
 

O
ctober 

6th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

I
 
am
 
apparently 

conscious. 

I
 
am
 
also 

apparently 
not 

in 
A
zkaban. 

Y
et. 

I
 
expect 

that 
could

 
change 

at 
any 

m
om
ent. 

She…
 

F
uck, 

she 
fucking 

sent 
in 

a 
fucking 

entry. 
I
n 
m
y 

stead
. 
F
or 

m
e. 

A
fter 

she 
fucking 

stole 
it. 

A
fter 

I
 

fucking…
 

A
fter 

I
 
attacked

 
her. 

M
erlin, 

I
 
fucking 

attacked
 
her 

—
 
w
hat 

the 
fuck 

w
as 

I
 
thinking? 

R
em
em
ber 

w
hen 

I
 
w
as 

w
riting 

about 
how

 
preposterous 

the 
id
ea 

of 
that 

w
as? 

Y
eah 

—
 
I
 
know

. 
T
he 

irony 
tastes 

like 
arsenic. 

She 
just 

—
 
she 

m
akes 

m
e 
fucking 

insane. 
I
 
told

 
you. 

I
 
w
arned

 
you. 

I
 
fucking 

d
id
. 
I
t’s 

in 
w
riting. 

G
ranger. 

 

F
ucking, 

fucking 
G
ranger. 

I
t’s 

alw
ays 

G
ranger. 

W
ith 

her 

fucking 
explosive 

fucking 
hair 

and
 
those 

fucking 
freckles 

sh
ot of espresso sh

e’s con
jured. 

M
ovin

g to th
e lon

g, tilted m
irror above th

e fireplace, sh
e m

utters —
 h

alf to 

h
erself an

d h
alf to th

em
, “From

 th
e look

s on
 your faces, you’d th

in
k

 I h
ad som

e 

sort of gapin
g w

ou—
” 

It’s as th
ough

 a buck
et of ice w

ater is tossed over h
er h

ead. N
o —

 it’s as 

th
ough

 sh
e’s b

een
 dropped in

to an
 arctic pool. T

h
e sen

sation
 of fallin

g an
d th

e 

sh
ock

 of cold, all at on
ce. 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t it w

as a dream
. 

A
 h

um
iliatin

g, un
acceptable, bizarre fluk

e of a dream
 th

at sh
e’d fully in

-

ten
ded to bury dow

n
 deep an

d n
ever th

in
k

 of again
. T

o repress. 

A
n

d yet, th
ere it is —

 cold, h
ard proof th

at sh
e n

ot on
ly can

’t repress it, but 

th
at it’s…

real. It h
appen

ed. 

P
roof in

 th
e form

 of black
ish

-blue love bruises lin
in

g th
e expan

se of h
er 

th
roat on

 both
 sides. 

Sh
e gasps. D

rops h
er espresso an

d stum
bles back

 several feet, in
stin

ctively 

castin
g a G

lam
our ch

arm
 before an

oth
er th

ough
t can

 en
ter h

er scram
bled 

m
in

d. H
er h

an
d flies to h

er th
roat, coverin

g it for extra m
easure. 

B
ut th

ey’ve already seen
. 

Sh
e risk

s a glan
ce th

eir w
ay, h

orrified, an
d h

er ch
eek

s flam
e as sh

e fin
ds Sea-

m
us ch

uck
lin

g an
d n

udgin
g D

ean
. “G

ood goin
g, G

ran
ger —

 about tim
e you 

h
ad som

e fun
.” A

n
d th

is m
ak

es D
ean

 laugh
 an

d from
 th

en
 on

 th
e tw

o of th
em

 

are useless. 

Sh
e m

oves h
er w

ide eyes to H
arry in

stead, m
outh

 open
in

g an
d closin

g as sh
e 

desperately tries to form
 som

e sort of excuse. P
art of h

er h
ates h

erself in
 th

is m
o-

m
en

t for n
ot bein

g m
ore prom

iscuous durin
g earlier sch

ool years. It w
ould’ve 

m
ade th

is easier to pass off as n
oth

in
g. 

W
ould’ve m

ean
t th

ey w
ouldn

’t expect an
sw

ers. 

A
t least R

on
 w

asn
’t—

 

T
h

e door to th
e boys’ dorm

itory slam
s off to th

e side, an
d th

e red-h
eaded 

devil h
im

self w
an

ders sleepily in
to th

e com
m

on
 room

. H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 

drops from
 th

e pit of h
er abdom

en
, straigh

t to h
er feet. 



“M
orn

in
g…

” h
e yaw

n
s, rubbin

g h
is eyes w

ith
 on

e of th
e overlon

g sleeves of a 

M
rs. W

easley-sew
n

 jum
per. H

e n
otices th

e G
ryffin

dor In
quisition

 a few
 secon

ds 

later, blin
k

in
g, gaze jum

pin
g back

 an
d forth

 from
 H

erm
ion

e to th
e group of 

th
em

. “S’goin
’ on

?” 

P
lease don

’t, please don
’t, please don

’t, please—
 

“‘M
ion

e’s got h
erself a love bite,” cack

les Seam
us, face goin

g purple w
ith

 

laugh
ter, an

d H
erm

ion
e rem

em
bers in

 th
is m

om
en

t th
at th

is is all h
is fault. H

er 

h
an

d tigh
ten

s aroun
d h

er w
an

d, an
d sh

e’s prepared to h
ex h

im
 in

to th
e n

ext 

cen
tury w

h
en

 R
on

 —
 h

er-first-fuck
in

g-k
iss-R

on
 —

 “th
is-just-isn

’t-goin
g-to-

w
ork

-R
on

ald-I’m
-sorry”-R

on
 —

 ask
s th

e dreaded question
. 

“W
h

o from
?” 

“T
ell us, ‘M

ion
e.” It’s th

e first th
in

g G
in

n
y’s said, but H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t m

iss 

th
e sligh

tly h
urt edge to h

er ton
e. T

h
is is th

e sort of th
in

g sh
e’d expect to b

e told 

before everyon
e else, it seem

s. 

B
ut th

e pan
ic is bubblin

g up in
 h

er stom
ach

 an
d h

er h
eart is startin

g to stutter 

an
d h

er ch
eek

s are so red sh
e feels as th

ough
 th

e blood m
igh

t burst out. In
stead, 

h
er w

ords do, loudly an
d n

ot con
vin

cin
gly at all: ”N

o on
e! It’s n

oth
in

g —
 it’s n

o 

on
e.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s out of th

e portrait h
ole an

d in
to th

e h
all in

 fifteen
 secon

ds flat. 

Sh
e can

’t —
 sh

e doesn
’t —

 

Sh
e feels lik

e sh
e n

eeds to h
ide. 

N
o. 

N
o. 

C
alm

, ration
al H

erm
ion

e steps to th
e forefron

t of h
er brain

, push
in

g th
e 

jum
bled m

ess sh
e’s becom

e out of th
e w

ay. W
h

at sh
e n

eeds is to focus. 

Sh
e’s m

eetin
g w

ith
 M

adam
 P

om
frey, n

ow
 in

 less th
an

 tw
en

ty m
in

utes. E
s-

presso is coursin
g th

rough
 h

er vein
s an

d sh
e’ll b

e listen
in

g an
d learn

in
g an

d 

k
eepin

g h
er h

an
ds busy. It is th

e perfect distraction
 to h

ave at a tim
e lik

e th
is. 

So sh
e gath

ers a deep breath
 an

d resets. R
esets everyth

in
g. H

er posture, h
er 

h
eart rate. Sets off to th

e H
ospital W

in
g w

ith
 every in

ten
tion

 of k
eepin

g h
er 

m
in

d blan
k

. 

W
h

en
 sh

e h
olds out th

e journ
al, th

e bird squaw
k

s in
 recogn

ition
. Sn

aps its 

beak
 on

ce before closin
g it aroun

d th
e corn

er of th
e bin

din
g. 

A
n

d on
ly w

h
en

 its golden
 w

in
gs h

ave disappeared on
 th

e h
orizon

 does sh
e 

allow
 h

erself to sit, collapsin
g am

on
gst ow

l droppin
gs an

d pluck
ed feath

ers —
 

an
d sh

e cries. 

Sh
e fuck

in
g cries.



 sh
e scraw

ls, an
d it’s alm

ost illegible. 

…

H
er h

an
d is trem

blin
g w

h
en

 sh
e pulls it aw

ay, an
d sh

e look
s up to fin

d h
erself 

in
 th

e breezy doorw
ay to th

e O
w

lery. Sh
e m

oves to th
e ledge, an

d a few
 ow

ls tw
ist 

th
eir h

eads to stare at h
er. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s w
h

at D
raco’s ow

l look
s lik

e. W
aits a good h

alf h
our for it to com

e 

in
 to preen

. It squin
ts at h

er suspiciously w
h

en
 sh

e approach
es, cock

in
g its gold-

fleck
ed h

ead to on
e side. 

“C
ygn

us,” sh
e says gen

tly —
 sh

e’s fairly certain
 th

at’s its n
am

e. “C
an

 you 

tak
e th

is w
h

ere it n
eeds to go?” 

<
 

A
n

 h
our an

d a h
alf h

as passed an
d sh

e’s studiously ch
oppin

g Sh
rivelfig as M

adam
 

P
om

frey stew
s an

tidotes w
h

en
 sh

e first slips up. 

Sh
e th

in
k

s about it. 

It’s th
e first tim

e sin
ce th

at h
orrifyin

g m
om

en
t in

 fron
t of th

e m
irror th

at 

sh
e’s allow

ed h
erself to rem

em
ber it. T

o grapple w
ith

 th
e fact th

at it actually 

h
appen

ed. It. 

It, w
h

ich
 w

as k
issin

g M
alfoy. 

B
ein

g k
issed by M

alfoy. 

E
ven

 as sh
e just scratch

es th
e surface of th

e m
em

ory, sen
sation

s an
d soun

ds 

start floodin
g back

 to h
er. T

h
e scen

t of h
is subtle cologn

e. T
h

e taste of pepper-

m
in

t. H
is h

an
ds —

 cold an
d lon

g an
d far too real, far too low

 on
 h

er h
ips. H

is 

m
outh

, frozen
 on

 th
e outside, h

ot w
ith

in
 —

 h
is m

outh
 everyw

h
ere. 

Subcon
sciously, h

er fin
gers burst over th

e sk
in

 of h
er n

eck
, fin

din
g it ten

der. 

H
er breath

 h
itch

es an
d sh

e yan
k

s h
er h

an
d back

 dow
n

, recom
m

ittin
g to th

e 

Sh
rivelfig even

 as th
e soun

ds of M
alfoy’s low

 groan
s ech

o in
 h

er ears. 

H
ow

 could sh
e h

ave th
ough

t it w
as a dream

? 

H
ow

 could sh
e h

ave forgotten
 th

at it h
appen

ed? 

Sh
e can

’t rem
em

ber an
yth

in
g th

at h
appen

ed after. Sh
e can

’t even
 rem

em
ber 

gettin
g back

 to th
e com

m
on

 room
. A

n
d h

er m
em

ories of w
h

at h
appen

ed before 

are foggy at best. B
ut th

e in
-betw

een
…

 

H
im

…
 

T
h

at sh
e rem

em
bers perfectly. 

H
er fin

gers are sh
ak

in
g. Sh

e realizes sh
e sh

ould b
e disgusted w

ith
 h

erself. Sh
e 

h
ates h

im
. Sh

e sh
ould h

ate h
erself for ever gettin

g th
at close. For ever lettin

g 

h
im

 touch
 h

er. 

H
is ow

n
 aun

t w
as respon

sible for h
er arm

 —
 for perm

an
en

t scars. H
is ow

n
 

blood. 

Sh
e sh

ould fin
d h

im
 an

d th
is w

h
ole experien

ce vile. 

B
ut h

er traitorous m
in

d goes elsew
h

ere, track
in

g back
w

ard to th
e few

 oth
er 

k
isses sh

e’s h
ad in

 h
er life. 



N
um

ber on
e w

as R
on

. A
n

d sh
e’d alw

ays expected it to b
e R

on
. H

oped it 

w
ould b

e R
on

. So m
uch

 so th
at it h

ad been
 alm

ost predictable w
h

en
 it h

appen
ed. 

A
n

d disappoin
tin

g. W
et an

d sloppy an
d rush

ed. C
h

ildish
, lik

e th
ey w

ere. 

A
fter th

at, it w
as a M

uggle n
am

ed D
avid, durin

g h
er drun

k
en

 post-w
ar as-

sault on
 h

igh
er L

on
don

. It h
ad been

 n
ice en

ough
. H

e’d k
issed w

ell. B
ut th

e brief 

lapse in
 judgem

en
t h

ad produced n
oth

in
g furth

er. N
o relation

sh
ip. N

ot even
 a 

secon
d date. Fruitless. 

T
h

en
 R

on
 again

, to see if h
e’d im

proved. 

H
e h

adn
’t. 

T
h

en
 som

eon
e sh

e’d n
ever k

n
ow

n
 th

e n
am

e of at an
oth

er bar. A
lso fruitless. 

A
n

d th
en

…
M

alfoy. H
er fifth

 k
iss. 

Sh
e realizes h

ow
 sw

ollen
 h

er lips feel. W
on

ders if M
adam

 P
om

frey n
oticed. 

W
on

ders if h
er G

lam
our’s h

oldin
g up, even

 th
ough

 sh
e’s n

ever doubted on
e of 

h
er G

lam
ours before. 

Sh
e doesn

’t allow
 h

erself to w
on

der w
h

eth
er it w

as h
er best k

iss, because sh
e 

k
n

ow
s th

at it w
as an

d sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to accept it. 

So in
stead sh

e w
on

ders w
h

ere h
e is righ

t n
ow

. W
h

at h
e’s th

in
k

in
g. 

M
alfoy, w

h
o h

ates h
er as m

uch
 as sh

e h
ates h

im
, if n

ot m
ore. M

alfoy, dis-

gusted b
y h

er dirty blood. 

M
alfoy, w

h
ose h

an
d h

ad toyed w
ith

 th
e button

 of h
er jean

s m
ore th

an
 on

ce, 

if sh
e rem

em
bers it righ

t. M
alfoy, w

h
ose ton

gue h
ad been

 on
ly too ready to taste 

h
er. “M

iss G
ran

ger, you’re sh
ak

in
g.” M

adam
 P

om
frey sn

aps h
er from

 h
er daze, 

an
d sh

e fin
ds sh

e’s been
 decim

atin
g th

e poor Sh
rivelfig. “W

e’ve been
 at it lon

g 

en
ough

 for today, I th
in

k
. Y

ou did w
ell.” P

oppy gives h
er a clin

ical sort of pat on
 

th
e sh

oulder. “N
ow

 get som
e rest.” 

A
n

d yet, on
 h

er w
ay out of th

e H
ospital W

in
g, sh

e realizes th
at to b

e alon
e 

w
ith

 h
er th

ough
ts righ

t n
ow

 is th
e last th

in
g sh

e n
eeds.

a blan
k

et of guilt. A
n

 argum
en

t h
as brok

en
 out betw

een
 R

on
 an

d H
arry beh

in
d 

th
em

. It’s h
ard to h

ear w
h

at’s bein
g said. Sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t to k

n
ow

, but sh
e ask

s 

an
yw

ay. “W
h

at h
appen

s? …
If you don

’t w
rite?” 

N
ott h

uffs at h
er. A

 bitter laugh
. 

“W
e go to prison

, G
ran

ger.” A
n

d after a pregn
an

t silen
ce, h

e adds, “C
on

-

gratulation
s, you’ve w

on
 th

e W
ar.” 

Sh
e could th

row
 a n

um
ber of th

in
gs back

 in
 h

is face. Sh
e could rem

in
d h

im
 

th
at if h

is side h
ad w

on
, sh

e’d probably b
e dead. N

o. N
ot probably —

 defin
itely. 

E
radicated lik

e an
 in

sect w
ith

 pesticides.  

Filth
y M

udblood, as sh
e w

as. B
ut again

, sh
e k

eeps h
er m

outh
 sh

ut. G
lan

ces 

over at th
e purple journ

al. 

“Y
ou h

ave to w
rite daily?” 

N
ott doesn

’t both
er sayin

g yes. Just says, “T
h

e D
em

en
tors are prob

ably al-

ready on
 th

eir w
ay.” Som

eth
in

g tw
ists in

 h
er gut.  

H
er eyes fin

d purple again
. A

n
d sh

e m
ak

es a sn
ap decision

. 

“T
h

e fuck are you doin
g?” N

ott h
isses as sh

e sk
irts aroun

d th
e foot of th

e b
ed 

an
d reach

es for th
e journ

al. H
er w

an
d is out an

d in
 h

is face before h
e can

 get too 

close. H
e stops sh

ort. “ 

I’m
 correctin

g m
y m

istak
e,” sh

e says, voice low
. “B

ack
 aw

ay.” T
h

e look
 in

 h
is 

eyes is discon
certin

g. It’s th
e first tim

e sh
e’s ever seen

 h
im

 appear on
 edge. “If 

you destroy it —
 h

e w
on

’t even
 get a trial.” It’s th

e first tim
e sh

e’s h
eard desper-

ation
 from

 h
is m

outh
, too. 

R
on

 an
d H

arry h
ave stopped arguin

g. T
h

e W
in

g is silen
t. T

en
se. 

“I’m
 n

ot goin
g to destroy it.” 

H
er h

an
d closes aroun

d th
e bin

din
g. Sh

e back
s out of th

e H
ospital W

in
g w

ith
 

it, w
an

d train
ed on

 N
ott, all too aw

are of th
e gapes an

d w
ide eyes of M

adam
 

P
om

frey, H
arry an

d R
on

. 

H
er pace is break

n
eck

. 

H
alfw

ay dow
n

 th
e h

all, sh
e tran

sform
s th

e tip of h
er w

an
d in

to a quill poin
t, 

flippin
g th

rough
 th

e journ
al w

ith
 on

e h
an

d an
d tryin

g to h
old it open

 w
ith

 h
er 

th
um

b
 on

 th
e first blan

k
 page. 



H
e rolls h

is eyes again
. Scoffs th

is tim
e. “So fuck

in
g dram

atic. O
f course it’s 

still M
on

day. Y
ou w

ere out for —
 w

h
at, m

aybe an
 h

our? Just lon
g en

ough
 for 

your freck
le-face git of a boyfrien

d over th
ere to do th

e dirty w
ork

. Y
ou fuck

in
g 

fain
ted, G

ran
ger. G

et over yourself.” T
h

en
 h

e poin
ts to M

alfoy. “H
im

, th
ough

? 

W
h

o fuck
in

g k
n

ow
s?” 

Sh
e’s an

gry. W
an

ts to th
row

 in
sults, too. B

ut sh
e can

’t seem
 to fin

d th
e w

ords. 

“T
ell m

e, G
ran

ger —
 w

h
at k

in
d of a G

ryffin
dor beats up an

 un
con

scious 

m
an

?” 

“I didn
’t ask

 h
im

 to—
” 

“D
oesn

’t m
atter. L

ik
e you said, it’s your fault, righ

t?” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 h
er lip. T

ries to k
eep calm

 as sh
e breath

es out th
rough

 h
er 

n
ose. “R

igh
t,” sh

e forces out. A
 ten

se silen
ce passes betw

een
 th

em
. M

alfoy’s 

breath
 h

itch
es in

 h
is sleep, an

d both
 of th

eir eyes sh
oot to h

im
. H

over for a m
o-

m
en

t. 

W
h

en
 N

ott m
eets h

er gaze again
, th

e h
ostility is back

. “W
h

y’d you fuck
in

g 

tak
e it?” 

“H
ow

 do you even
 kn

ow
 about it?” sh

e rallies. 

N
ott tilts h

is h
ead back

, look
in

g h
er up an

d dow
n

. T
h

en
 h

e pulls som
eth

in
g 

from
 h

is pock
et. A

 lim
e green

 n
otebook

, th
e sam

e size as M
alfoy’s journ

al. 

H
er stom

ach
 sin

k
s. 

“B
ecause I’m

 h
is C

rutch
.” 

“H
is w

h
at?” 

“M
erlin

, G
ran

ger, I th
ough

t you w
ere in

telligen
t —

 h
is C

rutch
. It’s a H

ealer’s 

term
. W

e’re in
 th

e sam
e bloody program

. I m
ak

e sure h
e sen

ds h
is letters. H

e 

m
ak

es sure I sen
d m

in
e. E

n
d of story.” 

T
h

e sam
e program

…
 

H
e an

d N
ott are in

 th
e W

izardin
g W

orld’s version
 of A

lcoh
olics A

n
on

y-

m
ous, except in

stead of alcoh
ol it’s traum

a th
ey’re treatin

g.  

Sh
e h

as con
sidered h

ow
 m

uch
 dam

age th
e W

ar did to th
eir side, but n

ever to 

th
is degree. 

Som
eth

in
g th

at feels a little lik
e h

eartbreak
 th

robs in
 h

er ch
est, sw

addled in
 

 

O
ctober 

4th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

I
’m
 
not 

bottling 
anything 

up, 
and

 
I
 
d
on
’t 

appreciate 

the 
m
etaphor. 

P
rivacy 

is 
still 

a 
thing, 

yeah? 
D
on
’t 
expect 

m
e 
to 

spill 
m
y 
guts 

out 
onto 

these 
ugly 

purple 
pages. 

I
t 
w
on
’t 

happen. 

L
et’s 

consid
er 
this 

arrangem
ent 

strictly 
need

-to-know
. 

A
nd
 
there 

are 
certain 

things 
you 

d
on
’t 

need
 
to 

know
. 

P
rom

pt: 
W
hat 

secrets 
are 

you 
keeping? 

I
’d
 
say 

nice 
try, 

but 
it’s 

not. 

D
raco 

  

O
ctober 4

th
, 1998 

 

S
H

E
 D

ID
N

’T
 R

E
T

U
R

N
 T

O
 G

R
Y

FFIN
D

O
R

 FO
R

 T
H

E
 R

E
ST

 O
F T

H
A

T
 S

A
T

U
R

D
A

Y, M
E

A
N

-

D
E

R
IN

G
 A

IM
L

E
SSL

Y
 A

R
O

U
N

D
 T

H
E

 G
R

O
U

N
D

S IN
ST

E
A

D
 A

N
D

 A
V

O
ID

IN
G

 H
E

R
 H

O
U

SE
-

M
A

T
E

S A
T

 A
L

L
 C

O
ST

S. A
voidin

g h
im

 above all else. Sh
e’d sk

ipped every m
eal, 

dodged every ”hello” an
d on

ly crept back
 in

to th
e dorm

itory w
h

en
 it w

as w
ell 

after m
idn

igh
t. 

B
ut n

oth
in

g could k
eep h

er m
in

d from
 racin

g. 

A
n

d n
ow

 th
at it’s Sun

day, sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e can

’t avoid w
h

at’s doubtlessly w
ait-

in
g just outside h

er b
ed curtain

s. 



A
t least th

e h
an

gover is gon
e. 

Sh
e sits up silen

tly, sw
eepin

g th
e crook

ed curls out of h
er face an

d sn
eak

in
g a 

com
pact m

irror off of th
e n

igh
tstan

d. From
 w

h
at sh

e can
 h

ear, n
on

e of th
e girls 

are aw
ak

e yet, so sh
e tak

es th
is ch

an
ce to exam

in
e th

e eviden
ce from

 th
e safety 

of h
er four-poster. 

T
iltin

g h
er n

eck
 th

is w
ay an

d th
at, sh

e tries n
ot to grim

ace as sh
e studies th

e 

bruises. T
h

e G
lam

our h
as lon

g faded an
d th

e m
ark

s w
h

ere h
is teeth

 an
d ton

gue 

an
d lips h

ave been
 are all too obvious. A

ll too easy to trace. Sh
e can

 alm
ost re-

m
em

ber w
h

ich
 k

iss left w
h

at. 

It’s absurd. 

Sh
e sn

aps th
e m

irror sh
ut an

d drops h
er h

ead to h
er k

n
ees for a m

om
en

t, 

tryin
g to organ

ize sen
ten

ces in
 h

er h
ead. E

xcuses. A
libis. Sh

e’s certain
 th

e age-

old ”I tripped” sch
em

e w
on

’t w
ork

. A
n

d a part of h
er really doesn

’t w
an

t to lie 

to G
in

n
y. 

T
h

e oth
er part k

n
ow

s sh
e h

as to. 

Sh
e sits th

ere in
 silen

ce for a few
 m

in
utes m

ore before resign
in

g h
erself to an

 

ugly fate. O
n

e of h
er greatest fears is bein

g caugh
t in

 a lie, an
d n

ow
 sh

e fin
ds 

h
erself in

 a position
 w

h
ere sh

e h
as n

o oth
er option

. 

N
o on

e in
 G

ryffin
dor w

ould support w
h

at sh
e did. W

h
at th

ey did. T
h

e bias is 

too stron
g. Sh

e can
’t tell th

em
. N

ot H
arry. N

ot G
in

n
y. E

specially n
ot R

on
. 

A
 sudden

, un
w

elcom
e im

age of a certain
 redh

ead storm
in

g off in
 a rage to 

fin
d a certain

 blon
d floods in

to h
er brain

, an
d sh

e pin
ch

es th
e bridge of h

er n
ose 

to get rid of it. 

N
o, th

e truth
 w

ould cause too m
uch

 pain
 —

 both
 em

otion
ally an

d ph
ysically. 

A
n

d w
ith

 th
at decided, sh

e th
row

s back
 th

e curtain
s. 

Sh
e w

as w
ron

g. N
ot on

ly is G
in

n
y aw

ak
e, but sh

e’s sittin
g bolt uprigh

t on
 th

e 

side of h
er adjacen

t bed, an
d th

e sigh
t of H

erm
ion

e h
as h

er gettin
g to h

er feet. 

“‘M
ion

e…
” sh

e starts, but H
erm

ion
e h

olds up a h
an

d, stoppin
g h

er before sh
e 

can
 say an

oth
er w

ord. 

A
n

d out floods th
e practiced lie. T

h
e big lie. T

h
e on

e sh
e w

on
’t b

e able to tak
e 

back
. “I don

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
o it w

as. I w
as drun

k
 an

d it w
as dark

 an
d n

ow
 it’s over.” 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e ack

n
ow

ledges. T
h

ere’s a caustic edge to h
is voice. 

Sh
e doesn

’t exch
an

ge pleasan
tries. “W

h
o pulled R

on
 off of h

im
?” 

N
ott crosses h

is arm
s over h

is ch
est. “I did.” 

Sh
e glan

ces back
 dow

n
 at M

alfoy, eyes tracin
g th

e bruises. “T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e 

h
ears h

erself say. 

“A
n

d just w
h

at th
e fuck

 are you grateful for?” 

T
h

e h
ostility surprises h

er a little. Sh
e tak

es a step back
, eyes a little m

ore 

open
, m

eetin
g N

ott’s poin
ted stare. “It w

as m
y fault,” sh

e says. T
h

is surprises h
er, 

too. T
h

e truth
, after a lon

g queue of lies. “T
h

e w
h

ole th
in

g.” 

N
ott’s eyes roll back

 in
to h

is h
ead. “Y

ou fuck
in

g G
ryffin

dors. So starved for 

atten
tion

. So ready to tak
e all th

e glory…
” H

e steps tow
ard th

e table n
ext to M

al-

foy’s b
ed —

 slam
s som

eth
in

g dow
n

 on
 it. T

h
e fuck

in
g purple journ

al. “…
an

d th
e 

blam
e.” 

Sh
e feels H

arry’s sudden
 presen

ce beh
in

d h
er. 

“O
oh

, is it your turn
 to defen

d h
er h

on
or, P

otter?” quips N
ott. 

“W
alk

 aw
ay, H

arry.” 

“M
alfoy tried to fuck

in
g stran

gle h
er—

” 

“L
adies an

d gen
tlem

en
, I give you th

e w
h

ite k
n

igh
ts of th

e G
ryffin

dor P
rin

-

cess. H
ow

 rom
an

tic—
” 

“H
e’s a fuck

in
g psychopath

—
” 

“W
alk aw

ay, H
arry,” sh

e sn
aps again

, loud en
ough

 th
is tim

e to sh
ut th

em
 

both
 up. 

“‘M
ion

e…
” 

Sh
e turn

s to h
im

, an
ger dim

in
ish

in
g at th

e h
urt look

 in
 h

is eyes. Sh
e sigh

s. 

Says, “I’m
 fin

e, H
arry. I can

 h
an

dle it m
yself. P

lease…
please just don

’t in
terfere.” 

H
e h

esitates a lon
g w

h
ile, th

en
 n

ods m
utely, w

alk
in

g back
w

ards a few
 steps 

before turn
in

g an
d h

eadin
g back

 tow
ards R

on
. 

H
erm

ion
e look

s back
 to N

ott. H
e’s got an

 eyebrow
 raised. L

ook
s m

aybe even
 

a little am
used. “D

o th
ey alw

ays do exactly w
h

at you say?” H
e m

ak
es a little w

h
ip-

crack
 m

otion
 w

ith
 h

is h
an

d. 

“Is it still M
on

day?” 



W
h

en
 th

e pillow
 falls aw

ay, R
on

 look
s con

fused. “‘M
ion

e, I—
” 

“D
on

’t—
” sh

e h
olds up a h

an
d, sh

arp voice ech
oin

g off th
e w

alls, “say a w
ord. 

N
ot on

e bloody w
ord.” A

n
d sh

e’s stum
blin

g out of b
ed, rearran

gin
g h

er sk
irt 

an
d rollin

g up h
er sleeves. 

“H
erm

ion
e, you really sh

ouldn
’t—

” 

“Q
uiet, H

arry.” 

P
oppy seem

s k
een

 to let h
er th

row
 h

er little tan
trum

, con
tin

uin
g to w

rap 

R
on

’s h
an

ds even
 as h

e ask
s to get up. 

“M
adam

 P
om

frey?” ask
s H

arry. “Sh
ould sh

e really b
e—

” 

“Sh
e fain

ted, M
r. P

otter. I am
 certain

 sh
e can

 w
alk

 w
ith

out assistan
ce.” 

A
n

d a brief affection
 for P

oppy blow
s th

rough
 H

erm
ion

e’s brain
, as th

ough
 

carried on
 a sprin

g breeze before bein
g sw

allow
ed up b

y w
h

at is oth
erw

ise a tor-

n
ado. H

erm
ion

e crosses th
e W

in
g at a brisk

 pace, all too aw
are of th

e th
uddin

g 

pulse in
 h

er w
rist. Sh

e stops at th
e foot of M

alfoy’s cot. 

T
h

ere’s a restrain
in

g ch
arm

 aroun
d h

im
. Sh

e can
 just barely see th

e glow
 of 

it if sh
e squin

ts. 

Sh
e can

’t touch
 h

im
, th

en
. Sh

e can
 on

ly stare. 

Som
ew

h
ere, at th

e back
 of h

er m
in

d, sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y sh

e th
in

k
s of touch

in
g 

h
im

 at all. 

H
e’s a m

ess. H
is black

 eye is sw
ollen

 an
d h

is ch
eek

s an
d n

eck
 are scattered 

w
ith

 bruises, as th
ough

 an
 in

k
 pot exploded n

ot far from
 h

is face. T
h

e gash
 on

 

h
is tem

ple look
s lik

e it cam
e from

 h
ittin

g ston
e, an

d H
erm

ion
e can

 easily visu-

alize R
on

 —
 R

on
, th

in
k

in
g h

e’s so brave, so gallan
t, th

in
k

in
g h

e’s protectin
g 

h
er —

 beatin
g an

 already un
con

scious D
raco M

alfoy to a pulp. 

Sh
e w

on
ders h

ow
 it w

as allow
ed to h

appen
, w

ith
 H

aversh
im

 presen
t. 

B
ut, th

en
 again

, H
aversh

im
 n

ever lik
ed M

alfoy. 

It’s th
en

 th
at sh

e n
otices th

e loom
in

g presen
ce of N

ott in
 th

e corn
er. H

e’s 

stan
din

g far back
 from

 M
alfoy’s bedside, but h

e’s still pretty clearly w
atch

in
g 

over h
im

. T
h

ere’s blood on
 h

is un
iform

, too —
 h

is perfectly pressed w
h

ite sh
irt 

—
 but n

o w
oun

ds. 

So it’s M
alfoy’s blood. 

It’s don
e. 

G
in

n
y tak

es a m
om

en
t to com

pute th
e w

ords before sh
e respon

ds, but H
er-

m
ion

e sees h
er face fall a bit in

 disappoin
tm

en
t. Sh

e w
on

ders w
h

at sh
e’d been

 

h
opin

g for. A
 suitable person

 H
erm

ion
e could use as a reboun

d from
 th

e W
ar? A

 

Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

 or a M
ich

ael C
orn

er type? 

C
ertain

ly n
ot a blin

din
g w

h
ite-blon

d, w
ith

 a green
 silk

 tie an
d a lip th

at 

quirk
s up on

 on
e side w

h
en

 som
eth

in
g vicious is about to com

e out —
 th

e sam
e 

w
ay it does w

h
en

 h
is ton

gue is tracin
g th

e roof of h
er m

outh
. 

A
 bizarre pulse m

aterializes in
 h

er low
er abdom

en
, an

d sh
e can

 feel color 

floodin
g in

to h
er ch

eek
s. Sh

e n
eeds to redirect h

er th
ough

ts, an
d quick

ly. 

“I’m
 sorry, G

in
,” sh

e says. “I w
ould’ve told you, but th

ere’s n
ot m

uch
 to tell.” 

G
in

n
y h

ides h
er disappoin

tm
en

t quick
ly. “W

ell —
 suppose I’m

 just glad 

you’re h
avin

g fun
.” 

 It’s alm
ost exactly w

h
at Seam

us said, an
d it h

as h
er w

on
derin

g w
h

eth
er th

ey 

all see h
er as such

 a w
alk

in
g tragedy. Sh

e h
ates th

e th
ough

t of it, but it’s a perfect 

out. “Y
eah

.” Sh
e forces a sm

ile. “M
e too.” 

T
h

ey talk
 about oth

er th
in

gs as th
ey dress, an

d for a w
h

ile H
erm

ion
e is re-

lieved th
at th

e subject seem
s to h

ave b
een

 m
iraculously dropped w

ith
out m

uch
 

effort on
 h

er part. B
ut th

ey’re h
alfw

ay out th
e dorm

itory door to h
ead to break

-

fast w
h

en
 G

in
n

y says, offh
an

dedly, “Y
ou k

n
ow

…
w

e could alw
ays use a P

en
sieve.” 

H
erm

ion
e stutters to a h

alt on
 th

e first step of th
e stairs. “W

h
at?” 

“For your m
em

ory,” says G
in

n
y, “so w

e can
 fin

d out w
h

o it is.” 

“O
h

…
I…

” Sh
it. ”I h

adn
’t really th

ough
t of—

” 

“M
IO

N
E

! G
IN

N
Y

!” It’s R
on

 from
 th

e foot of th
e stairs, bless h

im
. “C

om
e 

on
, w

e’ll m
iss break

fast!” 

A
n

d sh
e w

an
ts to run

 in
to h

is arm
s, sh

e’s so grateful. B
ut as th

ey w
alk

 th
e 

h
alls, sh

e h
as to recogn

ize th
at sh

e’s on
ly tem

porarily safe. 

G
in

n
y w

ill brin
g it up again

. 

<
 



Sh
e h

as to perform
 th

e en
tire routin

e again
 at th

e break
fast table in

 th
e G

reat 

H
all, th

is tim
e w

ith
 over a dozen

 eager, on
look

in
g G

ryffin
dors. 

T
h

ey’re disappoin
ted too, n

o doubt h
opin

g for better gossip. 

If on
ly th

ey kn
ew

, sh
e th

in
k

s. It’d b
e all th

e gossip th
ey’d ever n

eed. 

“T
h

at’s all it is,” sh
e sh

rugs. A
 few

 of th
em

 turn
 aw

ay im
m

ediately an
d start 

oth
er con

versation
s, an

d sh
e breath

es an
 in

w
ard sigh

 of relief. 

H
arry sm

iles at h
er. “G

ood for you, ‘M
ion

e.” H
im

 too, th
en

. A
t least sh

e h
as 

th
e sym

path
y vote. 

R
on

’s th
e on

ly on
e w

ith
 an

y quips about it, w
h

ich
 sh

e supposes sh
e expected. 

“Sh
ould be m

ore careful,” h
e says aroun

d a m
outh

ful of stew
ed potatoes, sort 

of poin
tedly n

ot look
in

g at h
er. “Som

eon
e could tak

e advan
tage of you.” 

“R
on

!” G
in

n
y slaps h

is arm
. 

H
e doesn

’t tak
e it back

 th
ough

, an
d H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t argue lik

e sh
e n

or-

m
ally w

ould. A
n

yth
in

g to drop th
e subject. 

Sh
e’s ten

se un
til D

ean
 starts a discussion

 about h
is an

d Seam
us’s latest pran

k
 

on
 P

eeves —
 th

ey’ve sort of appoin
ted th

em
selves to b

e th
e n

ew
 Fred an

d G
eorge. 

A
 good th

in
g, too. H

ogw
arts n

eeds th
e ligh

th
eartedn

ess desperately. 

Still, th
e th

ough
t of Fred m

ak
es h

er gut w
ren

ch
. 

Sh
e devotes h

er full atten
tion

 to th
e plate of spin

ach
 an

d eggs in
 fron

t of h
er, 

reach
in

g for th
e salt as sh

e n
urses a cup of pum

pk
in

 juice. 

Sh
e alm

ost ch
ok

es on
 it. 

M
alfoy. H

e’s stan
din

g in
 th

e doorw
ay to th

e G
reat H

all, an
d sh

e’s spen
t all 

th
is tim

e preparin
g h

erself for h
er frien

ds an
d th

eir question
s th

at sh
e spen

t ab-

solutely n
o tim

e preparin
g for h

im
. 

H
er eyes are stuck

 on
 h

im
 lik

e a fly to spun
 sugar, follow

in
g as h

e w
alk

s, 

h
an

ds in
 h

is trouser pock
ets —

 h
an

ds sh
e n

ow
 in

adverten
tly k

n
ow

s th
e texture 

of, th
e w

eigh
t of. H

e tak
es a seat at th

e edge of th
e Slyth

erin
 table, lik

e alw
ays. 

H
e doesn

’t look
 at h

er. D
oesn

’t look
 at an

yon
e, really, as h

e serves h
im

self a 

plate an
d pulls out th

at ridiculously purple journ
al again

. 

A
n

d sh
e realizes —

 

L
ik

e a ligh
tn

in
g bolt to th

e brain
, sh

e realizes th
at n

o m
atter th

e tim
e an

d 

B
ut sh

e’s n
on

e of th
ose th

in
gs. 

Sh
e’s sittin

g up. 

It tak
es about five secon

ds for a pair of h
an

ds to try an
d force h

er back
 dow

n
, 

but sh
e figh

ts th
e pressure, lettin

g out an
 un

expected yip of disapproval. T
h

e 

h
an

ds release h
er, an

d H
arry’s glasses m

ove in
to h

er lin
e of sigh

t. 

“‘M
ion

e, you sh
ouldn

’t sit up so fast,” h
e says. 

“I w
an

t to —
 I w

an
t to sit up. I w

an
t to sit,” sh

e replies, voice a croak
, w

ords 

jum
bled. 

H
arry sits back

 cautiously. H
e’s cross-legged at th

e foot of h
er cot, face a m

ap 

of con
cern

 n
ot so un

lik
e th

e w
ay h

e usually look
s at h

er. 

“W
h

at h
appen

ed?” sh
e ask

s, m
assagin

g th
e sudden

ly th
robbin

g expan
se b

e-

n
eath

 h
er ch

in
. 

H
arry bites h

is lip, adjustin
g h

is glasses w
h

ere th
ey’re perch

ed on
 h

is n
ose. 

“W
ell, erm

 —
 M

alfoy attack
ed y—

” 

“N
o, n

o,” sh
e w

aves h
im

 off, “I k
n

ow
 th

at part. A
fter. W

h
at h

appen
ed after?” 

H
e seem

s a little surprised at h
er reaction

. C
lears h

is th
roat an

d m
esses up h

is 

already m
essy h

air a little m
ore. “O

h
, erm

…
” 

T
h

at’s w
h

en
 sh

e n
otices R

on
 over h

is sh
oulder. 

R
on

, w
h

o’s sittin
g on

 th
e en

d of an
oth

er cot, gettin
g h

is h
an

ds w
rapped by 

M
adam

 P
om

frey. M
adam

 P
om

frey’s sh
ak

in
g h

er h
ead an

d m
utterin

g to h
erself, 

but R
on

 is look
in

g at H
erm

ion
e. A

 boyish
 grin

 spreads across h
is face, an

d h
e 

pulls on
e h

alf-w
rapped h

an
d aw

ay to w
ave at h

er. 

H
is k

n
uck

les are split. B
ruised an

d bloody. 

Sh
e puts it togeth

er before H
arry says an

oth
er w

ord. 

“T
ell m

e h
e didn

’t,” sh
e breath

es. 

H
arry sort of grim

aces. 

“Y
ou absolute arse, R

on
ald W

easley!” Sh
e’s lobbed a pillow

 at h
im

 before sh
e 

even
 con

siders th
at it could h

it M
adam

 P
om

frey. P
oppy, h

ow
ever, h

as adept re-

flexes as it turn
s out, an

d sh
e dodges casually, allow

in
g it to pum

m
el R

on
 directly 

in
 th

e face. 

“D
o con

trol yourself, M
iss G

ran
ger,” is all sh

e says. 



 

O
ctober…

6th
? 7th

? M
aybe? It’s likely still O

ctober, 1998 

 S
C

R
A

T
C

H
Y

 SH
E

E
T

S. T
h

at’s w
h

at w
ak

es h
er up. Scratch

y sh
eets an

d th
e queasy sen

-

sation
 in

 h
er gut —

 th
e k

in
d th

at com
es w

ith
 sleepin

g too lon
g. 

H
er eyelids are stick

y. H
ard to open

. B
ut w

h
en

 sh
e can

 gath
er th

e m
uscular 

force to peel th
em

 apart, th
e clin

ical w
h

ite of th
e ceilin

g is all too fam
iliar. So is 

th
e h

erbal scen
t h

an
gin

g in
 th

e air. T
h

e H
ospital W

in
g. 

It’s n
ot lik

e w
ak

in
g up h

ad been
 w

ith
 th

e h
an

gover. T
h

is tim
e sh

e rem
em

bers 

everyth
in

g. Q
uite clearly. 

Sw
allow

in
g is h

ard w
ith

 such
 a dry th

roat. H
er lips stick

 togeth
er, too. It tak

es 

h
er a secon

d, but sh
e m

an
ages to tilt h

er h
ead to th

e side so sh
e can

 see th
e rest 

of th
e W

in
g. T

h
e th

ree beds n
ext to h

er are em
pty an

d tigh
tly fixed, but th

e 

fourth
 bed dow

n
 h

as a body in
 it. 

H
er queasin

ess in
ten

sifies at th
e sigh

t of blon
d h

air. Sh
e w

on
ders if th

at’ll 

alw
ays be th

e first th
in

g sh
e recogn

izes about h
im

. 

For a m
om

en
t, sh

e th
in

k
s h

e’s th
ere because h

e h
asn

’t w
ok

en
 up from

 th
e 

stun
n

in
g jin

x yet. B
ut th

en
 h

er eyes refocus, an
d th

e color red grow
s m

ore an
d 

m
ore vibran

t. 

H
e’s covered in

 blood. 

W
h

y is h
e covered in

 blood? 

Sh
e can

 on
ly see h

alf of h
im

, but on
 th

at h
alf sh

e sees a black
 eye an

d a split 

lip an
d a still bleedin

g gash
 at h

is tem
ple. H

is w
h

ite sh
irt is scarlet. A

n
d h

e’s out 

cold. 

T
h

e m
em

ory of h
is icy h

an
d clasped aroun

d h
er th

roat com
es flyin

g back
, 

an
d sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e sh
ouldn

’t care. Sh
e sh

ould b
e furious. H

appy, too, th
at h

e’s 

som
eh

ow
 th

is badly in
jured. 

effort sh
e puts in

to m
ak

in
g sure th

e truth
 n

ever sees th
e ligh

t of day, sh
e’s on

ly 

h
alf of th

e equation
. 

A
 stick

y sort of h
elplessn

ess bleeds in
to h

er gut. 

W
h

at if h
e tells som

eon
e? W

h
at if h

e’s already told som
eon

e? W
h

at if —
 w

h
at 

if h
e’s w

ritin
g about in

 th
at bloody purple journ

al of h
is? 

Sh
e’s sudden

ly com
pletely lost h

er appetite. Sh
e tells h

er H
ousem

ates as m
uch

 

as sh
e stan

ds on
 un

steady legs. 

Sh
e h

as to do som
eth

in
g. 

Sh
e h

as to. 

Sh
e can

’t just sit an
d w

ait for h
er w

orld to go up in
 flam

es. 

Sm
ooth

in
g dow

n
 h

er sk
irt, sh

e adjusts h
er path

 so th
at sh

e’s w
alk

in
g dow

n
 

th
e m

ain
 isle tow

ard th
e gold doors, sw

allow
in

g dow
n

 h
er pan

ic w
ith

 each
 step. 

M
alfoy’s about h

alfw
ay betw

een
 h

er an
d th

e exit, an
d sh

e h
as h

alf of th
at am

oun
t 

of space to catch
 h

is eye. 

Sh
e slow

s. W
alk

s casually —
 struggles n

ot to w
alk

 stran
gely. Scuffs h

er foot 

on
 th

e groun
d to m

ak
e a little n

oise. 

B
ut on

ly w
h

en
 sh

e h
as just about h

alf a m
eter left in

 h
er w

in
dow

 does h
e fi-

n
ally look

 up. 

A
n

d m
eetin

g h
is eyes startles h

er so m
uch

 th
at sh

e alm
ost forgets w

h
at sh

e’s 

doin
g. H

is gaze is h
eavy. L

idded. Sh
arp. Full of everyth

in
g an

d n
oth

in
g sh

e can
 

un
derstan

d, an
d th

e expression
 on

 h
is face gives n

oth
in

g aw
ay, as usual. 

Sh
e h

esitates. M
esses up h

er careful pace an
d stops, for just a m

om
en

t. A
n

d 

th
en

 sh
e gath

ers h
er w

its an
d does h

er best to cock
 h

er h
ead tow

ard th
e exit as 

subtly as possible. 

M
alfoy quirk

s a dark
 blon

d brow
, so sh

e does it on
ce m

ore, just in
 case, before 

stridin
g past h

im
 an

d over th
e th

resh
old in

to th
e sch

ool’s en
tryw

ay. 

H
er n

erves are prick
lin

g, an
d th

e m
om

en
t sh

e’s aw
ay from

 th
e th

ick
 of th

e 

Sun
day crow

d, sh
e h

eaves out a breath
, blow

in
g out th

ree m
ore in

 quick
 succes-

sion
, lik

e a w
om

an
 givin

g birth
. A

ll of h
er careful plan

n
in

g h
as b

een
 reduced to 

a few
 precious secon

ds of pan
ic, an

d all because sh
e h

adn
’t plan

n
ed for h

im
. 

D
am

n
 h

er, w
h

y h
adn

’t sh
e plan

n
ed for h

im
? A

n
y logical person

 w
ould h

ave. 



A
n

d sh
e’s alw

ays fan
cied h

erself to b
e logical. 

B
loody h

ell. 

Som
eh

ow
, sh

e en
ds up in

 th
e courtyard, w

h
ich

 is m
ostly em

pty th
an

k
s to 

sm
all m

ercies. Still, sh
e doesn

’t trust it, w
alk

in
g straigh

t th
rough

 an
d turn

in
g 

th
e corn

er to th
e h

idden
 outdoor alcove sh

e often
 fin

ds couples sn
oggin

g in
. 

T
h

e iron
y is n

ot lost on
 h

er. 

T
ak

in
g a seat on

 th
e ston

e m
arble ben

ch
, sh

e w
aits. 

It’s of course en
tirely possible th

at h
e isn

’t com
in

g. E
n

tirely possible th
at h

e 

fin
ds h

er laugh
able an

d path
etic an

d h
e’s still sittin

g th
ere en

joyin
g h

is bacon
 

an
d—

 

“C
an

 I m
ak

e a suggestion
, G

ran
ger?” 

Sh
e jerk

s w
h

ere sh
e sits as h

is sh
adow

 falls over h
er. H

e’s in
 jean

s today —
 sh

e 

can
’t rem

em
ber ever seein

g h
im

 in
 jean

s before. Jean
s an

d a dark
 blue cable-k

n
it 

jum
per. For on

ce, h
e’s dressed for th

e w
eath

er. 

Sh
e clears h

er th
roat, crossin

g h
er arm

s. “If you m
ust.” 

A
 w

ry grin
 tugs h

is lips up on
 on

e en
d, just lik

e sh
e rem

em
bers, an

d sh
e tries 

to crush
 th

e flutterin
g in

 h
er stom

ach
 —

 to rip th
e w

in
gs off of th

ose butterflies 

—
 as h

e says, “If subtlety is your aim
, th

en
 th

is…
” H

e m
im

ics th
e w

ay sh
e’d 

cock
ed h

er h
ead a m

om
en

t ago, alth
ough

 w
ith

 m
uch

 exaggeration
, “…

probably 

isn
’t th

e best w
ay to go.” 

Sh
e squin

ts up at h
im

, flash
in

g an
 un

frien
dly sm

ile, “O
h

 th
an

k
s, I’ll k

eep 

th
at in

 m
in

d.” 

H
ow

 is it so easy to fall back
 in

to th
eir petty ban

ter after —
 

A
fter w

h
at h

appen
ed. 

Sh
e drops h

er fak
e sm

ile, w
ordlessly m

ak
in

g room
 for h

im
 on

 th
e ben

ch
 an

d 

avoidin
g h

is eyes. A
n

d M
alfoy tak

es h
is tim

e sittin
g dow

n
. O

f course h
e does. 

T
ak

es a good w
h

ile to con
sider it, eyes scan

n
in

g h
er up an

d dow
n

 —
 sh

e can
 feel 

it, even
 if sh

e isn
’t look

in
g. A

n
d th

en
 w

h
en

 h
e does sit, h

e does it so lan
guidly it 

m
ak

es h
er w

an
t to k

ick
 h

im
 in

 th
e sh

in
. 

H
e sh

ould b
e as ten

se as sh
e is, b

y righ
t. B

ut of course h
e isn

’t. H
e’s M

alfoy. 

Sh
e can

’t let h
erself lose sigh

t of th
at fact. 

M
alfoy back

, an
d w

ith
out h

is body pressed up again
st h

ers, h
er k

n
ees buck

le. 

Sh
e falls just as M

alfoy does, yan
k

ed to th
e groun

d b
y N

ott an
d dragged back

. 

T
h

e n
ext h

azy figure to com
e in

to focus is H
arry. H

e seem
s sort of torn

 betw
een

 

join
in

g N
ott in

 restrain
in

g M
alfoy an

d atten
din

g to h
er. 

Idly, sh
e th

in
k

s th
at sh

e doesn
’t n

eed atten
din

g. 

Sh
e doesn

’t even
 feel h

urt. Just dazed. D
azed as th

ough
 drugged. 

H
arry’s at h

er feet, crouch
ed dow

n
, eyes w

ide. ”H
erm

ion
e —

 H
erm

ion
e, are 

you h
urt? A

re you—
” 

“Stop it, D
raco —

 stop,” sh
e h

ears from
 beh

in
d h

im
. N

ott’s still got M
alfoy’s 

arm
s strapped in

 lik
e a straigh

t jack
et. 

E
veryth

in
g everyon

e’s sayin
g is m

eldin
g togeth

er in
to on

e. H
er breath

 still 

h
asn

’t return
ed, an

d all sh
e can

 do is stare past H
arry, h

is m
outh

 m
ovin

g but th
e 

soun
d n

ot m
ak

in
g it to h

er ears. Sh
e stares at M

alfoy, h
is face red, jaw

 tigh
t, 

figh
tin

g h
is frien

d’s grip, gaze still lock
ed on

 h
er. 

T
h

e on
ly th

in
g h

e’s h
eld on

to is th
e journ

al, clutch
ed so tigh

tly h
e seem

s to 

b
e den

tin
g it. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s n
ow

. 

K
n

ow
s th

at it represen
ts h

is secon
d ch

an
ce. O

n
e th

at sh
e alm

ost stole from
 

h
im

. 

H
aversh

im
 is th

e th
ird figure to approach

. Sh
e seem

s to h
ave seen

 en
ough

 to 

m
ak

e a quick
 decision

, an
d sh

e prom
ptly stun

s M
alfoy. 

T
h

e last th
in

g H
erm

ion
e sees before th

e w
orld goes dark

 is M
alfoy goin

g 

lim
p in

 N
ott’s arm

s.



h
e’s got on

e of th
ose lon

g, slen
der h

an
ds sh

e’d on
ce let caress h

er aroun
d h

er 

th
roat. T

h
e oth

er h
olds h

is w
an

d, an
d h

e places th
e raven

-black
 tip of it un

der 

h
er ch

in
, lettin

g th
e w

ood press in
to h

er flesh
. 

E
ven

 if sh
e could m

ove, sh
e w

ouldn
’t b

e able to. Sh
e can

’t even
 speak

. C
an

’t 

breath
e. 

A
n

d sh
e just k

n
ow

s sh
e w

as w
ron

g. So, so w
ron

g. 

M
alfoy is en

tirely dan
gerous. 

“F
uckin

g m
udblood cun

t,” h
e grow

ls, jerk
in

g h
er on

ce. H
er h

ead k
n

ock
s 

back
 again

st th
e ston

e. A
n

d as sh
e sees stars, sh

e th
in

k
s about h

ow
 sh

e’s n
ever 

h
eard h

im
 use th

at w
ord before. 

M
alfoy sw

im
s back

 in
to focus, th

e pressure of h
is h

an
d on

 h
er th

roat in
creas-

in
g. H

e’s as close as h
e w

as on
 Friday n

igh
t, an

d h
er frazzled brain

 alm
ost can

’t 

discern
 betw

een
 in

tim
acy an

d violen
ce in

 th
is m

om
en

t. 

T
h

e tip of h
is w

an
d rem

in
ds h

er. 

“D
o you h

ave an
y fuckin

g idea?” h
e jerk

s h
er again

. ”A
ny idea w

h
ere th

ey’d 

put m
e? W

h
at th

ey’d fuck
in

g do?” H
e drops h

is w
an

d an
d reach

es dow
n

 to sn
atch

 

th
e journ

al from
 h

er lim
p h

an
d. “D

o you k
n

ow
 h

ow
 fuck

in
g im

portan
t th

is is?” 

H
e sh

ak
es it in

 fron
t of h

er face, eyes lik
e a m

adm
an

. 

H
azily, sh

e sees figures approach
in

g fast from
 over h

is sh
oulder. Sh

e k
n

ow
s 

th
ey’re run

n
in

g. A
n

y yet, th
ey seem

 to m
ove in

 slow
 m

otion
. H

er un
focused eyes 

slide back
 to M

alfoy’s, fin
din

g th
em

 sh
arp lik

e sh
ards of ice. Sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e’s in
 

sh
ock

. K
n

ow
s sh

e could get h
erself out of th

is if sh
e could on

ly sh
ak

e th
e n

um
b-

n
ess from

 h
er h

an
ds. 

B
ut sh

e can
’t. 

A
n

d sh
e just releases on

e sh
ak

y breath
, w

atch
in

g it gust up again
st h

is face. 

H
is fin

gers loosen
 aroun

d h
er th

roat. Just a fraction
. V

aguely, sh
e w

on
ders if th

e 

n
ew

 bruises w
ill cover th

e old on
es. 

M
alfoy’s dark

 blon
d eyelash

es flutter as h
e blin

k
s on

ce. 

B
ut h

is h
an

d h
as barely released h

er w
h

en
 an

oth
er arm

 belts across h
is ch

est 

from
 beh

in
d. 

“M
ate, m

ate, m
ate —

 w
h

at are you doin
g?” It’s T

h
eodore N

ott again
, rippin

g 

“So, G
ran

ger…
” h

e crosses on
e leg, an

k
le on

 h
is k

n
ee, “w

h
y is m

y break
fast 

gettin
g cold?” It’s a little discon

certin
g —

 h
im

 speak
in

g as th
ough

 n
oth

in
g’s 

h
appen

ed. Sh
e w

on
ders if h

e plan
s to den

y it, an
d th

e th
ough

t sets h
er off bal-

an
ce. 

Still, sh
e pow

ers th
rough

, begin
n

in
g to deliver a speech

 sh
e h

asn
’t even

 fin
-

ish
ed w

ritin
g yet. 

“W
ell, I th

in
k

 it’s fair to accept th
at w

e’re both
 h

um
an

 bein
gs.” 

“W
ell spotted—

” 

“T
h

is w
ill go m

uch
 m

ore sm
ooth

ly if you don
’t speak

 un
til I’m

 fin
ish

ed,” 

sh
e says, starin

g straigh
t ah

ead in
to th

e distan
ce. T

h
is ben

ch
 is perfect, as it turn

s 

out. Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave to look

 at h
im

 as sh
e speak

s. 

M
alfoy h

uffs a laugh
, but beyon

d th
at stays silen

t, an
d sh

e pauses on
ly a m

o-

m
en

t m
ore before con

tin
uin

g. 

“W
e’re both

 h
um

an
 bein

gs, an
d w

e w
ere both

 a bit tipsy Friday n
igh

t. It is 

safe to say th
at h

um
an

 bein
gs ten

d to give in
 to frivolous desires w

h
en

 tipsy, an
d 

I don
’t th

in
k

 th
ere’s an

y use beatin
g ourselves up over w

h
at h

appen
ed. H

ow
ever, 

for both
 our sak

es, I th
in

k
 it’s in

credibly im
portan

t th
at w

e n
ever speak

 of it to 

an
yon

e, an
d even

 betw
een

 us, w
e n

ever speak
 of it again

. A
n

d, of course, it can
 

n
ever h

appen
 again

, n
ot th

at th
at n

eeds sayin
g. W

e can
 cross w

an
ds on

 it, if you 

lik
e.” 

Sh
e’s quite proud of h

erself, w
h

en
 it’s all out. T

h
in

k
s sh

e’s delivered a very 

diplom
atic an

d calm
 solution

 to th
e w

h
ole debacle. B

ut th
e ever-grow

in
g len

gth
 

of M
alfoy’s silen

ce starts to deplete th
is pride an

d turn
 it ran

cid. 

So ran
cid th

at sh
e even

tually fin
ds h

erself givin
g in

 an
d risk

in
g a sidew

ays 

glan
ce at h

im
. 

T
h

e look
 on

 h
is face is, as alw

ays, un
readable. 

“…
W

ell?” sh
e prom

pts after a few
 m

ore secon
ds pass. 

“W
ell w

h
at, G

ran
ger?” h

e says at last, ton
e equally im

possible to riddle out. 

“Y
ou brough

t m
e all th

e w
ay out h

ere to see if I k
iss an

d tell?” 

Sh
e’s a bit surprised. C

an
’t tell w

h
eth

er h
e’s offen

ded or if h
e fin

ds it fun
n

y, 

som
eh

ow
. “W

ell, n
o —

 I just—
” 



“W
an

ted to go again
?” H

is eyes m
eet h

ers so sudden
ly an

d so directly th
at sh

e 

gasps. 

“W
h

at?” 

T
h

at w
ry sm

ile m
ak

es a reappearan
ce. “T

h
at’s w

h
y you brough

t m
e to th

e 

sn
oggin

g ben
ch

, isn
’t it G

ran
ger? For a repeat perform

an
ce?” 

Sh
e’s gobsm

ack
ed, to put it ligh

tly, fum
blin

g w
ith

 h
er w

ords, “I—
h

ow
 dare 

you—
” 

B
ut M

alfoy’s up off th
e ben

ch
 in

 an
 in

stan
t, an

d so sudden
ly sh

e can
’t even

 

com
preh

en
d it h

e h
as h

is h
an

ds on
 eith

er side of w
h

ere sh
e sits an

d h
e’s lean

in
g 

over h
er. Slan

ted at an
 an

gle. A
lm

ost as th
ough

 h
e’s about to do a push

-up. A
n

d 

th
eir faces are on

ly cen
tim

eters apart. 

“C
ould’ve just ask

ed, G
ran

ger,” h
e m

urm
urs, an

d h
is voice is low

 an
d deadly, 

to th
e poin

t w
h

ere sh
e can

’t tell if it’s a seduction
 or a th

reat. 

H
er h

eart is h
am

m
erin

g in
 h

er ch
est, an

d h
er breath

 h
as aban

don
ed h

er. H
e’s 

so close sh
e can

 sm
ell everyth

in
g sh

e rem
em

bers from
 th

at n
igh

t, an
d it’s brin

g-

in
g back

 sen
sation

s an
d oth

er rem
in

ders of everyth
in

g h
e did. E

veryth
in

g h
e 

touch
ed. 

It’s so clearly a pow
er play. Sh

e k
n

ow
s h

e isn
’t deluded en

ough
 to th

in
k

 sh
e’s 

brough
t h

im
 h

ere for m
ore. B

ut sh
e’s un

in
ten

tion
ally given

 h
im

 th
e greatest 

w
eapon

 h
e’s ever h

ad again
st h

er. 

A
n

d n
ow

 h
e k

n
ow

s exactly h
ow

 to pull h
er strin

gs. E
xactly h

ow
 to m

ak
e h

er 

un
com

fortable. 

M
alfoy’s alw

ays loved m
ak

in
g h

er un
com

fortable. 

“Step back
,” sh

e dem
an

ds, but it com
es out as little m

ore th
an

 a w
h

isper. 

“Som
eon

e could see you.” 

“D
oes th

at scare you?” M
alfoy ask

s, in
ch

in
g im

possibly closer. “B
ein

g seen
 

w
ith

 m
e?” H

is breath
 disturbs th

e h
air alon

gside h
er face, sh

rouded in
 m

in
t an

d 

icy cold. “B
ein

g seen
 —

 lik
e th

is…
” h

e in
ch

es th
at last bit forw

ard so th
at th

e tips 

of th
eir n

oses brush
 again

st on
e an

oth
er, an

d it’s all too fam
iliar, “…

w
ith

 m
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 h
itch

es. Sh
e h

olds it. D
oesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at else to do. H

er 

n
erve en

din
gs h

ave caugh
t fire an

d h
er th

ough
ts h

ave scattered. A
ll sh

e h
as left 

w
h

at sh
e sees. 

M
alfoy is follow

in
g h

er. 

N
o, n

ot follow
in

g. C
h

argin
g. Stridin

g sw
iftly, purposefully, on

e h
an

d toyin
g 

w
ith

 th
e k

n
ot of h

is tie —
 loosen

in
g it —

 th
e oth

er gath
ered in

to a fist at h
is 

side. A
n

d h
is eyes —

 h
is eyes are blazin

g. H
e k

n
ock

s sh
oulders w

ith
 oth

er stu-

den
ts as h

e w
alk

s, an
d even

 w
h

en
 th

ey turn
 an

d say th
in

gs lik
e, “H

ey, w
atch

 

yourself, m
ate,” h

is eyes n
ever deviate from

 h
er. 

Sh
e stum

bles. T
rips as sh

e tries to in
crease h

er pace. T
ears h

er eyes aw
ay as h

er 

breath
 falls out of h

er in
 a w

ave. 

Sh
e does it. D

oes w
h

at h
er foolish

 brain
 h

as b
een

 tellin
g h

er to do all alon
g. 

Sh
e break

s in
to a run

. 

C
ow

ard, an
oth

er side of h
er th

in
k

s. B
ut sh

e’s n
ever seen

 th
at look

 in
 som

e-

on
e’s eyes. N

o —
 n

o, sh
e’s w

ron
g. O

n
ce before, in

 th
e eyes of B

ellatrix L
estran

ge. 

H
er book

 bag slips from
 h

er sh
oulder an

d clatters to th
e ston

e floor, spillin
g 

quills an
d in

k
 across th

e h
all, but sh

e aban
don

s it. In
stead, h

er free h
an

d goes to 

h
er w

an
d in

 th
e pock

et of h
er sk

irt. 

“H
erm

ion
e?” It’s H

arry —
 leavin

g an
oth

er classroom
. Sh

e doesn
’t see h

im
, 

but sh
e recogn

izes h
is voice. It doesn

’t stop h
er. 

A
t every side, people are starin

g, but sh
e’s sprin

tin
g n

ow
. H

er h
eart rate k

ick
s 

in
to h

igh
 gear, because sh

e can
 h

ear M
alfoy’s ow

n
 footfalls, h

eavy an
d fast on

 

th
e ston

e beh
in

d h
er. H

e’s run
n

in
g, too. 

H
e’s actually ch

asin
g h

er. 

F
uck, fuck, fuck…

 

It’s th
e w

orst scen
ario sh

e could th
in

k
 of realized. 

H
is legs are lon

ger th
an

 h
ers. H

e’s faster. 

Sh
e on

ly m
ak

es it as far as th
e statues in

 th
e en

tryw
ay before h

e catch
es up, 

but h
er w

an
d gets caugh

t in
 h

er pock
et as sh

e turn
s, tryin

g to yan
k

 it free. 

A
n

d th
e h

eigh
t sh

e’d b
een

 adm
irin

g just th
is m

orn
in

g becom
es a sudden

ly 

dam
n

in
g disadvan

tage. H
e crow

ds h
er in

to th
e w

all, back
in

g h
er up un

til sh
e’s 

pressed again
st th

e rough
 ston

e beside th
e doorw

ay to th
e G

reat H
all. 

H
er h

an
d is stuck

 —
 pin

n
ed in

 h
er pock

et, an
d before sh

e can
 get a w

ord out 



stare —
 lik

e th
e barrel of a gun

. Sees th
e w

ay h
is fist is balled on

 th
e desk

. 

A
 k

n
ot form

s in
 h

er th
roat. 

“R
igh

t —
 yeah

, of course,” says P
arvati, look

in
g at h

er lik
e a bird w

ith
 tw

o 

h
eads before turn

in
g to face th

e fron
t. H

erm
ion

e barely h
ears. A

ll sh
e can

 th
in

k
 

in
 th

is m
om

en
t, of all th

in
gs, is h

ow
 m

uch
 sh

e regrets S.P
.E

.W
. 

B
loody traitorous h

ouse elf. 

T
h

e class passes lik
e a h

allucin
ation

. Sh
e n

ever raises h
er h

an
d. B

otch
es tw

o 

spells w
h

en
 ask

ed to perform
 th

em
. Feels at every m

om
en

t th
at sh

e m
ay vom

it. 

Sh
e n

ever look
s back

 again
. T

h
e journ

al is sittin
g at th

e top of h
er desk

, con
-

tin
uously catch

in
g h

er eye lik
e a th

reat. T
aun

tin
g h

er w
ith

 its vibran
t color. 

E
very n

ow
 an

d th
en

 sh
e h

ears a soun
d from

 beh
in

d. M
alfoy, tappin

g h
is quill 

again
st th

e side of th
e desk

. 

H
e m

ay as w
ell b

e stabbin
g h

er w
ith

 it. 

“C
lass dism

issed.” 

H
er stom

ach
 drops. T

h
e m

ost ridiculous w
ord flies th

rough
 h

er brain
 at all 

sides. R
un

, run
, run

, run
, run

…
 

It’s idiotic. 

Sh
e urges ration

ality to com
e back

 to th
e forefron

t. T
ries to th

in
k

 clearly as 

people stan
d an

d sh
uffle all aroun

d h
er. W

h
at is sh

e so afraid of? M
alfoy isn

’t 

dan
gerous. M

oody, pom
pous, h

eadstron
g, yes. P

erh
aps even

 a little m
en

tally un
-

stable. B
ut dan

gerous? 

Sh
e’s been

 overth
in

k
in

g. Sh
e can

 just tell h
im

 th
e truth

. 

G
ath

erin
g a sh

ak
y breath

, sh
e stan

ds slow
ly. Sh

e’ll h
ead back

 tow
ard th

e 

G
reat H

all —
 collect h

er san
ity, calm

 dow
n

 a little. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e’ll go an

d fin
d 

h
im

 an
d return

 it. L
ik

e an
 adult. 

W
ith

 a determ
in

ed h
uff, sh

e pick
s up th

e journ
al, slin

gs h
er bag over h

er 

sh
oulder, an

d strides con
fiden

tly out th
e door. Sh

e w
atch

es th
e flagston

es pass 

ben
eath

 h
er feet as sh

e w
alk

s, sw
ipin

g h
er th

um
b

 alon
g th

e textured cover of th
e 

diary. 

O
verth

in
k

in
g. T

h
at’s all it w

as. 

O
ffh

an
dedly, sh

e th
row

s a glan
ce over h

er sh
oulder. D

oesn
’t expect to see 

is h
er th

un
derin

g pulse an
d h

er n
um

b
 fin

gers, useless at h
er sides. 

“Y
es,” sh

e adm
its at last, squeezin

g h
er eyes sh

ut lik
e a cow

ard an
d tryin

g to 

calm
 every loose organ

ism
 flyin

g aroun
d in

side of h
er. 

M
alfoy laugh

s again
 —

 an
oth

er deep, breath
y laugh

 —
 at th

e w
ay sh

e’s 

grin
din

g h
er teeth

. T
en

sin
g h

er m
uscles. “W

h
at are you doin

g?” 

“R
ippin

g th
e w

in
gs off of butterflies,” sh

e breath
es, even

 th
ough

 h
e’ll m

ak
e 

n
o sen

se of it. 

H
e laugh

s again
 all th

e sam
e, an

d it’s en
ough

 to brush
 h

is top lip again
st h

ers. 

H
er eyes fly open

 an
d sh

e suck
s in

 an
 audibly sh

arp breath
. 

“P
lease stop,” sh

e h
ears h

erself w
h

eeze, but it’s alm
ost soun

dless. 

A
n

d h
is eyes are h

alf-lidded an
d h

is cold breath
 is w

h
istlin

g past h
er teeth

, 

an
d sh

e w
atch

es th
at lip quirk

 up on
 on

e side yet again
 as h

is ton
gue dash

es out. 

O
n

ly for th
e briefest of secon

ds. B
ut en

ough
 to flick

 up again
st h

er bottom
 lip. 

It’s en
ough

. 

E
n

ough
 to h

ave h
er reach

in
g for h

im
. E

n
ough

 for h
er to pull h

im
 to h

er an
d 

open
 h

er m
outh

 to h
im

. E
n

ough
 for h

er to lose all sen
se of con

trol, th
is tim

e 

w
ith

out th
e aid of alcoh

ol. 

E
xcept it’s also th

e exact m
om

en
t th

at h
e pulls h

im
self aw

ay. 

H
e straigh

ten
s up lik

e it’s n
oth

in
g. L

ik
e h

e h
asn

’t just been
 a h

air’s breadth
 

from
 k

issin
g h

er again
. A

n
d h

e’s so calm
 an

d cool an
d collected th

at it m
ak

es 

h
er w

an
t to th

row
 th

in
gs. 

“N
eedn

’t w
orry about your reputation

, G
ran

ger.” H
e stalk

s aw
ay. Just lik

e 

th
at. T

osses th
e last bit over h

is sh
oulder. “L

ik
e you said, it can

 n
ever h

appen
 

again
.” 

A
n

d sh
e sits th

ere, th
e cold of th

e m
arble leech

in
g th

rough
 h

er sk
irt —

 fu-

rious an
d trem

blin
g. A

 n
ebula of m

ixed em
otion

s, a catastroph
e —

 

C
lutch

in
g th

at ugly purple diary from
 h

is pock
et lik

e a vise.



 

O
ctober 5th, 1998 

 H
E

 K
N

O
W

S. 

H
e h

as to k
n

ow
 b

y n
ow

. T
h

e sam
e w

ay sh
e k

n
ow

s n
ow

 th
at th

is is th
e last 

th
in

g sh
e sh

ould’ve don
e. A

 lin
e sh

e sh
ouldn

’t h
ave crossed. 

Sh
e spen

t all n
igh

t flippin
g th

rough
 it, an

d less th
an

 th
ree en

tries in
 sh

e k
n

ew
 

it w
as som

eth
in

g sh
e w

asn
’t supposed to b

e seein
g. It w

as too person
al. T

oo close. 

A
n

d it m
ade too m

uch
 fuck

in
g sen

se. 

Scraw
led across th

ose first few
 pastel laven

der pages, sh
e’d foun

d eviden
ce of 

alcoh
olism

, abuse, self-h
arm

 an
d regret. So, so m

uch
 regret. U

n
fit paren

ts. D
rug 

overdoses. D
eath

. 

Sh
e’d pieced it togeth

er: th
is w

asn
’t so un

lik
e M

uggle parole. H
e h

as to sub-

m
it th

ese en
tries w

eek
ly —

 or perh
aps even

 daily —
 to a psych

iatric h
ealer. T

h
ose 

m
oron

ic T
h

ird Y
ears h

adn
’t b

een
 en

tirely w
ron

g about th
e situation

. 

B
ut sh

e’s trapped n
ow

. 

Sh
e can

’t give it back
 to h

im
. H

e’ll k
n

ow
 sh

e took
 it. Sh

e can
’t k

eep it from
 

h
im

. H
e’ll b

e arrested for n
ot subm

ittin
g en

tries. Sh
e can

’t un
see w

h
at sh

e’s seen
. 

It’s too, too person
al. 

W
h

at w
as m

erely a petty attem
pt at reven

ge h
as back

fired violen
tly. 

I’d love to be gon
e. I’d give an

yth
in

g to be gon
e. L

et m
e be gon

e. 

T
h

e slan
t of h

is h
an

dw
ritin

g is th
e sort you see from

 psych
opath

s. In
k

 is 

splotch
ed everyw

h
ere. It’s alm

ost as m
essy as h

is life, an
d it’s riddled w

ith
 th

in
gs 

sh
e’d n

ever h
ave k

n
ow

n
 from

 look
in

g at h
im

. 

It’s also riddled w
ith

 opin
ion

s about h
er —

 opin
ion

s sh
e h

adn
’t b

een
 pre-

pared for. 

…
bitch

…
 

m
orn

in
g. 

L
uck

ily, th
eir eyes don

’t m
eet, an

d as th
e tw

o of th
em

 tak
e a seat at th

e desk
 

beh
in

d h
er, sh

e starts to relax a little. 

H
e doesn

’t suspect h
er. If h

e did, h
e w

ould’ve con
fron

ted h
er im

m
ediately. 

M
alfoy isn

’t sh
y. 

H
aversh

im
 leaves h

er office an
d starts w

ritin
g on

 th
e black

board w
ith

 h
er 

w
an

d. P
arvati w

alk
s in

 w
ith

 a m
in

ute or so to spare, sm
ilin

g at H
erm

ion
e as sh

e 

tak
es h

er seat beside h
er an

d gets out h
er book

s. E
veryth

in
g seem

s exceedin
gly 

n
orm

al. 

U
n

til—
 

“O
h

, ‘M
ion

e,” says P
arvati, an

d sh
e digs furth

er in
to h

er bag. “A
lm

ost for-

got.” 

T
h

e color purple, up un
til yesterday, h

ad n
ever h

ad an
 association

 w
ith

 pan
ic 

an
d despair for H

erm
ion

e. It w
as just purple. N

ot h
er favorite. N

ot h
er least fa-

vorite. P
urple as in

 plum
s. P

urple as in
 can

dy h
earts. 

N
ow

, th
ough

 —
 n

ow
 purple is pan

ic. P
urple is a fever dream

 an
d an

 electric 

sh
ock

. P
urple is th

at feelin
g in

 your gut w
h

en
 a paren

t catch
es you in

 a lie. P
urple 

as in
 pain

. P
urple as in

 perfect —
 just perfect. 

P
urple is th

e color P
arvati is h

an
din

g to h
er. 

M
alfoy’s journ

al. 

“T
h

e h
ouse elf w

as rem
ak

in
g th

e beds th
is m

orn
in

g an
d foun

d th
is beh

in
d 

your h
eadboard. T

h
ough

t you m
igh

t’ve n
eeded it for class. I said I’d brin

g it to 

you.” 

Sh
e’s sh

ak
in

g. P
arvati’s h

oldin
g it out to h

er. 

Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave to look

 to feel th
e searin

g burn
 of a gaze from

 beh
in

d, lik
e 

a h
ot pok

er diggin
g in

to th
e back

 of h
er n

eck
. Sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t to tak

e it. Sh
e 

stares at P
arvati w

ordlessly un
til h

er face starts to ch
an

ge. 

“H
erm

ion
e, are you—

” 

H
er h

an
d closes aroun

d th
e bin

din
g, an

d sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s sealed h

er fate. 

“T
h

an
k

 you,” sh
e says, som

ew
h

at dazed. 

Sh
e h

as to look
. Sh

e can
’t h

elp it. O
ut th

e corn
er of h

er eye, sh
e sees M

alfoy’s 



all th
e years sh

e’s k
n

ow
n

 h
im

, sh
e’s n

ever seen
 T

h
eodore N

ott lose h
is cool. 

Sw
eepin

g th
e ch

estn
ut brow

n
 h

air out of h
is face, h

e turn
s an

d rifles th
rough

 

h
is book

 bag, an
d sudden

ly h
e’s spreadin

g parch
m

en
t an

d quills an
d texts out 

on
to th

e table across from
 h

er. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” 

“Studyin
g.” 

“N
ot h

ere, you aren
’t.” 

“H
ouse tables aren

’t exclusive. T
h

ey’re suggestion
s, to preven

t braw
lin

g.” H
e 

dips h
is quill in

to in
k

 an
d starts w

ritin
g, ign

orin
g h

er stun
n

ed expression
. 

“N
ott,” sh

e sn
aps, an

d h
e fin

ally look
s up at h

er, expression
 bored. “W

h
y are 

you sittin
g h

ere?” 

H
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e feath

er tip of h
is quill —

 a disgustin
g h

abit. “W
ar’s 

over, G
ran

ger. I can
 sit w

h
ere I w

an
t. T

oday, I w
an

ted to sit h
ere.” 

Sh
e scoffs. B

ristles. O
pen

s h
er m

outh
 to argue. C

an
’t th

in
k

 of an
yth

in
g. 

Sh
e’s n

o idiot. H
e isn

’t sittin
g h

ere on
 a w

h
im

. B
ut h

e’s also T
h

eodore N
ott, 

an
d ask

in
g h

im
 to explain

 h
im

self is lik
e ask

in
g grass to grow

 in
 w

in
ter. 

A
ll th

at’s clear is th
at h

e isn
’t leavin

g. 

A
n

d sh
e feels lik

e sh
e’s fallen

 in
to a sn

ak
e pit. So m

an
y sn

ak
es. T

oo m
an

y 

fuck
in

g sn
ak

es. 

 <
 

T
ran

sfiguration
 is th

e class sh
e’s been

 dreadin
g all day —

 th
e on

ly class of h
er 

M
on

day sch
edule sh

e h
as w

ith
 h

im
. 

Sh
e itch

es at h
er scar as studen

ts flood in
to th

e classroom
, sh

ufflin
g in

 h
er 

seat. It isn
’t just h

er scar th
at itch

es, it’s h
er very sk

in
. E

very in
ch

 of it. Sh
e can

’t 

get com
fortable. C

an
’t stop th

in
k

in
g about w

h
at’s un

der h
er pillow

 at th
is very 

m
om

en
t. 

Sh
e can

’t even
 rem

em
ber w

h
at lesson

 th
ey’re supposed to b

e learn
in

g today. 

A
 w

ave of icy cold slides dow
n

 h
er back

 as sh
e catch

es sigh
t of h

is w
h

ite-blon
d 

h
air in

 th
e doorw

ay. H
e’s w

alk
in

g w
ith

 N
ott, an

d it m
ak

es h
er doubly n

ervous. 

Sh
e starts to w

on
der if M

alfoy h
as som

eth
in

g to do w
ith

 th
eir run

 in
 th

is 

…
M

udblood…
 

N
o, sh

e’d b
een

 prepared for th
ose. B

ut n
ot for on

es th
at said th

in
gs lik

e con
-

fusin
g…

 an
d distractin

g curls…
 an

d everyw
here I look, sh

e’s th
ere…

 

T
h

ose en
tries w

ere of a rarer n
ature, an

d th
ey’d sort of coagulated tow

ards 

th
e en

d —
 th

e m
ost recen

t. Sh
e’d been

 ch
an

gin
g h

is m
in

d about h
er. 

B
ut sh

e’s read over th
e en

try from
 O

ctob
er 3rd over an

d over again
, an

d n
oth

-

in
g. N

oth
in

g about th
e k

iss. 

It’s ch
ildish

 of h
er to expect h

im
 to w

rite about it. A
fter all, it didn

’t m
ean

 

an
yth

in
g, did it? B

ut th
in

k
in

g about it h
as h

er rem
em

berin
g h

is an
tics at th

e 

sn
oggin

g ben
ch

, an
d an

 un
w

elcom
e sh

iver slides dow
n

 h
er spin

e. 

A
bove an

yth
in

g, sh
e h

ates a puzzle sh
e can

’t solve. 

T
h

e purple bin
din

g feels h
ot in

 h
er h

an
ds —

 feels lik
e it’s burn

in
g h

er w
ith

 

guilt. Sh
e lets it fall to th

e sh
eets betw

een
 h

er k
n

ees. U
ses h

er w
an

d to ch
eck

 th
e 

tim
e. Six in

 th
e m

orn
in

g. 

Sh
e h

asn
’t slept. 

H
ow

 could sh
e? W

ith
 both

 th
e past an

d th
e future collidin

g in
side h

er h
ead? 

T
h

in
k

in
g about th

e touch
es h

e’s already given
 an

d th
e h

ate h
e’s goin

g to give 

w
h

en
 h

e fin
ds out? 

It’s th
e first tim

e sh
e ack

n
ow

ledges th
at sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t h

im
 to h

ate h
er. 

It’s also th
e first tim

e sh
e ack

n
ow

ledges th
at k

issin
g h

im
 w

as…
differen

t. 

N
on

e of th
e sloppin

ess an
d stick

in
ess sh

e’d gotten
 from

 R
on

. N
on

e of th
e fum

-

blin
g h

an
ds an

d k
n

ock
in

g teeth
. K

issin
g h

im
 w

as clean
 —

 crisp an
d succin

ct, 

every m
ovem

en
t h

avin
g m

ean
in

g, every touch
 placed w

h
ere h

e w
an

ted it to be 

—
 an

d yet at th
e sam

e tim
e en

tirely un
clean

. D
ark

. D
em

an
din

g. Sen
sual. W

ith
 

h
is bold ton

gue an
d adven

turous fin
gertips. Sh

e’d n
ever im

agin
ed M

alfoy could 

k
iss lik

e th
at. 

Sh
e’d n

ever im
agin

ed k
issin

g M
alfoy at all. 

A
n

d yet n
ow

 sh
e can

’t im
agin

e w
h

y. 

Sh
e sits back

 again
st h

er pillow
s, tan

glin
g a n

ervous h
an

d in
 h

er curls as sh
e, 

for on
ce, allow

s th
e im

age of h
im

 to seep in
to h

er m
in

d un
fettered. U

n
deterred. 



W
h

y h
adn

’t sh
e ever th

ough
t of M

alfoy in
 th

at w
ay? H

is despicable attitude n
ot-

w
ith

stan
din

g, th
ere w

as n
ever a con

ceivable w
ay to pass off h

is look
s as average. 

H
e’s tall —

 taller th
an

 m
ost of th

e boys sh
e k

n
ow

s, an
d even

 th
ough

 sh
e’s alw

ays 

told h
erself th

at h
eigh

t sh
ould h

ave n
oth

in
g to do w

ith
 it, th

ere’s som
eth

in
g 

about sin
k

in
g in

to th
e in

k
y dark

n
ess of h

is sh
adow

. H
is h

an
ds are lon

g…
delicate. 

A
ristocratic in

 every sen
se. T

h
ere w

ould’ve been
 n

o w
ay for h

er to k
n

ow
 in

 th
e 

past h
ow

 sm
ooth

 th
e pads of h

is fin
gers are, but after feelin

g th
em

 trace h
er n

a-

k
ed h

ipbon
es after slippin

g ben
eath

 th
e w

aistban
d of h

er jean
s, sh

e k
n

ow
s. O

h, 

sh
e k

n
ow

s. 

Sh
e doesn

’t expect th
e sudden

 spark
 of arousal w

h
en

 it com
es, but sh

e sn
uffs 

it out quick
ly, ush

erin
g th

e im
age of h

im
 from

 h
er h

ead lik
e a disease an

d forc-

in
g h

erself to stan
d up. T

o get aw
ay from

 th
e b

ed, w
ith

 its sh
eets an

d its pillow
s 

an
d its con

n
otation

s. 

H
er eyes fin

d th
e violen

tly purple journ
al again

, an
d an

y lastin
g arousal is 

flatten
ed b

y fear an
d guilt. 

Sh
e h

asn
’t decided w

h
at to do yet. P

art of h
er w

an
ts to play it b

y ear, but th
at’s 

too open
-en

ded. T
oo m

ysterious for a ration
ally-groun

ded brain
 lik

e h
ers. Sh

e 

k
n

ow
s h

e w
on

’t believe th
at h

e dropped it —
 sh

e’d h
ad a rough

 en
ough

 tim
e 

slippin
g it from

 such
 a deep pock

et w
h

en
 h

e’d b
een

 lean
in

g over h
er lik

e h
e w

as. 

A
n

d even
 if h

e did believe th
at, h

e’d n
ever believe sh

e h
adn

’t read it. 

M
om

en
ts lik

e th
ese m

ak
e h

er regret givin
g up h

er T
im

e T
urn

er. 

R
igh

t n
ow

, th
ere’s n

oth
in

g sh
e can

 do. N
oth

in
g but w

ait. B
ut it’s M

on
day, 

an
d spen

din
g all day in

 b
ed avoidin

g h
im

 isn
’t an

 option
. T

h
ey h

ave classes to-

geth
er. B

loody h
ell. 

A
 fresh

 w
ave of pan

ic fan
s out in

side h
er ch

est, an
d sh

e’s so fuckin
g furious at 

h
erself for gettin

g in
to th

is situation
. H

er old self —
 th

e girl before th
e w

ar —
 

w
ould n

ever h
ave don

e th
is. Sh

e w
ould’ve m

in
ded h

er ow
n

 busin
ess an

d stud-

ied…
h

ard. Sh
e w

ouldn
’t b

e caugh
t dead lettin

g M
alfoy push

 h
er up again

st a 

book
case. 

O
ld H

erm
ion

e w
asn

’t a girl lik
e th

at. 

Sh
e w

on
ders n

ow
, th

ough
. Is sh

e a girl lik
e th

at? B
ecause n

o m
atter h

ow
 m

an
y 

top coats of den
ial sh

e slath
ers on

to it, th
e base coat is an

d h
as been

 sin
ce Friday 

n
igh

t th
at sh

e w
an

ts m
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g to feel th
ose cold, rough

 lips again
. 

O
n

e of th
e girls stirs in

 b
ed —

 P
arvati. It jerk

s h
er in

to m
otion

 an
d out of 

h
er th

ough
ts, an

d sh
e sh

oves th
e diary un

der th
e silk

 of h
er pillow

, m
ak

in
g h

er 

b
ed in

 a rush
. T

h
ere’ll b

e n
o m

ore sleep th
is m

orn
in

g. 

Sh
e’s th

e first on
e dow

n
 to th

e G
reat H

all for break
fast, an

d sh
e’s com

e arm
ed 

w
ith

 readin
g th

at’s w
eek

s ah
ead of w

h
at th

ey’re learn
in

g in
 class. Still, it m

ak
es 

h
er feel lik

e h
er old self. A

n
d sh

e’ll do an
yth

in
g to ch

ase th
at sh

adow
. 

It h
as all th

e m
ak

in
gs of a n

ice m
orn

in
g. W

arm
 porridge. A

 L
on

don
 Fog 

steam
in

g beside h
er open

 book
s. Silen

ce. N
o on

e to disturb
 h

er. 

B
ut, as of late, n

oth
in

g th
at seem

s righ
t stays righ

t. 

T
h

e th
ud of a book

 bag on
 th

e ben
ch

 startles h
er. Sh

e splash
es L

on
don

 Fog 

on
to h

er h
an

d an
d h

isses at th
e burn

. 

A
n

d of all people, a Slyth
erin

 sits dow
n

 at th
e table. H

er table. It isn
’t th

e 

usual Slyth
erin

. N
ot th

e on
e th

at ligh
ts up h

er n
erve en

din
gs lik

e fuses. 

It’s T
h

eodore N
ott. 

A
n

d h
e com

es w
ith

 h
is ow

n
 in

dex of com
plication

s. H
e, h

avin
g b

een
 th

e ob
-

ject of h
er First Y

ear girlh
ood crush

. H
e, h

avin
g b

een
 h

er n
em

esis in
 academ

ic 

m
erit for all th

e years follow
in

g. H
e —

 sarcastic an
d slippery an

d dressed as al-

w
ays in

 a perfectly starch
ed sh

irt, th
row

n
 off by an

 absurdly un
even

 tie. 

T
h

ey don
’t speak

. 

U
n

til n
ow

, apparen
tly. 

“T
h

is is th
e G

ryffin
dor table,” sh

e says, so ch
ildish

 sh
e in

stan
tly regrets it. 

N
ott grin

s, an
d un

lik
e M

alfoy, it isn
’t a rare sigh

t. H
e’s b

een
 flash

in
g h

er 

w
in

n
in

g sm
iles ever sin

ce h
e beat h

er to h
igh

est score on
 th

e P
otion

s fin
al, sec-

on
d year. “I’m

 sh
ock

ed, G
ran

ger. Sh
ouldn

’t you k
n

ow
 all about M

uggle segre-

gation
? H

ow
 w

ron
g it w

as?” 

Sh
e gaw

k
s at h

im
. “W

h
o are you to lecture m

e about segregation
, D

eath 

E
ater?” A

n
d even

 sh
e k

n
ow

s it’s an
 overreaction

. Sh
e sw

allow
s an

d sits back
 a 

little, flush
in

g. “Sorry,” sh
e m

utters. Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
ere h

er filter h
as gon

e. 

“T
ouch

y, touch
-y,” h

e tsk
s. H

e’s n
ever h

ad a fragile ego. Just a large on
e. In

 


