. E

very repressed, buried th
in

g. It n
ar-

row
ly k

n
ock

s th
e w

in
d out of h

er. 

A
n

d sh
e can

’t m
an

age a sin
gle breath

 —
 n

ot a m
ovem

en
t, n

ot a soun
d. C

an
 

on
ly w

atch
 as h

e tosses a spade carelessly aside an
d starts to w

alk
 aw

ay. T
h

e m
irage 

follow
s h

im
, trailin

g after as h
e pulls open

 a door to w
h

at m
ust b

e h
is h

om
e. H

e 

m
assages th

e back
 of h

is n
eck

 an
d sigh

s, m
ovin

g th
rough

 room
s un

til h
e reach

es 

a sm
all k

itch
en

. Sh
e’s w

atch
in

g h
im

 fill a k
ettle w

ith
 w

ater w
h

en
 T

h
eo fin

ally 

speak
s. 

“G
o on

, th
en

.” 

R
ippin

g h
er gaze aw

ay, sh
e m

eets h
is eyes —

 an
d h

e m
ust see all th

e sh
ock

 

an
d relief an

d trepidation
 m

ixed across h
er face. 

H
e n

udges h
er w

ith
 an

 elbow
, an

d h
is ton

e is casual in
 a w

ay sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 

sh
e n

eeded it to b
e. 

“I’ll see you w
h

en
 I see you.” 

T
h

e w
ords are w

h
at it tak

es to m
ak

e h
er reach

 out an
d close h

er fist.  

T
h

e crack
 of apparation

 is n
ear deafen

in
g to h

er ears, an
d it tak

es everyth
in

g 

in
 h

er n
ot to topple over th

e w
ay sh

e did th
at m

orn
in

g —
 th

is tim
e from

 w
in

d. 

Salt an
d cool m

ist w
h

ip again
st h

er face, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e m

an
ages to open

 h
er eyes 

sh
e’s facin

g th
e sea. H

er curls fly about h
er face as sh

e tak
es in

 th
e rollin

g yellow
-

green
 h

ills leadin
g up from

 its sh
ore, ebbin

g an
d flow

in
g at sh

arp an
gles all th

e 

w
ay up to th

e precipice th
at th

e m
odest cottage sits on

. 



Just as sh
e did, on

 th
at cliffside. 

It’s an
 im

portan
t validation

 —
 un

spok
en

 un
til th

is poin
t. B

ut ever sin
ce th

e 

first failed brew
, a part of h

er h
as w

on
dered if w

h
at sh

e’s doin
g is w

ron
g. C

ruel. 

If, b
y som

e m
iracle sh

e fin
ds h

im
, h

e’ll turn
 h

er aw
ay. 

It’s w
h

at’s best. 

Sh
e blin

k
s furiously, figh

tin
g th

e tears as th
ey w

ell up in
 h

er eyes.  

B
ut T

h
eo just says, “C

om
e on

, G
ryffin

dor.” A
n

d h
e peels h

er fin
gers back

. 

T
h

at fractured crystal gleam
s on

e last tim
e as it strik

es th
e potion

 surface, an
d 

th
e m

ilk
y w

h
ite tin

ts blue as it sin
k

s aw
ay.  

Sh
e w

an
ts to m

ourn
 for it. 

Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave th

e tim
e. 

T
h

eo fin
ds a teacup balan

ced h
aph

azardly on
 th

e corn
er of a stack

 of book
s. 

H
e dum

ps th
e lon

g cold tea in
to th

e pot of on
e of h

er fak
e plan

ts, th
en

 return
s 

to h
er side an

d tuck
s it in

to h
er h

an
d. 

“D
o you…

w
an

t m
e to go w

ith
 you?” h

e ask
s.  

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead m

utely, still blin
k

in
g th

e tears back
. B

ut sh
e squeezes h

is 

h
an

d as sh
e tak

es th
e cup. 

“B
ottom

s up, th
en

.” 

It’s as bitter as it’s ever been
 —

 sh
e’s alw

ays th
ough

t it tastes lik
e poison

. A
n

d 

for a m
om

en
t sh

e trick
s h

erself in
to th

in
k

in
g som

eth
in

g’s gon
e w

ron
g, clutch

-

in
g at h

er stom
ach

 w
h

en
 it flutters dan

gerously. 

It turn
s out it’s on

ly butterflies. Sh
e doesn

’t th
in

k
 sh

e’s felt th
ose in

 years. 

B
ut th

ey spread th
eir w

in
gs an

d w
reak

 h
avoc an

d ven
gean

ce upon
 h

er at th
e 

sigh
t of th

ose w
isps gath

erin
g in

to sh
apes aroun

d th
e cluttered room

.  

H
erm

ion
e reach

es for T
h

eo im
m

ediately, sh
ack

lin
g h

is w
rist an

d h
oldin

g 

h
er breath

, un
able to tear h

er eyes aw
ay as th

e sm
ok

e starts to settle. Sh
e m

ak
es 

a soun
d sh

e can
’t quite defin

e, because sh
e’s b

een
 w

on
derin

g som
eth

in
g else 

from
 th

at first day too. Som
eth

in
g th

at’s th
reaten

ed to cripple h
er m

ore th
an

 

on
ce over th

e years. T
h

e ch
an

ce th
at h

e m
igh

t b
e gon

e. R
eally gon

e.  

T
h

at h
e m

igh
t’ve don

e som
eth

in
g un

forgivable. U
n

fixable.  

A
n

d yet —
 th

ere h
e is. 
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G
U

N
-SH

Y. T
h

e h
an

ds are pale, fin
gers lon

g an
d elegan

t. G
en

tle. 

N
arcissa. 

H
erm

ion
e’s still clutch

ed in
 h

is grasp, h
alf-dan

glin
g from

 h
is sh

ak
in

g arm
s 

as sh
e speak

s to h
im

. 

“D
raco. D

raco.” H
er voice is firm

, an
d yet H

erm
ion

e can
 som

eh
ow

 fin
d th

e 

ten
dern

ess in
 it. “Sh

e’ll b
e in

 sh
ock

. G
et h

er to h
er feet. G

ive h
er air. W

e h
ave 

very little tim
e.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes sw

ay back
 to D

raco, an
d h

er body gives an
 in

stin
ctive, in

-

volun
tary jerk

 in
 h

is h
old. Sh

e h
as seen

 h
im

 cry before. A
n

d yet, th
is —

 

“M
oth

er…
” h

e bleats, a stutter of breath
 th

rough
 trem

blin
g lips, desperate 

an
d h

elpless. “I —
 h

-h
elp. H

elp —
 h

elp m
e.” H

is fin
gers flex again

st H
erm

ion
e’s 

arm
s, releasin

g an
d th

en
 grippin

g again
 every few

 secon
ds. L

ik
e h

e’s n
ot so cer-

tain
 sh

e’s th
ere. Solid. In

 h
is grasp. 

“D
o as I say,” N

arcissa com
m

an
ds in

 a low
 voice. “H

elp h
er up.” 

A
 brief ch

ok
in

g soun
d is h

is on
ly respon

se before h
e’s n

oddin
g, tears carvin

g 

w
et track

s dow
n

 h
is ch

eek
s. H

is face doesn
’t w

rin
k

le, sh
e realizes. H

e cries flatly. 

O
pen

ly. A
s th

ough
 h

e couldn
’t stop it if h

e w
an

ted to. 

“D
raco,” h

is m
oth

er w
h

ispers. 

H
e grips firm

ly, an
d th

e back
s of h

er legs lift from
 th

e m
arble, blood rush

in
g 

dow
n

 from
 h

er h
ead as th

e soles of h
er sh

oes fin
d pressure again

st th
e floor. Sh

e 

sw
ays, an

d both
 sets of h

an
ds are th

ere to steady h
er. 



Sh
e m

an
ages on

e full, even
 blin

k
. H

er foot k
n

ock
s again

st som
eth

in
g stiff. 

H
eavy. 

D
aw

lish
. 

“N
ow

 step back
,” says N

arcissa. “Step back
. L

et h
er breath

e. H
ere —

 h
ere.” 

H
erm

ion
e sees h

er stretch
 h

er arm
 out in

sisten
tly. “G

ive m
e th

at. G
o an

d see to 

T
h

eo.” 

In
 th

e n
ext m

om
en

t, fam
iliar, textured w

ood is pressed again
st H

erm
ion

e’s 

lim
p fin

gers. V
in

e. T
en

 an
d th

ree-quarter in
ch

es. D
ragon

 h
eartstrin

g. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” N

arcissa says, sw
im

m
in

g in
to focus in

 fron
t of h

er. H
er gaze 

is calm
 an

d un
w

averin
g. “T

ak
e your w

an
d.” 

“I…
w

-w
h

at?” sh
e stutters, ton

gue lik
e lead in

 h
er m

outh
. H

er legs are far 

from
 stable. 

N
arcissa just says it again

. “T
ak

e your w
an

d. T
h

is is n
ot over.” Sh

e tak
es H

er-

m
ion

e’s h
an

d in
 h

er cold fin
gers an

d forces it to close aroun
d th

e base. “Y
ou h

ave 

b
een

 th
rough

 th
is before, yes?” N

o pity in
 h

er voice. O
n

ly urgen
cy. C

ertain
ty. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

 it w
ill pass. Y

ou k
n

ow
 h

ow
 to m

ove forw
ard.” 

T
h

e im
age of Sh

ell C
ottage sw

im
s beh

in
d H

erm
ion

e’s eyelids w
h

en
 sh

e 

blin
k

s n
ext. 

“Force it,” N
arcissa dem

an
ds, an

d sh
e open

s h
er eyes again

. “R
ecover. N

ow
. 

M
ak

e yourself. D
aw

lish
 h

as at least tw
o dozen

 m
ore m

en
 dow

n
stairs. T

h
ey are 

com
in

g —
 th

ey’ll b
e h

ere in
 m

om
en

ts —
 an

d even
 w

ith
 you, w

e’re outn
um

-

bered.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s th

um
b slides alon

g th
e w

ooden
 grooves sh

e k
n

ow
s lik

e h
er ow

n
 

sk
in

. 

“A
re you ready?” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s, flexin

g h
er toes —

 en
surin

g h
er grip on

 th
e floor. W

ith
 h

er 

n
ext blin

k
, th

e fog in
 h

er vision
 clears. 

“A
re you ready?” N

arcissa repeats, tak
in

g h
er oth

er w
rist in

 h
an

d an
d givin

g 

h
er a jolt. 

H
erm

ion
e clutch

es h
er w

an
d tigh

t. N
ods on

ce. 

“G
ood.” 

h
er so. 

Just as th
ey told h

er th
is potion

 w
ould n

ever w
ork

. 

A
n

d yet h
ere sh

e is, starin
g at it. C

om
plete. Fun

ction
al. R

eal.  

T
h

ey design
ed it to use som

eth
in

g th
e sough

t-after h
ad m

ade. For n
early tw

o 

years n
ow

, T
h

eo h
as b

een
 m

ak
in

g h
er ch

arm
ed paper cran

es an
d sw

an
s an

d stars 

for every test run
. A

 fresh
 box of th

em
 sits on

 th
e floor of h

er k
itch

en
 even

 n
ow

. 

O
n

ce used, th
e ob

ject is destroyed. A
 k

in
k

 th
ey could n

ever w
ork

 out. 

W
h

ich
 is w

h
y T

h
eo ask

s, “A
re you sure?” later th

at aftern
oon

, w
atch

in
g as 

sh
e un

h
ook

s th
e brok

en
 ch

an
delier pen

dan
t from

 aroun
d h

er n
eck

. H
e’s sittin

g 

at th
e foot of h

er b
ed, scribblin

g in
 h

is journ
al again

 —
 n

ot th
e green

 on
e from

 

so lon
g ago. Som

eth
in

g person
al. Just for h

im
. Sh

e ask
ed on

ce w
h

at h
e w

rote —
 

”Just n
on

sen
se,” —

 an
d th

en
 sh

e n
ever ask

ed again
. 

Sh
e’s n

early ready n
ow

. Sh
e struggled a little in

 fron
t of h

er m
irror, feelin

g 

foolish
 gettin

g all ‘dolled up,’ as T
h

eo called it. T
h

ere’s still th
e ch

an
ce it w

on
’t 

w
ork

. B
ut sh

e’s gon
e tw

o years n
ot givin

g h
alf a dam

n
 w

h
eth

er h
er h

air is tan
-

gled or h
er cloth

es are clean
.  

A
n

d th
e th

ough
t of h

is eyes on
 h

er —
 in

 th
at state, path

etic an
d beaten

-

dow
n

 —
 is un

bearable.  

P
art of h

er adm
its th

at sh
e also n

eeded an
 excuse. Som

eth
in

g to k
ill tim

e. 

N
ow

 th
at th

e m
om

en
t’s upon

 h
er —

 tw
o years an

d on
e m

on
th

 in
 th

e m
ak

in
g 

—
 sh

e feels som
eh

ow
 un

prepared. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says despite it all, starin
g at th

e crystal sh
ard in

 h
er palm

. Sh
e’ll 

n
ever see it again

, on
ce it sin

k
s in

to th
e cauldron

. If th
is goes w

ron
g, sh

e loses 

on
e of th

e on
ly pieces of h

im
 sh

e h
as left. 

“A
re you scared?” T

h
eo ask

s several m
in

utes later in
 a quiet voice, stan

din
g 

beside h
er as sh

e w
atch

es h
er reflection

 bubble in
 th

e potion
’s w

h
ite froth

. Sh
e 

h
olds th

e pen
dan

t above it, dan
glin

g lik
e a fin

al lifelin
e.  

“T
errified,” sh

e m
urm

urs. 

T
h

eo m
ust see h

er h
an

d sh
ak

in
g. H

e steps forw
ard an

d w
raps h

is h
an

d aroun
d 

h
ers, h

oldin
g h

er fist tigh
t aroun

d th
e ch

ain
 for a m

om
en

t as h
e says, “I th

in
k

 

h
e’d w

an
t it lik

e th
is.”  



an
d k

issin
g h

is tem
ple, sudden

ly certain
 of som

eth
in

g, th
ough

 n
ot certain

 w
h

at.  

In
 h

is ear, sh
e m

urm
ured, “A

n
d I’m

 n
ot h

er.” 

A
t th

is, T
h

eo w
h

im
pered an

d let h
is m

uscles go slack
.  

It n
ever h

appen
ed again

.  

T
h

ey slept th
at w

ay —
 n

ak
ed an

d tan
gled up, dam

p w
ith

 tears —
 an

d b
y th

e 

n
ext m

orn
in

g sh
e k

n
ew

 w
h

at sh
e n

eeded to do. H
e h

elped h
er dress, tim

id an
d 

ash
am

ed un
til sh

e took
 h

is face in
 h

er h
an

ds, gave h
im

 a sm
all sh

ak
e an

d w
h

is-

pered, “T
h

an
k

 you.” For k
isses sh

e desperately n
eeded. For som

eon
e to sleep n

ext 

to —
 to h

old —
 just on

ce. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e m

uck
ed up th

e courage to ask
 for h

is h
elp. 

“H
erm

ion
e, I th

in
k th

at’s illegal.” 

“D
on

’t do th
is to yourself.” 

“It’s a dead en
d.” 

“Y
ou h

ave to let h
im

 go.” 

It’s w
h

at th
ey all told h

er —
 so m

an
y tim

es over th
e past tw

o years, sh
e’s lost 

track
 —

 but n
ot T

h
eo. N

ever h
im

. 

T
h

at m
orn

in
g as th

ey boarded th
e H

ogw
arts E

xpress for th
e last tim

e, sh
e 

told h
im

 w
h

at sh
e in

ten
ded to do, an

d h
e told h

er th
e cauldron

 sh
e w

an
ted to 

use w
ould b

e too sm
all. T

h
eo —

 brillian
t an

d ten
acious. Secon

d in
 th

eir class all 

th
ose years before for a reason

.  

Sh
e th

ough
t for a lon

g tim
e th

at h
e put in

 all th
e tim

e an
d en

ergy as a favor.  

O
n

e day, a year an
d m

an
y failures in

, h
e told h

er h
e n

eeded a purpose. Som
e-

th
in

g w
orth

 doin
g. 

E
very book

 th
ey read told th

em
 a potion

 lik
e th

at didn
’t an

d couldn
’t exist, 

but T
h

eo just said, “E
veryth

in
g can

’t an
d doesn

’t exist un
til it does.” 

So th
ey agreed to force it in

to existen
ce. T

h
eir ow

n
 secret, forbidden

 creation
, 

cautiously dubbed Seek an
d F

in
d. A

 potion
, w

h
en

 drun
k

, th
at allow

s th
e brew

er 

to locate an
d furth

erm
ore apparate to w

h
atever th

ey w
ish

 to fin
d. O

r in
 th

is case, 

w
h

om
ever. 

Sh
e w

asted so m
an

y w
eek

s, fresh
 out of St. M

un
go’s, search

in
g for h

im
 

blin
dly on

 foot. K
n

ow
in

g all th
e w

h
ile sh

e w
ould n

ever fin
d h

im
. E

veryon
e told 

N
arcissa steps back

, an
d sh

e fin
ds sh

e can
 tak

e in
 th

e state of th
e room

 for th
e 

first tim
e, even

 w
ith

 th
e blood still sin

gin
g in

 h
er vein

s. 

T
h

e A
urors th

at w
en

t after P
an

sy are scattered across th
e dark

 m
arble floor, 

stun
n

ed or dead —
 H

erm
ion

e isn
’t sure. T

h
eir bodies are spraw

led every w
h

ich
 

w
ay, an

d T
h

eo, on
 h

is feet despite w
h

at look
s to b

e im
m

en
se pain

, is strugglin
g 

to n
avigate th

e m
an

y tan
gled arm

s an
d legs. H

e crouch
es dow

n
 tw

ice, stealin
g 

w
an

ds. 

“D
raco,” h

e calls out, tossin
g on

e of th
em

 across th
e room

. H
erm

ion
e’s eyes 

follow
 it lik

e a fired sh
ot, fin

din
g D

raco just as h
e pulls it from

 th
e air. H

is eyes 

are straigh
t dow

n
, lock

ed on
 th

e floor a few
 m

eters in
 fron

t of h
is feet. U

n
fo-

cused, an
d yet n

ot lik
e before. 

“D
raco,” sh

e m
an

ages in
 a h

oarse voice. 

H
is w

h
ole body ten

ses up at th
e soun

d. H
e doesn

’t look
. 

A
n

 itch
 starts, cen

tered in
 h

er ch
est —

 a low
 th

rum
 of pan

ic th
at builds fast 

an
d sure.  

“D
raco,” sh

e forces out, louder n
ow

.  

B
ut th

ere’s a sh
out from

 th
e h

all leadin
g up to th

e din
in

g room
, an

d h
is gaze 

sh
ifts th

ere in
stead as h

e sin
k

s in
to a defen

sive position
, stolen

 w
an

d out. 

H
erm

ion
e is slow

 to ech
o th

e m
ovem

en
t, tryin

g to look
 aw

ay an
d clear h

er 

h
ead. T

ryin
g to catch

 up. F
ocus. 

C
oun

tless footsteps grow
 closer, voices grow

in
g louder, an

d th
e last th

in
g sh

e 

com
preh

en
ds before all h

ell break
s loose is P

an
sy. 

D
ish

eveled an
d blood-spattered, sh

e’s placed h
erself in

 fron
t of T

h
eo —

 far 

forw
ard en

ough
 th

at perh
aps h

e w
on

’t see it as such
. B

ut H
erm

ion
e sees h

er for 

w
h

at sh
e is. A

 w
all. A

 divide. A
 prom

ise to b
e th

e fin
al w

ord in
 k

eepin
g h

im
 from

 

h
arm

. 

Seein
g it triples th

e ach
e in

 h
er ch

est, an
d just before D

aw
lish

’s A
urors storm

 

th
e room

, H
erm

ion
e’s eyes flit back

 to D
raco. Sh

e sh
ould do th

e sam
e. Sh

e —
 

sh
e w

an
ts n

oth
in

g m
ore, n

ot on
e th

in
g m

ore in
 th

is w
orld th

an
 to spare h

im
. 

From
 an

y of it. A
ll of it. 

Sh
e tak

es on
e sh

ak
in

g step in
 h

is direction
, an

d spells start to fly. 



N
arcissa w

as righ
t.  

H
er w

an
d —

 som
eh

ow
 it’s w

h
at sh

e n
eeded to yan

k
 h

erself from
 th

e h
aze of 

m
in

d-n
um

bin
g pain

. Figh
t or fligh

t. H
er in

stin
cts h

ave a clear favorite, an
d as 

sh
e raises h

er w
an

d everyth
in

g else falls aw
ay. 

It’s just color an
d ligh

t. 

Sh
e stun

s th
e first A

uror w
h

o crosses h
er lin

e of sigh
t w

ith
out utterin

g a 

w
ord, som

eh
ow

 both
 satisfied an

d urged on
 b

y th
e soun

d of h
is body h

ittin
g th

e 

floor.  

T
h

e n
ext tw

o fall just as easily, but th
e fourth

 catch
es h

er in
 th

e elbow
 w

ith
 a 

stin
gin

g jin
x, an

d sh
e w

astes precious m
om

en
ts sw

itch
in

g h
er w

an
d to h

er left 

arm
.  

Sh
e expects to b

e stun
n

ed, at th
e very least, in

 th
at stretch

 of secon
ds. B

ut 

upon
 n

ext glan
ce, w

an
d out firm

ly on
ce m

ore, sh
e fin

ds th
e A

uror un
den

iably 

dead —
 crum

pled in
to h

im
self. 

H
er eyes sn

ap to D
raco, a blur as h

e sk
im

s past h
er, n

ot stoppin
g. E

very spell 

h
e casts is green

.  

H
erm

ion
e h

as to force h
erself to rem

ain
 in

 th
e m

om
en

t, tw
istin

g to h
elp 

N
arcissa figh

t free of a full-body bin
d. B

ut even
 as sh

e disarm
s an

d stun
s an

 A
uror 

w
h

o tries to attack
 from

 th
e side, sh

e w
on

ders at it. 

A
t w

h
at it tak

es. W
h

at it m
ust feel lik

e to reach
 a level w

h
ere th

ere are n
o 

h
olds barred. N

o h
esitation

s. W
h

ere all th
at’s left is to k

ill. 

Sh
e’s n

ever k
illed an

yon
e. N

ever cast th
e curse, n

o m
atter h

ow
 m

an
y tim

es 

its aw
k

w
ard syllables h

ave w
h

ispered curiously across h
er ton

gue. 

A
n

d for all of tw
o secon

ds, as sh
e righ

ts h
erself at N

arcissa’s side an
d turn

s to 

assess th
e battle, sh

e th
in

k
s perh

aps sh
e m

ay n
ever reach

 th
at level. 

B
ut th

en
 sh

e sees a spark
 of red strik

e D
raco in

 th
e back

. 

A
 cut cry leaps from

 h
is m

outh
 as h

e falls, th
e torture curse ripplin

g across h
is 

lim
bs as th

e A
uror draw

s n
earer. P

an
sy is lock

ed in
 a stun

n
in

g duel to h
is left, 

T
h

eo reduced to ph
ysical com

bat on
 h

is righ
t. N

arcissa is still w
ork

in
g at th

e 

rem
n

an
ts of h

er bin
ds. 

T
h

ere is n
o on

e but h
er to h

elp h
im

. 

O
n

 th
e last n

igh
t of term

, dodgin
g th

e Feast an
d blissfully alon

e, H
erm

ion
e 

con
vin

ced T
h

eo to split a bottle w
ith

 h
er.  

T
h

ree quarters to th
e bottom

 an
d all talk

ed out about loss an
d pain

 an
d th

e 

fuck
in

g stupid, un
bearable w

orld th
ey lived in

, T
h

eo h
ad turn

ed an
d look

ed at 

h
er. Sh

e’ll n
ever forget th

at look
 —

 a bleak
 an

d sh
attered am

algam
 of trust an

d 

h
ope an

d terror, an
 un

spok
en

 plea h
idin

g beh
in

d it all.  

H
e’d blin

k
ed an

d sh
e’d blin

k
ed, clearin

g aw
ay th

e fog of Firew
h

isk
ey, an

d 

th
en

 h
is m

outh
 w

as on
 h

ers. 

A
 better person

 m
igh

t lie. M
igh

t say it felt im
m

ediately w
ron

g an
d out of 

place. L
ik

e k
issin

g a broth
er or a best frien

d. T
h

e w
ay k

issin
g R

on
 h

ad alw
ays 

felt.  Sh
e tries n

ot to lie an
ym

ore, even
 if th

e truth
 guts h

er. 

A
n

d for a m
om

en
t th

ere, it felt fuck
in

g in
credible —

 an
d sh

e refused to 

com
pare it to an

yth
in

g. T
h

eo k
issed gen

tly an
d w

ith
 great care, un

fettered b
y 

th
e alcoh

ol. T
en

der w
h

ere oth
ers m

igh
t b

e sloppy. H
is h

an
ds, th

e w
ay th

ey 

cupped h
er jaw

 as h
e n

ipped at h
er lips —

 th
ey m

ade h
er feel lik

e som
eth

in
g 

precious. B
reak

able.  

It w
ould also be a lie to say sh

e stopped it first. 

Sh
e let h

im
 tilt h

er h
ead back

 an
d m

outh
 a steady path

 alon
g th

e colum
n

 of 

h
er th

roat, m
oan

in
g as h

e did it an
d w

eavin
g h

er fin
gers th

rough
 h

air th
at w

as 

th
ick

er an
d m

ore coarse th
an

 sh
e expected. Sh

e let h
im

 carry h
er all th

e w
ay up 

to th
e dorm

itory, drun
k

 on
 som

eth
in

g oth
er th

an
 Firew

h
isk

ey. L
et h

im
 strip 

h
er to alm

ost n
oth

in
g an

d lay h
er dow

n
. L

et h
im

 cast th
e fuck

in
g con

traceptive 

ch
arm

 an
d lin

e h
im

self up —
 th

ey w
ere th

at fuck
in

g close.  

It w
as on

ly in
 th

e exact m
om

en
t h

e brok
e th

at sh
e realized sh

e w
as w

aitin
g 

for it.  

H
is elbow

s gave out an
d h

e collapsed on
 top of h

er, sudden
ly w

rack
ed b

y un
-

con
trollable sobs. W

ide-eyed an
d relieved an

d terrified, sh
e’d w

rapped h
er arm

s 

aroun
d h

im
 an

d cradled h
im

 to h
er as h

e sh
ook

 an
d cried in

to th
e crook

 of h
er 

n
eck

, gaspin
g out over an

d over, “I’m
 n

ot h
im

. I’m
 n

ot h
im

. I’m
 n

ot h
im

.”  

H
erm

ion
e tilted h

er h
ead sidew

ays, lettin
g h

er ow
n

 tears roll off h
er ch

eek
s 



lik
es to b

e w
atch

ed as th
ey cry. “Fierce an

d h
eadstron

g, just lik
e h

er.” M
ost peo-

ple w
ould’ve called it bad w

eath
er, especially for a fun

eral. V
iolen

t gusts w
h

ippin
g 

up again
st th

em
, ch

asin
g aw

ay black
 um

brellas. A
n

gry clouds loom
in

g above. In
 

th
e m

om
en

t, it felt perfect. “Sh
e’d w

an
t it lik

e th
is.” 

T
h

eo h
ad ch

ok
ed on

 a sob
 at th

at, sh
oulders jerk

in
g w

ith
 it —

 but h
e let h

er 

fin
gers w

ork
 over h

is, relaxin
g h

is grip un
til P

an
sy’s ash

es started to fall betw
een

 

th
e gaps, w

h
isk

ed aw
ay by th

at in
visible curren

t in
 an

 in
stan

t.  

T
h

e tw
o of th

em
 stayed on

 th
at cliffside un

til w
ell after dark

, th
e P

ark
in

son
 

fam
ily an

d th
e sm

all gath
erin

g th
at accom

pan
ied th

em
 —

 som
e frien

ds, som
e 

less th
an

 frien
ds —

 lon
g gon

e. Sh
e h

eld h
is h

an
d un

til it w
as n

um
b

, an
d h

e cried 

un
til h

is eyes sw
elled practically sh

ut. 

From
 th

en
 on

, th
ey w

ere n
early in

separable. N
o on

e else un
derstood, n

ot in
 

th
e w

ay h
e did. N

ot in
 th

e w
ay sh

e did. 

E
veryon

e else tried to talk
 h

er out of it. 

In
 th

e w
eek

s an
d m

on
th

s th
at cam

e after th
at letter, sh

e tried to cope th
e w

ay 

m
ost people do. Sh

e brok
e a lot of th

in
gs. D

ran
k

 h
erself in

to stupors. Failed tw
o 

of h
er N

.E
.W

.T
.S. an

d received an
 In

com
plete in

 M
uggle Studies. T

h
eo w

as al-

w
ays th

ere w
ith

 th
e Firew

h
isk

ey, h
oldin

g h
er h

air as sh
e got sick

 on
 th

e Slyth
erin

 

com
m

on
 room

 floor an
d th

en
 tuck

in
g h

er in
to h

is ow
n

 four-poster. Sh
e becam

e 

som
eth

in
g path

etic an
d revoltin

g in
 th

at fin
al term

, th
e days crippled an

d drag-

gin
g, strun

g togeth
er by h

an
govers an

d little else.  

Sh
e felt guilty w

h
en

 it cam
e to T

h
eo. H

e, w
ith

 th
e greater loss. T

h
eo h

ad 

m
ore of an

 excuse th
an

 an
yon

e to turn
 to drin

k
, an

d yet in
stead h

e curled in
to 

h
im

self. Fell in
to fugue states an

d bouts of forgetfuln
ess. M

ore th
an

 on
ce, sh

e 

foun
d h

im
 stan

din
g in

 an
 em

pty corridor, starin
g at h

is feet. L
ost. Sh

e’s told h
e 

w
ould’ve failed all h

is courses, if n
ot for M

cG
on

agall’s good w
ord. 

H
arry, R

on
 an

d G
in

n
y did w

h
at th

ey could. Sh
e w

ill alw
ays respect th

em
 for 

th
e space th

ey gave h
er in

 th
at tim

e. Sh
e k

n
ew

 sh
e w

as a sin
k

in
g sh

ip —
 T

h
eo a 

w
reck

 upon
 th

e rock
s. W

h
at good w

as it to drag an
yon

e dow
n

 w
ith

 th
em

? 

B
ut it w

as un
ten

able. A
n

 im
possible lifestyle to m

ain
tain

. H
ardly a life at all. 

Som
eth

in
g h

ad to break
, an

d b
y god it did. 

A
n

d seein
g h

is face, torn
 an

d tw
isted in

 agon
y, h

is sh
ak

in
g fin

gers graspin
g 

desperately at n
oth

in
g —

 sh
e sudden

ly k
n

ow
s a great deal m

ore th
an

 sh
e did 

m
om

en
ts ago.  

“C
rucio,” sh

e casts an
d does n

ot blin
k

, w
atch

in
g th

e A
uror go stiff before h

e 

collapses an
d starts to w

rith
e. Sh

e feels th
e pow

er of it radiatin
g from

 h
er w

an
d. 

A
 pull lik

e a m
agn

et, captivatin
g, in

describable. 

Sh
e tak

es a few
 steps, closin

g th
eir distan

ce an
d stan

din
g over h

im
, all th

e 

w
h

ile allow
in

g th
e curse to lin

ger. H
e scream

s an
d buck

s an
d begs for death

, an
d 

th
e w

ords are at h
er lips —

 m
om

en
ts, m

illisecon
ds from

 figh
tin

g free—
 

“N
o!” 

A
 h

an
d sh

ack
les h

er w
rist, so fam

iliar in
 texture an

d w
eigh

t, an
d D

raco drags 

h
er arm

 to th
e side, th

row
in

g off h
er aim

 as h
e pulls h

im
self up from

 th
e floor. 

“N
o,” h

e sn
aps again

, m
eetin

g h
er eyes for on

ce —
 an

d there, th
ere’s th

at fury 

sh
e w

as w
aitin

g for. L
ivid an

d electric.  

H
e doesn

’t look
 at th

e A
uror beh

in
d h

im
 on

 th
e groun

d. D
oesn

’t break
 from

 

h
er gaze as h

e casts th
e k

illin
g curse in

 h
er stead. T

h
e m

an
’s scream

in
g dies off 

sh
arply. 

“D
on

’t you dare,” D
raco says, pin

n
in

g h
er w

ith
 h

is eyes —
 refusin

g to free 

h
er w

rist. H
is tears from

 m
in

utes before aren
’t quite dry on

 h
is face, an

d yet 

th
ere’s m

ore an
ger in

 h
is expression

 th
an

 sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e’s ever seen

. “D
on

’t ever.” 

H
erm

ion
e open

s an
d sh

uts h
er m

outh
 on

ce —
 tw

ice —
 at a loss, starin

g w
ide-

eyed up in
to h

is ragged face. A
n

d th
en

 a m
om

en
t later h

e’s gon
e. B

ack
 in

to th
e 

fray. Sh
e can

 still feel th
e pressure of h

is grip fadin
g from

 h
er w

rist. 

L
ess th

an
 five of D

aw
lish

’s A
urors rem

ain
, an

d w
h

en
 at last sh

e can
 m

ak
e 

h
erself m

ove again
, sh

e m
ak

es quick
 w

ork
 of th

e on
e tryin

g to scale th
e m

an
tle 

for h
igh

er groun
d. H

e falls h
ard on

 h
is back

, frozen
. 

N
arcissa fells an

oth
er w

ith
 a pow

erful In
carcerous, an

d as H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es 

th
e A

uror struggle again
st th

e ropes, sh
e’s th

in
k

in
g th

ey m
igh

t actually m
an

age 

th
is. A

gain
st all odds. 

Sh
e diverts h

er atten
tion

 to th
e rem

ain
in

g few
, rush

in
g forth

 to h
elp T

h
eo, 



busy sparrin
g w

ith
 an

 A
uror w

h
o’s quite quick

 w
ith

 h
is h

exes. W
h

en
 it’s tw

o 

again
st on

e, h
e’s easier to con

tain
 —

 but th
ere’s a reason

 h
e’s on

e of th
e last 

stan
din

g. H
is sk

ills are beyon
d th

eirs. Y
ears of train

in
g un

der h
is belt, eviden

t in
 

h
is stan

ce, h
is spellw

ork
, th

e w
ay h

e h
olds h

is w
an

d. 

A
ll too soon

, H
erm

ion
e overcom

pen
sates —

 steps aw
k

w
ardly as sh

e deflects 

a k
n

ock
back

 jin
x —

 an
d th

e A
uror’s L

evicorpus h
its h

er square in
 th

e ch
est. Sh

e’s 

catapulted back
 at least a dozen

 feet, lan
din

g h
ard on

 un
forgivin

g m
arble. T

h
e 

breath
 gets forced from

 h
er lun

gs, an
d it tak

es h
er too m

an
y secon

ds just to m
an

-

age to sit up. 

From
 th

ere, gaspin
g an

d clutch
in

g at h
er ch

est, sh
e w

atch
es it h

appen
. 

T
h

eo falters un
der th

e full force of th
e A

uror’s sk
ill, staggerin

g back
 as h

e 

block
s, block

s again
 —

 dodges. H
e’s losin

g. Failin
g fast. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e w
it-

n
esses th

e exact m
om

en
t th

at sh
ould equal h

is en
d —

 th
e fraction

 of a secon
d in

 

w
h

ich
 h

e can
’t m

an
age to block

 in
 tim

e. 

B
ut P

an
sy com

es out of n
ow

h
ere. 

T
h

e k
illin

g curse explodes from
 th

e tip of h
er w

an
d as sh

e th
row

s h
erself be-

tw
een

 th
em

 —
 an

d in
 th

at sam
e in

stan
t, th

e spell th
at’s m

ean
t for T

h
eo strik

es 

h
er in

stead. A
 flash

 of furious violet. 

H
erm

ion
e h

as n
ever read about it. N

ever h
eard th

e syllables uttered un
til 

n
ow

. B
ut sh

e k
n

ow
s en

ough
 of L

atin
 to feel h

er stom
ach

 drop. 

“R
espirae san

guin
ae!” th

e m
an

 h
ad sh

outed. H
is last w

ords before sh
e took

 

h
is life. 

B
reath

e blood. 

P
an

sy staggers an
d sw

ays, look
in

g alm
ost con

fused in
 th

e dull silen
ce th

at 

follow
s. H

erm
ion

e scram
bles to h

er feet. T
h

eo calls out h
er n

am
e. H

er black
 h

air 

flutters out as sh
e tilts h

er h
ead in

 h
is direction

 —
 an

d a m
om

en
t later a spurt of 

dark
 crim

son
 explodes from

 h
er lips. 

Sh
e buck

les. H
er w

an
d clatters to th

e floor, an
d sh

ortly after sh
e follow

s it 

dow
n

. 

B
y th

e tim
e H

erm
ion

e reach
es th

em
 —

 n
o con

cept of th
e battlefield aroun

d 

th
em

, n
o k

n
ow

in
g if th

ey’ve w
on

 or lost, if it’s even
 over —

 T
h

eo already h
as 

“W
h

at w
as it?” T

h
eo ask

s, starin
g dow

n
 in

to th
e m

ilk
y potion

, still bubblin
g 

aw
ay. H

e h
asn

’t both
ered to dress or com

b
 h

is h
air, an

d h
e’s still barefoot.  

H
erm

ion
e tuck

s h
er curls back

 in
to a bun

, circlin
g th

e cauldron
. “T

h
e flow

-

ers. A
ll of th

e base in
gredien

ts w
ere correct. T

h
e A

n
gel’s T

rum
pet an

d B
an

eberry 

for trace detection
. T

h
e K

n
otgrass from

 P
olyjuice an

d th
e T

h
aum

atagoria from
 

th
e P

otion
 of A

ll P
oten

tial. B
ut th

e rose an
d w

h
ite orch

id w
ere too im

person
al.” 

T
h

eo’s eyes flash
 at th

at. A
ddin

g th
e flow

ers h
ad been

 h
is idea —

 an
d h

e’d 

b
een

 righ
t, save a sm

all detail. 

“I th
in

k
 th

e brew
er h

as to m
an

ifest w
h

at th
ey w

an
t out of it. I h

ad to m
ak

e 

it person
al.” 

H
e approach

es th
e din

in
g room

 table sh
e’s turn

ed in
to an

 overlarge cuttin
g 

board. “W
h

at did you use?”  

Sh
e m

oves to h
is side, gesturin

g to th
em

 in
 turn

. “V
alerian

, for forgetfuln
ess. 

C
yclam

en
, for separation

. D
ogw

ood, for con
stan

cy an
d…

un
dim

in
ish

ed love,” 

sh
e says th

e last in
 a quiet voice. “I’d b

een
 usin

g th
ose th

ree for w
eek

s. B
ut th

ey 

seem
ed too straigh

tforw
ard. T

oo sim
ple.” Sh

e m
oves h

er h
an

d to rest on
 th

e soft 

w
h

ite petals of th
e fourth

 flow
er in

 th
e lin

e of in
gredien

ts. “So I added sn
ow

drop, 

for h
ope. A

n
d T

an
sy, for—

” 

“H
ate,” T

h
eo fin

ish
es for h

er, ton
e un

readable. “A
 declaration

 of w
ar.” Sh

e 

n
ods in

 silen
ce, ch

ew
in

g h
er bottom

 lip.  

“I w
ould’ve w

orried th
e effect w

ould b
e too stron

g.” 

Sh
e n

ods again
, “I did. B

ut th
en

 I th
ough

t about it an
d I realized I…

” sh
e 

trails off, pin
ch

in
g th

e flow
er’s soft yellow

 cluster of petals an
d grin

din
g th

em
 

to dust. “W
ell, I h

ate h
im

 h
alf th

e tim
e. W

h
en

 I th
in

k
 of h

im
, part of m

e is 

alw
ays furious.” 

T
h

eo h
um

s in
 th

e back
 of h

is th
roat. “It’s brillian

t.” 

H
e’s possibly th

e on
ly on

e w
h

o th
in

k
s so.  

From
 th

ose first w
eek

s, an
d every m

om
en

t sin
ce, h

e’s been
 at h

er side. From
 

th
e m

om
en

t sh
e took

 h
is h

an
d on

 th
at cliffside, sh

ak
in

g so violen
tly h

e couldn
’t 

seem
 to let go of th

e ash
es clutch

ed in
 h

is palm
.  

“L
ook

 at th
e w

in
d,” sh

e’d said, k
eepin

g h
er eyes low

 to spare h
im

. N
o on

e 



Frozen
. Starin

g.  

A
t a certain

 poin
t, it h

ad started to feel im
possible. A

 dam
n

ed en
deavor, a 

futile h
abit. So futile, sh

e alm
ost doesn

’t w
an

t to test it. T
h

e part th
at m

atters 

m
ost. Sh

e h
as to w

ork
 h

erself up to it. 

Fin
gers trem

blin
g, sh

e blow
s out on

e m
ore n

ervous breath
 an

d reach
es to-

w
ard th

e w
isps. T

ow
ard th

e apparition
 of T

h
eo, still peaceful an

d un
disturbed. If 

sh
e’s som

eh
ow

 m
iraculously gotten

 th
is righ

t, h
e w

on
’t be for lon

g. 

T
h

e con
jured sm

ok
e is cold to th

e touch
 —

 a teasin
g w

h
isper again

st h
er sk

in
 

—
 an

d w
h

en
 sh

e curls h
er fin

gers an
d m

ak
es a fist, th

e w
orld aroun

d h
er evapo-

rates. W
ith

 a sm
all sh

riek
 an

d a rush
 of air, sh

e’s lyin
g face first on

 th
e carpet of 

T
h

eo’s study.  

H
e’s up in

 an
 in

stan
t w

ith
 a gasp, journ

al fallin
g to th

e floor. H
e clutch

es h
is 

ch
est an

d stares at h
er, eyes w

ide an
d bleary.  

“T
-T

h
eo…

” sh
e splutters, liftin

g h
erself on

to h
er h

an
ds an

d k
n

ees. 

“H
erm

ion
e —

 w
h

at…
w

h
at happen

ed?” 

“T
h

eo.” Sh
e’s alm

ost pan
tin

g n
ow

, bew
ildered excitem

en
t catch

in
g up w

ith
 

h
er. “T

h
eo, it w

ork
s. It w

orks.” 

T
h

ere’s a gap —
 a con

fused pause as h
e fully w

ak
es up, fully com

preh
en

ds, 

th
eir eyes lock

ed. A
n

d th
en

 h
e’s off th

e sofa, scram
blin

g to pull h
er th

e rest of 

th
e w

ay up from
 th

e floor. H
e gath

ers h
er again

st h
im

, w
arm

 an
d fam

iliar an
d 

sm
ellin

g lik
e h

e alw
ays does. H

is ch
in

 drops to th
e crow

n
 of h

er h
ead, an

d sh
e 

feels h
is ch

est deflate as h
e lets out th

e breath
 th

ey’ve been
 collectively h

oldin
g 

for th
e past tw

o years. 

“T
h

an
k fuck.”  

<
 

T
h

ey apparate back
 to h

er flat in
 L

on
don

.  

T
h

e m
ess h

as b
een

 pilin
g up for a lon

g w
h

ile n
ow

, discarded bottles an
d 

sh
riveled h

erbs strew
n

 about, book
s dogeared an

d stack
ed on

 every surface. O
n

ly 

th
e cauldron

 sits in
 relative clean

lin
ess, aw

ay from
 th

e clutter. Sh
e couldn

’t risk
 

con
tam

in
atin

g it.  

h
er in

 h
is arm

s. Sh
e sin

k
s to h

er k
n

ees beside th
em

, w
ordless, w

atch
in

g th
e even

-

k
eeled boy sh

e’s k
n

ow
n

 th
ese m

an
y years com

pletely fall apart. 

“P
an

s —
 P

an
s, you’re ok

ay. Y
-Y

ou’re…
you’re ok

ay. C
om

e on
.” H

e cradles h
er 

to h
im

, eyes w
et an

d disbelievin
g as h

e strok
es bloody fin

gers th
rough

 h
er dark

 

h
air. “I’ve got you. I’ve got you. N

o. N
o, n

o. Y
ou’re ok

ay. Y
ou’ll see. Y

ou’re ok
ay.” 

T
h

e curse is m
erciless. Sh

e cough
s up seem

in
gly in

fin
ite quan

tities of blood, 

gaspin
g for breath

 in
 betw

een
 —

 blood from
 in

tern
al organ

s, from
 burst vein

s. 

T
h

ere’s n
o w

ay of k
n

ow
in

g. T
h

eo’s sh
irt is soak

ed w
ith

 it in
 an

 in
stan

t, th
e w

ay 

h
e h

olds h
er to h

is ch
est. H

erm
ion

e sees h
er sh

ak
in

g fin
gers clutch

in
g at h

is 

sleeves, desperate. 

T
h

eo look
s to H

erm
ion

e, th
en

, an
d sh

e’s n
ot ready. “T

h
is —

 sh
e’s —

 you can
 

fix th
is. Y

ou can
 fix th

is. Sh
e’s alrigh

t.” 

H
elpless —

 useless —
 H

erm
ion

e feels h
er lip trem

ble as sh
e stares back

 at h
im

. 

T
ears blur h

er vision
, flyin

g off h
er ch

eek
s as sh

e sh
ak

es h
er h

ead. Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
e 

look
 of a fatal curse. It’s goin

g to tak
e h

er. A
n

d quick
ly. “I…

I can
’t. T

h
ere’s —

 

T
h

eo, th
ere’s n

oth
in

g—
” 

“N
o. N

o,” h
e sn

aps, look
in

g aw
ay. H

e’s strok
in

g h
er face n

ow
, n

um
b

 to th
e 

blood sh
e drools on

to h
is h

an
d. “Sh

e’s alrigh
t. Sh

e’s ok
ay. P

an
sy, sw

eeth
eart —

 

look
 at m

e.” 

H
e doesn

’t n
eed to say it. H

er dark
 eyes, lovely even

 n
ow

, n
ever leave h

is face. 

N
ot w

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e reach

es out, un
able to sw

allow
 back

 a w
h

im
per as sh

e tak
es 

on
e of h

er h
an

ds. N
ot w

h
en

 D
raco’s sh

adow
 falls over th

em
. H

e’s pan
tin

g, ex-

h
austed from

 battle. “Fuck
…

P
an

sy, n
o,” h

e breath
es as h

e realizes th
e gravity of 

it, voice low
 —

 barely a w
h

isper. 

T
h

eo still h
ears h

im
. 

“D
on

’t,” h
e grow

ls, furious. “Sh
e’s fin

e! Sh
e’s —

 sh
e’s fin

e. Y
ou’re fin

e. P
an

s 

—
 P

an
s, tell th

em
. T

ell th
em

 you’re fin
e. Y

ou’ll b
e alrigh

t.” 

P
an

sy’s soft ch
ok

es h
ave becom

e staggered. Few
 an

d far betw
een

 as h
er ch

est 

sh
udders, eyes w

ide an
d un

blin
k

in
g. Sh

e’s pale as death
. T

h
ere’s h

ardly an
y blood 

left in
 h

er. 

“P
an

sy. P
an

sy, n
o.” T

h
e defian

t h
ope in

 T
h

eo’s voice is dyin
g. ”P

lease. I’m
 



h
ere. Stay w

ith
 m

e. I’m
 righ

t h
ere.” 

D
raco tak

es on
e of T

h
eo’s sh

oulders in
 h

an
d, even

 as T
h

eo tries to sh
ak

e it 

off. H
e m

eets H
erm

ion
e’s eyes —

 just on
ce —

 over th
e h

un
ch

ed form
 of h

is 

frien
d, an

d th
e w

all betw
een

 th
em

 m
om

en
tarily break

s to m
ak

e w
ay for a sh

ared 

grief. 

P
an

sy cough
s on

ce m
ore. M

an
ages to close h

er bloodstain
ed lips, th

roat bob-

bin
g com

pulsively as sh
e sw

allow
s. 

“Y
ou…

” sh
e w

h
ispers to T

h
eo, voice in

 sh
reds. “Y

ou l-look
 n

ice…
in

 blue.” 

H
is brok

en
 expression

 fractures furth
er, con

fused an
d scattered. H

e’s n
ot 

w
earin

g blue. “…
W

h
at, sw

eeth
eart?” 

P
eople becom

e delirious, n
ear th

e en
d. H

erm
ion

e h
ates th

at sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at. 

“S-So…
so h

an
dsom

e in
 blue…

” 

T
h

eo ch
ok

es back
 a sob

, tears fallin
g from

 h
is lash

es to th
e crow

n
 of h

er h
ead. 

“T
h

an
k

 you.” 

Sh
e’s slippin

g aw
ay fast. H

as m
om

en
ts left, m

aybe. H
erm

ion
e can

 see it. 

A
n

d in
 a m

om
en

t of w
eak

n
ess —

 of desperation
 —

 sh
e lean

s forw
ard, put-

tin
g h

er lips at P
an

sy’s ear. Speak
in

g to h
er an

d on
ly h

er. 

“Y
ou saved h

im
,” sh

e w
h

ispers. “Y
ou k

ept your prom
ise.” A

n
d sh

e gives 

P
an

sy’s h
an

d a squeeze before lean
in

g back
, blin

k
in

g aw
ay tears. 

B
ut it is truly som

eth
in

g to see P
an

sy sm
ile th

rough
 it all —

 a sudden
, gen

tle 

sm
ile, un

lik
e an

y expression
 H

erm
ion

e’s seen
 on

 h
er face before. Sh

e tilts h
er 

h
ead w

ith
 th

e last of h
er stren

gth
 to m

eet h
er eyes. A

n
d h

er bloody teeth
, h

er 

gaun
t face —

 th
ey seem

 to fade to back
groun

d n
oise in

 th
e m

idst of it. In
 th

at 

m
om

en
t, sh

e is beautiful an
d n

oth
in

g else. 

Sh
e look

s on
ce m

ore to T
h

eo, th
en

 —
 h

er ch
osen

 last sigh
t. P

eace floods 

th
rough

 h
er features. H

er sm
ile lin

gers a m
om

en
t lon

ger. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e sags in

 

h
is arm

s, ch
est sin

k
in

g, eyes fallin
g sh

ut. A
 fin

al breath
 leaves h

er lips. Soft. U
n

-

fettered. 

A
n

d sh
e’s gon

e. 

H
erm

ion
e look

s aw
ay. H

as to. A
n

yw
h

ere else. 

B
ut th

e soun
d T

h
eo m

ak
es w

ill stay w
ith

 h
er for th

e rest of h
er days.
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S
H

E
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A
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O
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N
E

D
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E
R

SE
L

F A
T

 L
E

A
ST

 A
 H

U
N

D
R

E
D

 T
IM

E
S, A

N
D

 B
Y

 N
O

W
 SH

E
 K

N
O

W
S 

W
H

A
T

 T
O

 E
X

P
E

C
T.  

If it’s w
ron

g —
 an

d it’s alw
ays w

ron
g —

 th
en

 w
ith

in
 th

e first m
in

ute or so, 

th
e w

alls of h
er stom

ach
 w

ill start to burn
, sh

arp stabbin
g pain

s follow
in

g 

sh
ortly after. H

er h
an

ds w
ill start to sh

ak
e an

d th
e blood w

ill rush
 to h

er h
ead, 

an
d if sh

e’s n
ot quick

 about it, sh
e’ll pass out. 

Sh
e’s gon

e th
rough

 m
ore bezoars th

an
 sh

e can
 coun

t. C
ertain

 attem
pts h

ave 

b
een

 so disastrous sh
e’s n

eeded m
ore th

an
 on

e just to soak
 up th

e toxin
s.  

B
ut today —

  

Sh
e exh

ales slow
ly, glan

cin
g dow

n
 at h

er h
an

ds. N
o sh

ak
in

g, n
o visible trem

-

ors w
h

atsoever. Sh
e presses on

e softly again
st h

er stom
ach

, w
aitin

g for th
at in

-

evitable sh
ock

 of pain
. T

o cram
p or double over. It sh

ould’ve h
appen

ed by n
ow

.  

A
n

d w
h

en
 h

er h
an

ds do start to sh
ak

e, a good five m
in

utes later, sh
e k

n
ow

s 

it’s n
ot from

 poison
.  

T
h

e effect is gradual. A
 fade of sh

adow
s an

d colors before h
er eyes —

 w
isps 

n
ot un

lik
e th

e sm
ok

e of a P
atron

us ch
arm

 castin
g th

em
selves about th

e room
. 

Sh
apes tak

e form
 soon

 after. A
 fam

iliar leath
er arm

ch
air sh

e k
n

ow
s w

ell. D
rapes 

draw
n

 across a w
in

dow
. A

n
d T

h
eodore N

ott, asleep on
 h

is sofa. 

T
h

e cup sh
e dran

k
 from

 slips out of h
er h

an
d an

d sh
atters on

 th
e floor, rem

-

n
an

ts of th
e potion

 leak
in

g across th
e tile.  

H
e’s clear as day —

 on
ly sligh

tly tran
sparen

t. Sh
e can

 see h
is ch

est rise an
d 

fall, slow
 an

d even
. C

an
 see th

e clean
 lin

e of th
e arm

 h
e’s got th

row
n

 over h
is 

eyes. T
h

e journ
al left open

 on
 h

is ch
est. 

H
er h

eart starts to poun
d, an

d for a lon
g m

om
en

t sh
e just stan

ds th
ere. 



tell 
anyone, 

but 
I
’ve 

alw
ays 

secretly 
w
anted

 
to 

d
o 

that. 
A
nd
 
there’s 

that 
flim

sy 
hot 

chocolate, 
as 
w
ell. 

I
 

have 
that 

to 
look 

forw
ard
 
to. 

A
nd
 
you, 

H
erm

ione 
—
 
you 

have 
the 

w
hole 

w
orld

 
at 

your 
feet. 

T
his 

life 
is 
yours 

for 
the 

taking. 
F
ind
 
w
hat 

you 
w
ant 

and
 
take 

it 
for 

the 
both 

of 
us. 

I
’ll 

be 
rooting 

for 
you. 

D
raco 

  T
h

e letter slips from
 h

er n
um

b
 fin

gers an
d floats to th

e h
ospital floor.

 

F
ebruary 26th

, 1999 

 D
A

P
P

L
E

D
 L

IG
H

T
 A

C
R

O
SS H

E
R

 E
Y

E
L

ID
S —

 H
A

Z
Y

 A
N

D
 G

R
A

Y. It’s th
e first th

in
g sh

e’s 

aw
are of, an

d th
e rest com

es slow
ly. 

T
h

ere’s pain
. A

n
 old sort of pain

, th
ough

. L
in

gerin
g ach

es an
d th

robs, som
e 

possibly already h
alf-h

ealed. It’s forgettable an
d easy to push

 aside. T
h

e exh
aus-

tion
 is m

uch
 m

ore pressin
g. It feels lik

e it tak
es ages just to m

uster th
e stren

gth
 

to lift h
er lids. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s a h
ospital ceilin

g w
h

en
 sh

e sees on
e. 

N
ot H

ogw
arts. Sh

e’d recogn
ize th

at w
eath

ered flagston
e im

m
ediately. N

o, 

th
is is m

uch
 m

ore clin
ical. W

h
ite an

d sterile. 

St. M
un

go’s. 

Sw
allow

in
g aroun

d a dry th
roat, sh

e sh
ifts as m

uch
 as h

er lead-lik
e lim

bs can
 

m
an

age, fran
tically tryin

g to ch
ase m

em
ories —

 even
 fragm

en
ts of m

em
ories of 

h
ow

 sh
e got h

ere. B
ut th

ere’s n
oth

in
g after—

 

“H
erm

ion
e?” 

A
 w

arm
, callused h

an
d clasps aroun

d h
ers, an

d color spreads out over th
e 

w
h

iten
ess as a figure lean

s over h
er. Sh

e blin
k

s slow
ly up at h

im
, forcin

g h
im

 to 

com
e in

to focus. 

“…
R

on
?” 

T
h

e creases all over h
is face flatten

 out at th
e ragged ton

e of h
er voice, an

d h
e 

speak
s w

ith
 a w

in
ded sm

ile an
d a gasp. “B

loody h
ell, w

e’ve b
een

 so w
orried!” T

h
e 

h
an

d n
ot h

oldin
g h

ers starts to strok
e th

e h
air aw

ay from
 h

er face. “H
ow

 are 

you? H
ow

 are you feelin
g? Is th

ere pain
? I can

 get th
e—

” 

“R
on

.” It’s less of a croak
 n

ow
. M

ore substan
ce to it. Sh

e blin
k

s again
 to fully 

clear th
e fog from

 th
e borders of h

er vision
. “P

lease. W
h

at h
appen

ed?” 



“E
rm

 —
 yeah

, uh
 —

 on
e th

in
g at a tim

e, H
erm

ion
e —

 ok
ay? I th

in
k

 you 

sh
ould talk

 to a H
ealer first. G

et som
e food in

 you, or—
” 

Sh
e grips h

is h
an

d tigh
t an

d speak
s over h

im
. “R

on
, h

ow
 did I get h

ere?” 

T
h

e w
ay th

e sm
ile falls from

 h
is face m

ak
es h

er stom
ach

 ach
e. Sh

e sw
allow

s 

again
, gath

erin
g a steady breath

. 

“W
h

at do you rem
em

ber?” h
e ask

s. E
ven

 at th
e best of tim

es, R
on

 isn
’t usu-

ally so gen
tle. It’s alm

ost terrifyin
g in

 a w
ay. 

Sh
e tries to k

eep th
e fear out of h

er voice. “P
an

sy…
” sh

e m
urm

urs. 

R
on

’s brow
s m

eet in
 th

e m
iddle, an

d H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es h

im
 search

 for th
e 

righ
t w

ords. A
 good m

om
en

t or so. 

“I’m
…

so sorry. I k
n

ow
 sh

e w
as —

 w
ell, sort of your frien

d.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s ch

est th
rob

s, an
d h

er gaze drops aw
ay from

 h
is as it floods back

 

to h
er; P

an
sy an

d h
er bloody lips, h

er pale face an
d search

in
g eyes. 

“Sh
e w

as m
y frien

d,” sh
e ech

oes quietly, both
 a correction

 an
d a con

firm
a-

tion
. 

R
on

 is righ
t to m

ove off of th
e subject as quick

ly as h
e does. “T

h
at’s th

e last 

th
in

g? N
oth

in
g after th

at?” 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead, w

ork
in

g to k
eep th

e fear out of h
er eyes too. “W

h
at day 

is it?” 

T
h

e oddest m
em

ory surfaces at th
e question

. O
f T

h
eo, so m

an
y m

on
th

s ago 

—
 m

ock
in

g h
er for ask

in
g som

eth
in

g sim
ilar. C

allin
g h

er dram
atic. 

C
h

rist, T
h

eo…
 

R
on

 tak
es a deep breath

. “It’s th
e 26th

. Y
ou’ve been

 out for th
ree days.” 

Sh
e suck

s back
 a gasp. “T

h
ree…

th
ree days?” 

H
e n

ods gravely an
d clears h

is th
roat. “H

arry —
 h

e got your P
atron

us,” h
e 

says, sh
iftin

g in
 h

is ch
air at th

e bedside. “It sort of exploded in
 fron

t of all of us 

at break
fast. G

ave h
im

 a righ
t scare. M

e, as w
ell.” H

is fin
gers flex an

d th
en

 

scram
ble to squeeze h

er h
an

d again
, a m

ovem
en

t sort of desperate an
d un

ex-

pected. “H
erm

ion
e, you h

ave to believe m
e. H

arry —
 h

e’s goin
g to beat h

im
self 

up about it for ages if you don
’t, an

d I sw
ear to you —

 I sw
ear it, h

e didn
’t w

aste 

an
y tim

e.” 

a 
fresh 

start. 
I
 
am
 
to 

leave 
the 

country. 
I
 
w
ill 

never 

see 
m
y 
m
other 

or 
m
y 
father 

again. 

A
nd
 
I
 
w
ill 

never 
see 

you 
again. 

I
 know

 
—
 som

ew
here 

—
 
a part 

of you can und
erstand

. 

I
 
know

 
you 

can. 
Y
ou 

w
ill. 

B
ecause 

it 
m
eans 

I
 
can 

w
ake 

up 
w
ithout 

w
anting 

to 
kill 

m
yself. 

A
nd
 
it 
m
eans 

you
’ll 

never 
be 

at 
risk 

again 
—
 
not 

from
 
m
e. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

know
 
w
hat’s 

left 
to 

say. 
Y
ou 

alread
y 
know

 

I
 
love 

you. 
I
 
prom

ise 
not 

to 
say 

it 
again. 

B
ut 

I
 
can 

say 
thank 

you. 

F
or 
a 
little 

w
hile 

there, 
I
 
had

 
you. 

I
 
had

 
som

ething 

to 
look 

forw
ard
 
to. 

T
o 
w
ant. 

T
o 
chase. 

I
 
had

 
those 

curls 
w
rapped

 
around

 
m
y 
fingers 

and
 
those 

lips 
betw

een 

m
y 
teeth. 

I
 
had

 
som

eone 
to 

w
orry 

about, 
other 

than 

m
yself. 

I
 
had

 
som

eone 
that 

gave 
as 

good
 
as 

she 
got. 

T
hat 

w
ithstood

 
m
e. 
W
anted

 
m
e 
regard

less. 
A
nd
 
M
erlin, 

that 
felt 

fucking 
good

. 

T
hank 

you. 
I
’m
 
glad

 
to 

have 
had

 
that, 

for 
a 
little 

w
hile. 

B
ut 

I
 
have 

things 
to 

look 
forw

ard
 
to 

now
 
too, 

I
 

suppose. 
I
 
have 

to 
learn 

how
 
to 

d
rive. 

H
ow
 
to 

cook 
and

 

boil 
w
ater. 

I
 
get 

to 
rid
e 
in 

an 
airplane. 

P
lease 

d
on
’t 



yesterd
ay. 

F
rom

 
this 

m
om
ent 

on, 
I
 
am
 
no 

longer 
a 
M
alfoy. 

A
nd
 
I
 
am
 
no 

longer 
a 
w
izard

. 

I
 
am
 
a 
M
uggle. 

I
 
hope 

to 
M
erlin 

—
 
w
ell, 

to 
G
od
, 
now

 
—
 
that 

you 
of 

all 
people 

w
ill 

und
erstand

. 
Y
ou 

reach 
a 
point 

w
here 

you 
know

 
the 

therapy 
w
on
’t 

w
ork 

anym
ore. 

C
ertain 

w
ound

s 
d
on
’t 

heal. 
Y
ou, 

H
erm

ione 
—
 
you

’re 
not 

going 
to 

heal. 

I
f 
I
 
d
on
’t 
d
o 
this, 

I
’m
 
never 

going 
to 

spend
 
another 

second
 
of 

m
y 
life 

at 
peace. 

T
here’s 

never 
going 

to 
be 

a 

m
om
ent 

I
 
d
on
’t 
see 

you 
lying 

there 
—
 
fucking 

blood
less 

—
 
w
ith 

m
y 
hand

s 
around

 
your 

neck. 
W
ith 

that 
look 

in 

your 
eyes. 

I
 
can

’t 
live 

like 
that. 

P
lease, 

d
on
’t 

ask 
m
e 

to 
live 

like 
that. 

T
he 

term
s 
of 

this 
—
 
w
ell, 

I
 
guess 

it’s 
a 
bit 

like 

a 
plea 

d
eal. 

I
f 
I
 
let 

this 
part 

of 
m
y 
life 

go, 
I
 
have 

to 
let 

everything 
else 

go 
too. 

Shacklebolt 
says 

M
uggles 

call 
it 
W
itness 

P
rotection. 

T
o 
sum

 
it 

up, 
I
 
am
 
leaving 

m
y 
nam

e 
and

 
m
y 

id
entity 

behind
. 
I
 
forfeit 

m
y 
inheritance, 

save 
a 
sm
all 

portion 
that 

w
ill 

be 
converted

 
to 

M
uggle 

currency 
—
 
for 

Sh
e squin

ts at h
im

, turn
in

g a little to face h
im

 better despite th
e pain

. “W
h

at 

do you m
ean

?” 

“H
e sen

t for th
e O

rder, lik
e you ask

ed —
 an

d th
en

 w
e tried to follow

 you. N
o 

h
esitation

, I sw
ear. W

e didn
’t w

ait. M
e, H

arry, G
in

n
y, N

eville, L
un

a —
 th

e lot 

of us. W
e follow

ed your P
atron

us to th
e G

roun
ds.” 

H
er surprise sh

e can
’t m

ask
. ”Y

ou…
tried to com

e?” 

H
e gives a sort of n

ervous scoff. “Y
eah

, ‘M
ion

e. O
f course. C

an
 b

e a git som
e-

tim
es, but n

ot about th
in

gs lik
e your life.” 

Sh
e squeezes h

is h
an

d again
, in

stin
ctively, but doesn

’t say m
ore. N

eeds h
im

 

to k
eep goin

g. N
eeds to lin

e th
e pieces up. 

“I th
in

k
 w

e w
ould’ve m

ade it too. Soon
 en

ough
, an

yw
ay, to save…

your frien
d. 

T
o stop w

h
at h

appen
ed to you.” A

 sh
adow

 crosses h
is face. A

 brief, but blin
din

g 

fury ligh
tin

g in
 h

is eyes before h
e can

 stom
p it out. T

h
en

, “It w
as th

e portk
ey. 

M
y guess is D

aw
lish

 jin
xed it. Stupefied th

e lot of us an
d dropped us M

erlin
 k

n
ow

s 

w
h

ere.” H
e rubs th

e back
 of h

is n
eck

. “H
arry says h

e th
in

k
s it w

as lik
e th

e on
e 

from
 Fourth

 Y
ear. From

 th
e T

ourn
am

en
t. Jin

xed to w
ork

 every oth
er tim

e. B
ut 

it took
 us ages just to get our bearin

gs. B
y th

e tim
e w

e got to you, P
ark

in
son

 

w
as…

” h
e trails off. 

Sh
e clutch

es h
ard at h

is fin
gers, som

eh
ow

 certain
 h

e h
as w

orse n
ew

s. P
art of 

h
er doesn

’t w
an

t to ask
, but sh

e can
’t stop h

erself. 

“T
h

e oth
ers…

” sh
e says, w

aitin
g un

til R
on

’s eyes m
eet h

ers. “W
h

ere’s D
raco? 

T
h

eo? W
h

at h
appen

ed w
ith

—
” 

“T
h

ey’re alive, H
erm

ion
e,” h

e says quick
ly, before sh

e can
 w

ork
 h

erself up. 

“It’s just th
at—

” 

“W
h

at?” 

H
e w

in
ces. 

“R
on

, tell m
e.” 

T
w

istin
g, h

e reach
es beh

in
d h

is sh
oulder for som

eth
in

g on
 th

e side table. 

“Y
ou n

eed to eat, alrigh
t?” T

h
ere’s a plastic cup of tapioca an

d a spoon
 in

 h
is h

an
d 

w
h

en
 h

e turn
s back

 aroun
d. Som

eh
ow

 th
e least appealin

g th
in

g in
 th

e w
orld 

righ
t n

ow
. “L

et m
e h

elp you eat th
is, an

d th
en

 I’ll tell you.” 



“R
on

—
” 

“P
lease.” 

Sh
e bites h

er ton
gue. T

h
in

k
s about h

im
 risk

in
g h

is ow
n

 life after everyth
in

g 

sh
e’s put h

im
 th

rough
 th

is year. 

R
eluctan

tly, sh
e lets h

im
 feed it to h

er, fin
ally catch

in
g a glim

pse of th
e po-

tion
 sh

e’s bein
g treated w

ith
 as sh

e sits up to h
elp h

im
 w

ith
 th

e an
gle. It look

s 

lik
e C

alm
in

g D
raugh

t, seepin
g in

to th
e vein

s of h
er forearm

 from
 a ch

arm
ed 

drip on
 h

er left. 

It’s probably th
e on

ly reason
 sh

e h
asn

’t flow
n

 in
to a blin

d pan
ic. 

Sh
e gets th

e rest of th
e story aroun

d blan
d spoon

fuls of puddin
g, h

an
gin

g on
 

R
on

’s every w
ord. 

“T
h

e H
ealers th

in
k

 it w
as th

e adren
alin

e th
at k

ept you con
scious. W

h
en

 w
e 

got to you —
 sw

allow
 th

e w
h

ole bite, H
erm

ion
e, com

e on
…

good. W
h

en
 w

e got 

to you, you w
eren

’t really…
all th

ere, if you k
n

ow
 w

h
at I m

ean
. P

ark
in

son
 w

as 

th
ere on

 th
e floor, an

d a bun
ch

 of th
e Slyth

erin
s you w

en
t look

in
g for w

ere k
in

d 

of scattered aroun
d th

e room
. T

h
ere w

as n
o on

e left to figh
t —

 you did a righ
t 

fin
e job. I m

ean
 it. T

h
ose w

ere train
ed A

urors. O
pen

 up, you’re goin
g to eat th

e 

w
h

ole th
in

g.” 

H
e feeds h

er an
oth

er spoon
ful, tw

o-th
irds of th

e cup gon
e. Sh

e doesn
’t h

ave 

th
e stren

gth
 to resist. 

“B
ut for a m

in
ute th

ere, I th
ough

t w
e m

igh
t’ve lost you too. M

alfoy an
d 

Z
abin

i w
ere tryin

g to k
eep N

ott calm
 —

 I didn
’t really k

n
ow

 about th
e w

h
ole 

situation
 at th

e tim
e. I k

n
ew

 h
e an

d P
ark

in
son

 w
ere frien

ds, but —
 w

ell, n
ow

 I 

k
n

ow
. A

n
yh

ow
, you w

ere th
ere too. B

ut you w
ere sort of starin

g off at n
oth

in
g. 

Sittin
g on

 th
e floor. W

h
en

 M
alfoy tried to stan

d you up, I guess it all caugh
t up 

w
ith

 you.” 

“…
A

ll?” sh
e m

an
ages. 

“Y
ou brok

e th
ree ribs, H

erm
ion

e. M
erlin

. T
h

at, added to th
e C

ruciatus…
” 

H
e struggles to get th

e w
ord out, glan

cin
g aw

ay for a fraction
 of a secon

d, th
en

 

back
 again

. “Y
ou burst a lot of blood vessels —

 suffered at least tw
o seizures in

 

un
der ten

 m
in

utes. A
n

d on
e of your ribs pun

ctured your lun
g. T

h
e H

ealers said 

h
erself to start, an

d th
e look

 sh
e fin

ds in
 h

er eyes is th
e first sh

e can
 truly riddle 

out. P
ity. 

A
n

d oh
, h

ow
 sh

e h
ates pity. 

Squarin
g h

er jaw
, sh

e jerk
s h

er eyes dow
n

 again
 an

d yan
k

s th
e parch

m
en

t flat. 

  H
erm

ione, 

I
 
d
id
n
’t 

w
ant 

this 
to 

be 
the 

first 
thing 

you 
saw
 

w
hen 

you 
w
oke 

up. 
I
 
hope 

W
easley 

m
ad
e 
you 

eat 

som
ething. 

H
ope 

you
’re 

taking 
your 

m
ed
icine 

like 
you

’re 

supposed
 
to 

be. 
B
ut, 

then 
again, 

it’s 
you. 

I
f 
I
 
know

 
you 

as 
w
ell 

as 
I
 
think 

I
 
d
o, 
you

’re 

probably 
read

ing 
this 

earlier 
than 

you 
should

 
be. 

T
here’s 

nothing 
for 

it. 

So 
before 

you 
know

 
anything 

else, 
know

 
that 

you 
can

’t 

change 
m
y 
m
ind
. 
I
’ve 

m
ad
e 
m
y 
d
ecision. 

T
his 

is 
w
hat 

I
 
need

 
to 

d
o. 

I
t’s 

alread
y 
w
orked

 
out, 

and
 
it’s 

for 

the 
best. 

F
or 
both 

of 
us. 

I
’ve 

spoken 
w
ith 

the 
M
inister, 

and
 
w
ith 

M
cG
onagall, 

and
 
as 
of 
this 

m
orning 

I
’ve 

surrend
ered

 
m
y 
w
and

 
to 

the 

M
inistry. 

I
’ve 

signed
 
a 
bind

ing 
contract 

that 
states 

I
’ll 

never 
engage 

in 
w
and

less 
m
agic, 

brew
 
potions 

or 
attem

pt 

to 
apparate. 

I
n 

exchange, 
I
 
w
on
’t 

have 
to 

return 
to 

H
ogw
arts, 

and
 
I
 
w
on
’t 

stand
 
trial 

for 
m
y 

actions 



yet even
 so frail, sh

e look
s elegan

t. W
ell-bred. 

O
n

ly som
eon

e w
h

o k
n

ew
 h

er w
ell w

ould k
n

ow
 sh

e’d been
 cryin

g. 

H
erm

ion
e’s so preoccupied starin

g at h
er th

at sh
e alm

ost doesn
’t n

otice th
e 

A
uror stan

din
g guard in

 th
e corn

er. 

“Is th
at com

pletely n
ecessary?” sh

e sn
aps at h

im
 w

ith
out th

in
k

in
g. 

T
h

e A
uror is on

e of Sh
ack

lebolt’s. N
ot part of D

aw
lish

’s in
n

er crow
d. Sh

e’d 

recogn
ize h

im
 oth

erw
ise. Still, th

ough
, h

e says, “Sh
e rem

ain
s un

der h
ouse ar-

rest.” 

“E
ven

 in
 h

er con
dition

?” 

H
e adjusts h

is stan
ce, aw

k
w

ard an
d yet steadfast. “E

ven
 th

en
.” 

H
erm

ion
e can

’t h
old in

 a scoff of distaste, sh
ufflin

g th
e last few

 steps un
til 

sh
e reach

es th
e side of th

e bed. Sh
e w

in
ces as sh

e tak
es a seat in

 th
e ch

air n
ext to 

it. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” N

arcissa appraises h
er calm

ly. 

H
erm

ion
e gives a curt n

od. “M
rs. M

alfoy.” 

A
 polite girl m

igh
t ask

 h
ow

 sh
e’s farin

g. If sh
e’s in

 an
y pain

. M
igh

t m
ak

e 

sm
all talk

 or try to tak
e h

er m
in

d off th
in

gs. B
ut sh

e is n
ot a polite girl. N

ot 

an
ym

ore. Sh
e cuts th

rough
 th

e excess lik
e sh

e’s got a sh
arp k

n
ife. 

“W
h

ere is h
e?” 

T
o h

er credit, N
arcissa doesn

’t play an
y gam

es. D
oesn

’t feign
 con

fusion
 or 

ign
oran

ce. In
stead, sh

e tw
ists delicately again

st th
e pillow

s propped beh
in

d h
er 

back
, th

in
 fin

gers pluck
in

g a folded sh
eet off parch

m
en

t off th
e bedside table. 

H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 lurch

es, m
in

d racin
g at th

e possibilities —
 a letter? A

 

legal docum
en

t? Som
eth

in
g —

 som
eth

in
g w

orse? 

B
ut N

arcissa h
esitates before h

an
din

g it over. 

“Y
ou sh

ould k
n

ow
,” sh

e says, ton
e un

readable. “It’s w
h

at’s best.” 

H
erm

ion
e feels h

er lim
bs lock

 up, h
eart th

uddin
g. ”W

h
at is?” 

Sh
e alm

ost rips th
e parch

m
en

t tak
in

g it out of N
arcissa’s h

an
d, an

d th
en

 

again
 just tryin

g to un
fold it. D

raco’s h
an

dw
ritin

g —
 so un

m
istak

eable at th
is 

poin
t —

 m
ak

es th
e breath

 catch
 in

 h
er th

roat. 

Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to read it. R
isk

s a glan
ce up at N

arcissa before allow
in

g 

you sh
ould’ve been

 lon
g dead b

y th
e tim

e w
e got you h

ere. A
n

d th
e bruises all 

over you…
bloody h

ell.” 

Sh
e follow

s th
e an

gle of h
is gaze, lim

p arm
 liftin

g from
 h

er side so sh
e can

 

trace h
er fin

gers across th
e expan

se of h
er th

roat. Sen
sitive. It explain

s th
e sore-

n
ess. T

h
e difficulty sh

e’s h
avin

g just tryin
g to speak

. 

R
on

’s voice crack
s aroun

d h
is n

ext w
ords. “I…

I can
’t believe h

e did th
at to 

you.” 

It’s alm
ost a relief —

 th
e quick

 spik
e of an

ger sh
e feels at th

at. ”H
e didn

’t.” 

“H
erm

ion
e, don

’t defen
d—

” 

“W
h

at else?” sh
e cuts h

im
 off sh

arply. “I k
n

ow
 you’re h

oldin
g som

eth
in

g 

back
. W

h
at is it? W

h
at’s th

e w
orst of it?” 

R
on

 sw
allow

s w
h

atever h
e plan

n
ed to say, expression

 un
readable. 

“T
h

ey…
th

ey don
’t believe th

em
, do th

ey?” sh
e stam

m
ers. “T

h
e D

eath
 E

ater 

rob
es —

 th
e bodies. T

h
ey th

in
k

 D
aw

lish
’s set-up is true.” T

h
e w

ords com
e faster 

an
d faster. “T

h
ey’re goin

g to arrest th
em

 again
. G

od, th
ey already h

ave, h
aven

’t 

th
—

” 

“H
erm

ion
e.” R

on
 slides h

is ch
air forw

ard w
ith

 a loud, m
etallic squeak

, stan
d-

in
g to press h

er back
 again

st th
e pillow

s w
h

en
 sh

e tries to sit up an
d spillin

g 

w
h

at’s left of th
e tapioca on

 th
e sh

eets. “B
reath

e. Just breath
e.” H

e tak
es h

er h
an

d 

in
 both

 of h
is, th

en
, th

um
b

 m
assagin

g sooth
in

g circles. “T
h

ey k
n

ow
 everyth

in
g. 

T
h

ey used a P
en

sieve. N
o on

e’s gettin
g arrested.” 

“Sh
e’s aw

ak
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s pan

ick
ed eyes flit to th

e doorw
ay, an

d th
ere’s H

arry. H
e look

s 

un
w

ash
ed an

d sleep-deprived —
 an

d from
 w

h
at sh

e can
 see of G

in
n

y, h
idden

 

h
alfw

ay beh
in

d h
is broad sh

oulder, sh
e’s m

uch
 th

e sam
e. 

Sh
e w

an
ts to say th

eir n
am

es. Say ‘th
an

k
 you.’ B

ut all th
at com

es out is, 

”P
lease.” 

H
arry’s eyes flood w

ith
 con

cern
, just as R

on
 rush

es to fill th
em

 in
. 

“Sh
e doesn

’t rem
em

ber m
uch

. I’ve told h
er about th

e portk
ey. G

otten
 h

er all 

th
e w

ay up to—
” 

“P
lease,” sh

e in
terrupts again

. “W
h

ere are th
ey?” 



H
arry steps in

to th
e room

, an
d sh

e doesn
’t lik

e th
e slum

p of h
is sh

oulders. 

T
h

e un
com

fortable w
ay h

e h
olds h

im
self. H

e pulls up a ch
air to h

er oth
er side, 

G
in

n
y m

ovin
g to stan

d beh
in

d h
im

 an
d restin

g h
er h

an
d on

 h
is sh

oulder. 

“M
ost of th

em
 are back

 at H
ogw

arts,” h
e says. “T

h
e on

es th
ey put in

 th
e M

al-

foy dun
geon

s w
ere un

h
arm

ed. Just sh
ak

en
 up. From

 th
e look

s of it, D
aw

lish
 w

as 

w
aitin

g for…
w

ell, for you, m
ostly. L

ook
s lik

e h
e w

an
ted you th

ere before h
e 

staged an
yth

in
g m

ore drastic.” 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
, but h

e sets h
is palm

 on
 h

er k
n

ee th
rough

 th
e sh

eets to 

stop h
er. C

on
tin

ues on
. 

“N
arcissa M

alfoy w
as beaten

 badly. Sh
e’s dow

n
 th

e h
all, recoverin

g. I ch
eck

ed 

on
 h

er th
is m

orn
in

g. Z
abin

i’s h
ere. N

oth
in

g w
orse th

an
 a black

 eye —
 h

e’s n
ot 

a patien
t. H

e’s h
ere for N

ott.” 

“H
ow

 is h
e?” sh

e blurts, sh
iftin

g. Still tryin
g to sit up, despite R

on
’s efforts. 

“H
ow

’s T
h

eo?” 

“H
e’s…

” H
arry search

es for th
e righ

t w
ord, adjustin

g h
is glasses, “…

stable. 

T
h

ey h
ave a G

rief H
ealer w

atch
in

g over h
im

 in
 th

e psych
iatric w

ard.” H
is eyes 

are soft —
 cautious. “I w

on
’t lie an

d say h
e’s w

ell.” 

H
erm

ion
e m

an
ages at last to figh

t free of R
on

’s grip an
d sit up. Sh

e ign
ores 

th
e w

ay h
er body th

robs at th
e m

ovem
en

t. “I sh
ould go see h

im
. I w

ill, after —

” 

T
h

ere’s a collective w
in

ce am
on

gst th
e th

ree of th
em

, so syn
copated it’s al-

m
ost tim

ed. Jarrin
g an

d obvious. 

H
er pulse starts to th

ud in
 h

er tem
ples. 

“D
raco,” sh

e prom
pts, barely a w

h
isper. “W

h
ere is h

e?” 

G
in

n
y m

oves, th
en

 —
 steps out from

 beh
in

d H
arry an

d com
es to sit on

 th
e 

cot b
y h

er h
ip, speak

in
g for th

e first tim
e. “W

e…
don

’t k
n

ow
,” sh

e m
urm

urs, 

voice so soft an
d gen

tle it barely break
s th

e silen
ce. “I’m

 sorry, H
erm

ion
e —

 but 

n
o on

e does.” 

It tak
es a good five or six secon

ds for th
e w

ords to sin
k

 in
, an

d th
en

 sh
e’s 

tryin
g to yan

k
 free of th

e sh
eets. T

ryin
g to th

rust h
er legs aside an

d stan
d. 

T
h

ree sets of h
an

ds h
ave to w

restle h
er back

 dow
n

 on
to th

e cot, an
d all th

e 

w
h

ile sh
e’s splutterin

g, “W
h

at —
 w

h
at do you m

ean
 n

o on
e k

n
ow

s? W
h

at are —
 

w
h

at you sayin
g? W

h
ere is h

e? W
h

at h
appen

ed?” 

“H
erm

ion
e —

 H
erm

ion
e, stop. L

isten
.” G

in
n

y presses a cold h
an

d flat again
st 

h
er collarbon

e, practically forcin
g h

er h
eavin

g breath
s to slow

. ”L
isten

 to m
e. I 

k
n

ow
. I k

n
ow

 you’re upset. B
ut w

e don
’t k

n
ow

 an
yth

in
g m

ore th
an

 you.” Sh
e 

presses h
arder, aggressively sooth

in
g, even

 as H
erm

ion
e’s pulse starts to sk

ip every 

oth
er beat. “B

reath
e. B

reath
e. Y

ou n
eed to calm

 dow
n

 first. C
alm

 dow
n

, an
d w

e 

can
 tak

e you to see N
arcissa.” 

C
on

fusion
 m

om
en

tarily block
s out th

e pan
ic. 

“…
N

arcissa?” Sh
e ech

oes, still w
eak

ly strugglin
g to free h

er w
rists as h

er gaze 

flits betw
een

 th
e th

ree of th
em

. “N
—

 w
h

y N
arcissa? D

oes sh
e k

n
ow

 w
h

ere h
e—

” 

“N
o,” H

arry says, curt an
d yet gen

tle. “N
o, sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

ere h
e is. I 

already tried. B
ut sh

e w
as th

e last person
 h

e spok
e to.” H

is h
an

d on
 h

er arm
 stops 

restrain
in

g. Just h
olds h

er, tryin
g to sooth

e w
h

at can
’t b

e sooth
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead m

utely at h
im

, eyes w
ide an

d con
fused. “I don

’t 

un
ders—

” 

“Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
ere —

 I just…
I th

in
k

 sh
e k

n
ow

s w
h

y.” 

<
 

T
h

e H
ealers try to in

sist on
 levitation

 ch
arm

s, to protect h
er ribs an

d lun
g from

 

furth
er aggravation

. B
ut sh

e w
an

ts to w
alk

 on
 h

er ow
n

 tw
o feet —

 even
 if sh

e 

look
s path

etic, th
e w

ay sh
e h

ob
bles across th

e th
resh

old of N
arcissa M

alfoy’s 

room
. H

arry an
d R

on
 h

over in
 th

e doorw
ay, an

d part of h
er w

on
ders if th

ey 

som
eh

ow
 still th

in
k

 N
arcissa poses a th

reat. 

T
h

e sigh
t of h

er is jarrin
g. 

Sh
e didn

’t look
 so w

orse for w
ear at th

e M
an

or —
 but th

en
 again

, m
aybe th

at 

w
as adren

alin
e h

oldin
g h

er up, too. O
r m

aybe H
erm

ion
e just w

asn
’t seein

g 

straigh
t. 

N
arcissa w

atch
es h

er from
 h

er cot, eyes lik
e a h

aw
k

 —
 com

pletely lucid, de-

spite th
e palen

ess of h
er sk

in
. T

h
e black

 an
d blue bruises all over h

er face. A
n

d 


