
A
ccordin

g to G
in

n
y, R

on
 n

ever really m
oved on

. 

A
n

d if th
is is h

ow
 h

e stom
ach

s Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

, sh
e can

 on
ly im

agin
e h

ow
 

h
e’d react to th

e truth
. T

h
e idea of it m

ak
es h

er n
auseous. 

For th
e first tim

e in
 days, h

er scar itch
es. 

Sh
e’s tried to gravitate th

e topic of con
versation

 aw
ay from

 all of it several 

tim
es, brin

gin
g up th

e k
in

k
 in

 th
e w

ards sh
e’d seen

 b
y th

e Q
uidditch

 P
itch

 —
 

som
eth

in
g th

at still both
ers h

er —
 but n

oth
in

g really tak
es for m

ore th
an

 a 

m
in

ute or so. 

E
veryon

e is too en
am

ored w
ith

 th
e idea of H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger, lon
ely, dam

-

aged fraction
 of th

e G
olden

 T
rio, fin

ally m
ovin

g on
 from

 th
e W

ar. 

W
h

ich
 isn

’t th
e truth

 of it by a m
ile. 

M
alfoy is n

oth
in

g but a pow
erful distraction

. T
h

e W
ar is still w

ith
 h

er every 

day.   

N
ovem

ber 2n
d, 1998 

 S
H

E’D
 K

N
O

W
N

 IT
 W

A
S O

N
L

Y
 A

 M
A

T
T

E
R

 O
F T

IM
E, A

N
D

 IT
 H

A
P

P
E

N
S O

N
 T

H
E

 W
A

Y
 T

O
 

D
E

FE
N

SE
 A

G
A

IN
ST

 T
H

E
 D

A
R

K
 A

R
T

S. 

“H
ey!” som

eon
e calls, feet scufflin

g beh
in

d h
er. “H

erm
ion

e!” 

Sh
e turn

s —
 sigh

s w
h

en
 sh

e sees Z
ach

arias. H
e catch

es up to h
er w

ith
 a sh

ort 

sprin
t, book

 bag bobbin
g from

 sh
oulder to sh

oulder. 

“H
i,” h

e says, out of breath
, boyish

 face a bit pin
k

. 

“H
i,” sh

e ech
oes. H

er stom
ach

 ties itself in
 k

n
ots. Sh

e h
as n

o idea w
h

ere th
is 

con
versation

 w
ill go, but sh

e expects h
e’s probably an

gry. A
n

d righ
tfully so. 

“I —
 erm

…
” H

is h
an

d m
ak

es its w
ay up aroun

d to th
e back

 of h
is h

ead, rub-

bin
g h

is h
air in

to a m
ess of fluff as h

e struggles for ph
rasin

g. H
e’s lean

in
g to on

e 

side, th
en

 th
e oth

er, aw
k

w
ard an

d un
sure. 

“I’m
 sorry,” sh

e blurts out. 

“I —
 n

o, n
o, don

’t be sorry—
 it’s ok

ay, erm
 —

 I m
ean

, I…
I feel as th

ough
 

som
e th

in
gs w

ere lost in
 tran

slation
. B

ut yeah
, erm

 —
 it’s just…

I m
ean

, th
e w

h
ole 

idea’s really sw
eet, an

d h
on

estly, I’m
 flattered —

 h
on

estly. I just, I erm
…

” 

that 
look 

like 
cinnam

on 
and

 
those 

fucking 
brow

n 
eyes. 

I
 
called

 
her 

a 
cunt. 

A
 
fucking 

M
ud
blood

 
cunt. 

I
’ve 

never 
even 

used
 
that 

w
ord
 
on 

P
ansy. 

She 
just 

—
 
she 

fucking 
—
 

F
uck. 

I
 
w
ant 

to 
fucking 

kill 
her 

alm
ost 

as 
m
uch 

as 
I
 

w
ant 

to 
kiss 

her. 

N
o. 

N
o, 
that’s 

not 
w
hat 

I
 
w
ant 

to 
d
o. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

w
ant 

to 
kiss 

her. 
I
 
w
ant 

to 
m
ake 

an 
ind
entation 

of 

her 
bod

y 
in 

m
y 
m
attress. 

I
 
w
ant 

to 
hear 

those 
fucking 

sound
s 
she 

m
akes 

again. 
A
nd
 
I
 
w
ant 

to 
ruin 

her 
life. 

T
he 

things 
she 

fucking 
w
rote 

—
 
fucking 

M
erlin. 

I
 
should

 
rip 

the 
page 

out. 
I
 
should

 
pass 

it 
off 

as 

fucking 
bullshit. 

B
ut 

I
 
like 

looking 
at 

her 
atrocious 

hand
w
riting. 

D
on
’t 

ask 
m
e. 
I
 
d
on
’t 

fucking 
know

 
w
hy. 

D
raco 

  

O
ctober 6th

, 1998 

 T
H

E
 O

T
H

E
R

 G
IR

L
S IN

 T
H

E
 D

O
R

M
IT

O
R

Y
 ST

A
R

E
 A

T
 H

E
R

. 

T
h

ey w
atch

 h
er w

h
ile sh

e dresses —
 w

atch
 h

er w
h

ile sh
e brush

es h
er teeth

. 

T
h

eir expression
s are soak

ed in
 th

at pity sh
e h

ates. T
h

eir eyes are low
 th

ough
. 

T
h

ey’re look
in

g at h
er th

roat. 

Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y sh

e h
asn

’t G
lam

oured it aw
ay. D

oesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e w

ill. 



T
h

ere’s n
o use in

 h
idin

g th
is on

e. 

H
aversh

im
 an

d M
cG

on
agall foun

d h
er in

 th
e O

w
lery late th

e previous n
igh

t, 

curled up in
 droppin

gs an
d feath

ers, asleep —
 filth

y. T
ear-stain

ed. 

Sh
e’s still upset w

ith
 h

erself for such
 a path

etic display of em
otion

. Still em
-

barrassed by th
e en

tirety of yesterday. N
ott w

as w
ron

g. Sh
e isn

’t starved for at-

ten
tion

, sh
e loath

es it. A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t plan
 to en

courage it b
y givin

g in
 to th

ese 

look
s of pity an

d cryin
g on

 som
eon

e’s sh
oulder. 

Sh
e isn

’t even
 goin

g to ack
n

ow
ledge h

ow
 sore h

er th
roat actually is. 

Sh
e’s goin

g to square h
er sh

oulders an
d m

ove on
. It’s w

h
at sh

e’s best at. 

<
  

“‘M
ion

e, please —
 just h

ear m
e out. H

ear m
y side—

” 

Sh
e’s b

een
 silen

tly ign
orin

g h
im

 un
til n

ow
, but h

e’s push
ed h

er to h
er lim

its. 

“N
o, R

on
ald —

 you don
’t have a side,” sh

e sn
aps, startlin

g D
ean

, w
h

o’s sit-

tin
g beside h

er, in
to spillin

g apple cider in
to h

is lap. 

R
on

 h
as been

 badgerin
g h

er th
rough

out din
n

er, h
avin

g m
oved from

 sittin
g 

n
ext to h

er to sittin
g across from

 h
er just to force h

im
self in

to h
er eye lin

e. T
o 

h
is credit, h

e seem
s gen

uin
ely con

fused as to h
ow

 sh
e can

 possibly b
e m

ad. 

H
e saved h

er, righ
t? 

Sh
e h

uffs to h
erself, loudly slurpin

g h
er ow

n
 cider to drow

n
 out th

e soun
ds 

of h
is excuses. H

arry, w
h

o seem
s to h

ave tak
en

 pity on
 h

im
, ch

im
es in

 w
ith

, “R
e-

ally, ‘M
ion

e, it w
as just a stupid m

istak
e. H

is h
eart w

as in
 th

e—
” 

Sh
e bran

dish
es h

er fork
 at h

im
 lik

e a w
eapon

, “H
arry Jam

es P
otter, don

’t you 

dare say h
is h

eart w
as in

 th
e righ

t place.” A
n

d w
h

en
 H

arry sh
uts h

is m
outh

 ob
e-

dien
tly —

 w
h

ich
 m

om
en

tarily brin
gs h

er back
 to N

ott’s w
h

ip-crack
 m

otion
 —

 

sh
e aim

s h
er fork

 at R
on

 in
stead, w

h
ose desperation

 is palpable. ”Y
ou. Y

ou h
ave 

got to start th
in

k
in

g of th
e con

sequen
ces of your action

s. A
n

d you m
ust start 

actin
g your age. W

h
at you did w

as cow
ardly, an

d you did it for atten
tion

. I’ll ask
 

you k
in

dly to stop jum
pin

g in
to puddles to save m

e from
 drow

n
in

g.” 

For a m
om

en
t, h

er speech
 stun

s h
im

 in
to silen

ce. B
ut w

h
en

 th
e first w

ords 

th
at follow

 turn
 out to b

e, “M
erlin

, ‘M
ion

e —
 it w

as on
ly M

alfoy—
” sh

e’s up 

w
ords cam

e out of h
er m

outh
, sh

e’s regretted th
em

. 

Som
eh

ow
, sh

e’s m
an

aged to dig h
erself even

 deeper in
to a crater of lies. 

G
in

n
y an

d th
e oth

er girls h
ad b

een
 on

ly too h
appy for h

er —
 th

ey’d jok
ed, 

teased h
er. 

“W
h

at w
ere you so afraid of?” 

“H
e’s cute —

 h
ow

’s th
e sn

oggin
g?” 

It certain
ly h

adn
’t h

elped th
at P

arvati w
as drun

k
. H

erm
ion

e h
ad ask

ed, of 

course —
 to k

eep th
is quiet. Sh

e’d th
ough

t P
arvati’s in

ebriation
 m

igh
t w

ork
 in

 

h
er favor —

 h
oped sh

e’d forget com
e m

orn
in

g, an
d som

eh
ow

 th
e disastrous ev-

iden
ce of h

er cow
ardice w

ouldn
’t b

e all over th
e sch

ool. 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t w

ron
g, clearly. 

A
lm

ost everyon
e k

n
ow

s. 

Just, h
opefully n

ot Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

. 

A
n

d h
opefully n

ot—
 

Sh
e m

ak
es th

e m
istak

e of lettin
g h

er eyes w
an

der in
 th

e oth
er direction

. P
ast 

th
e H

ufflepuff table an
d tow

ard th
e fam

iliar corn
er belon

gin
g to Slyth

erin
. M

al-

foy’s deeply in
volved in

 h
is journ

al, scribblin
g w

ith
 a certain

 fury. 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e in

side of h
er lip. 

T
h

at doesn
’t n

ecessarily m
ean

 th
at h

e k
n

ow
s. A

n
y n

um
ber of th

in
gs could 

h
ave h

im
 so an

gry. 

B
ut sh

e w
atch

es h
im

 for a good m
in

ute, an
d before lon

g, h
is livid gaze slides 

in
 th

e direction
 h

ers h
as been

 all m
orn

in
g. 

H
e sh

oots th
e blissfully un

aw
are Z

ach
arias a glare th

at could freeze H
ell. H

e 

k
n

ow
s. 

“B
ollocks,” H

erm
ion

e m
um

bles to h
erself. B

ut w
h

en
 sh

e glan
ces back

 at h
er 

tablem
ates, th

ey’re starin
g at h

er. 

“W
h

at?” ask
s G

in
n

y. 

“N
o —

 n
oth

in
g. Forgot an

 assign
m

en
t, is all.” T

h
ey probably don

’t buy th
at. 

H
er traitorous eyes con

tin
ue th

eir tour of stom
ach

-droppin
g sigh

ts, fallin
g 

on
 R

on
 n

ext. H
e’s upset —

 visibly. H
is n

orm
ally carefree m

an
n

er is absen
t, an

d 

w
orst of all, h

e’s n
ot eatin

g. N
ever a good sign

. 



B
efore 

you 
report 

m
e 
for 

“com
ing 

unhinged
,” 
d
o 
m
e 
a 

favor 
and

 
consid

er 
w
hat 

you
’d
 
fucking 

d
o 
if 
your 

fucking 

girl 
w
as 
pretend

ing 
you 

w
ere 

a 
blood

y 
H
ufflepuff 

to 
save 

face? 

W
hy 

d
oesn

’t 
this 

fucking 
book 

let 
m
e 
cross 

things 
out 

anym
ore? 

She’s 
not 

m
y 
girl. 

T
hat 

w
as 

a 
gram

m
atical 

m
istake. 

B
ut 

you 
know

 
w
hat 

I
 
fucking 

m
ean. 

I
 
feel 

like 
m
y 
blood

’s 
fucking 

boiling. 

I
’m
 
thinking 

of 
d
oing 

som
ething 

stupid
. 

D
raco 

  

N
ovem

ber 1st, 1998 

 S
H

E
 R

E
A

L
IZ

E
S SH

E’S N
E

V
E

R
 P

A
ID

 M
U

C
H

 A
T

T
E

N
T

IO
N

 T
O

 H
IM

 B
E

FO
R

E. 

B
ut n

ow
 sh

e catch
es h

erself glan
cin

g sidew
ays at h

im
 every oth

er m
in

ute, as 

th
ough

 som
eth

in
g in

 h
is face w

ill give aw
ay w

h
eth

er or n
ot h

e’s h
eard yet. Sh

e 

un
derstan

ds w
h

y P
arvati th

in
k

s it’s h
im

. 

H
e’s alm

ost tall en
ough

. A
n

d blon
d, but a dark

er blon
d. 

B
ut h

is features are in
fin

itely less an
gular th

an
 M

alfoy’s —
 h

e’s alm
ost baby-

faced —
 an

d h
e’s stock

ier. L
ess aristocratic. 

Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

 is n
ot h

er type. 

It’s an
 un

fortun
ate train

 of th
ough

t. H
as h

er fallin
g dow

n
 a rabbit h

ole of 

possibilities. T
h

e possibility th
at M

alfoy’s h
er type. T

h
e possibility th

at people are 

startin
g to pale in

 com
parison

 to h
im

. 

W
h

ich
 is —

 w
h

ich
 is just absurd. 

Sh
e’s a bloody idiot. Sh

e k
n

ow
s. A

n
d for every secon

d th
at’s passed sin

ce th
e 

an
d out of h

er seat in
 an

 in
stan

t, h
eavin

g h
er in

k
-stain

ed book
 bag over h

er 

sh
oulder. 

“I’m
 goin

g to study for a w
h

ile,” sh
e says. “E

n
joy your din

n
er.” 

A
s sh

e leaves, sh
e can

’t h
elp h

er eyes from
 slidin

g over to th
e Slyth

erin
 table. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s h
e h

asn
’t b

een
 arrested. K

n
ow

s h
e doesn

’t h
ave deten

tion
 eith

er, as 

sh
e’d used th

e last of h
er bargain

in
g ch

ips w
ith

 M
cG

on
agall last n

igh
t to som

e-

h
ow

 con
vin

ce h
er th

at it w
as a m

isun
derstan

din
g. 

B
ut h

e isn
’t th

ere. 

Sh
e tries n

ot to let h
erself feel disappoin

ted. T
ries to m

ak
e h

erself see just h
ow

 

ridiculous th
at is. Sh

e sh
ould b

e relieved, if an
yth

in
g. H

e sh
ould scare h

er, at th
is 

poin
t. 

B
ut sh

e’s clearly lost w
h

atever w
as left of h

er san
ity —

 because h
e doesn

’t. 

Sh
e m

ak
es it about h

alfw
ay to th

e L
ibrary before it occurs to h

er th
at R

on
 

could go look
in

g for h
er. A

n
d h

e’s just h
um

iliated en
ough

 th
at h

e m
igh

t stan
d 

to b
e aroun

d book
s in

 order to try to apologize. 

So sh
e diverts, turn

in
g on

 h
er h

eel an
d h

eadin
g back

 dow
n

 th
e stairs. H

ead-

in
g out th

e fron
t doors of th

e castle an
d m

ak
in

g h
er w

ay to w
h

at h
as becom

e h
er 

favorite place. 

Sh
e doesn

’t adm
it to h

erself th
at sh

e’s h
opin

g h
e m

igh
t be th

ere, too —
 but 

it’s th
e on

ly w
ay to explain

 th
e flutterin

g in
 h

er stom
ach

. T
h

e w
in

gs of th
e but-

terflies sh
e h

asn
’t m

an
aged to k

ill yet. 

It’s colder th
an

 sh
e expected outside, an

d sh
e con

jures a th
ick

, k
n

itted cardi-

gan
, slippin

g h
er arm

s in
to it as sh

e m
ak

es h
er w

ay dow
n

 th
e grassy h

ill. T
h

e 

m
oon

 is pale an
d m

assive, look
in

g over th
e castle lik

e a w
h

ite eye an
d illum

in
at-

in
g h

er surroun
din

gs alm
ost as w

ell as dayligh
t. 

Sh
e w

atch
es h

er breath
 rise in

 th
e air. Folds h

er arm
s about h

erself. Sw
allow

s 

—
 w

in
ces at th

e pain
 —

 as sh
e first n

otices h
is outlin

e at th
e edge of th

e B
lack

 

L
ak

e. T
h

e flutterin
g in

 h
er stom

ach
 m

orph
s in

to a w
h

irlw
in

d. 

T
h

is is probably a terrible idea. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s h
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s th

ere. A
bout five feet aw

ay, sh
e sees h

is sh
oulders 

ten
se. Still, sh

e doesn
’t let h

erself slow
 dow

n
, doesn

’t stop un
til sh

e’s stan
din

g 



beside h
im

. 

N
eith

er w
an

ts to look
 first. 

T
h

ey stare out at th
e pitch

 black
 of th

e lak
e, listen

in
g to it lap an

d sw
ell. Sh

e 

k
n

ow
s sh

e ow
es it to h

im
 to speak

 first, but it tak
es h

er at least a full m
in

ute to 

m
ak

e h
er voice w

ork
. T

o m
ak

e it actually create soun
d. 

“H
ello,” sh

e says. H
ow

 fuckin
g ridiculous. Stupid, stupid—

 

“Y
ou again

,” is h
is respon

se. A
 statem

en
t, n

ot a question
. A

n
d h

e gives n
oth

-

in
g m

ore. 

Sh
e glan

ces dow
n

 at h
er feet, sh

ufflin
g h

er toes in
side h

er sh
oes. A

n
d th

en
 

sh
e gives in

 an
d glan

ces over at h
im

 first. 

H
e’s still facin

g forw
ard, so sh

e studies h
im

 in
 profile. H

is face is h
ealin

g, but 

slow
ly. M

adam
 P

om
frey h

as don
e h

er best to coun
teract th

e h
an

diw
ork

 of R
on

’s 

fists —
 th

e sw
ellin

g is gon
e, an

d th
e violen

t red of th
e dried blood h

as been
 

clean
ed. B

ut th
e bruises rem

ain
. O

n
e eye is circled in

 black
, lik

e a raccoon
’s. H

is 

lip is split. 

B
ut th

e lon
ger sh

e stares, th
e m

ore sh
e realizes th

at sh
e isn

’t look
in

g at th
e 

bruises. Sh
e’s follow

in
g th

e cut, an
gular lin

e of h
is jaw

. A
dm

irin
g it. Studyin

g 

th
e curve of h

is eyelash
es. 

Sh
e clears h

er th
roat an

d look
s aw

ay. “D
id —

 erm
…

did th
e en

try m
ak

e it in
 

tim
e?” 

“Is th
at w

h
y you cam

e out h
ere?” M

alfoy’s voice is un
frien

dly. T
igh

t. “For a 

‘th
an

k
 you?’” 

Sh
e bristles. “T

h
at’s n

ot —
 n

o.” Sh
e pauses. T

ak
es a m

om
en

t to stop h
erself 

from
 reactin

g poorly. “I don
’t w

an
t you to th

an
k

 m
e.” 

“I don
’t plan

 to.” 

“W
ell…

good.” 

“G
ood,” h

e says. 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
. Sh

uts it. A
re th

ey really goin
g to b

e th
is —

 th
is ch

ild-

ish
? “L

ook
, M

alfoy —
 I cam

e out h
ere to—

” 

“D
on

’t both
er.” 

 

N
ovem

ber 
1st, 

1998 

D
iary, 

O
h, 
you

’d
 
better 

be 
fucking 

kid
d
ing 

m
e. 

T
his’d

 
better 

be 
a 
very 

bad
 
joke. 

T
here’s 

no 
other 

w
ay 

to 
explain 

w
hat 

I
’ve 

just 
heard

. 

P
ansy

’s 
w
atching 

m
e 
w
rite. 

She’s 
ruined

 
m
y 
breakfast 

w
ith 

her 
juicy 

m
orning 

gossip, 
and

 
now

 
she’s 

staring 
at 

m
e 
like 

she’s 
expecting 

m
e 
to 

transform
 
into 

an 
im
p 
or 

som
ething. 

B
ut 

—
 

F
ucking 

Z
acharias? 

I
’ve 

alw
ays 

know
n 
G
ranger’s 

a 
blood

y 
m
ilksop 

w
hen 

it 
com

es 
to 

her 
fellow

 
G
ryffind

ors, 
but 

Z
A
C
H
A
R
I
A
S?! 

T
he 

fucking 
least 

she 
could

’ve 
fucking 

d
one 

w
as 

say 
I
 

w
as 
fucking 

M
cL
aggen 

—
 
or 
som

eone 
at 

least 
m
inim

ally 

less 
revolting 

than 
that 

fucking 
cand

y-arse 
H
ufflepuff 

toss-pum
p. 

I
 
w
ant 

to 
rip 

her 
fucking 

hair 
out. 

I
 
w
ant 

to 
d
o 
m
ore 

than 
that. 



“O
h

, sh
ut it, you great cow

,” G
in

n
y th

rusts a pillow
 in

 h
er direction

. M
isses 

n
arrow

ly. B
ut w

h
en

 h
er eyes fin

d H
erm

ion
e again

, th
ey’re full of curiosity, an

d 

a bit of som
eth

in
g else. “T

h
at’s w

h
o it is? Z

ach
arias Sm

ith
?” 

H
erm

ion
e stares at h

er in
 silen

ce for a lon
g m

om
en

t. 

It’s relief, sh
e realizes. T

h
at’s th

e look
 on

 h
er face. 

Sh
e’s relieved b

y th
e n

am
e. Sm

ith
 is on

e of th
e on

ly oth
er blon

d boys in
 th

eir 

year, an
d to G

in
n

y, P
arvati an

d th
e oth

ers, h
e’s th

e on
ly logical an

sw
er. T

h
e on

ly 

acceptable blon
d th

at H
erm

ion
e w

ould dare to fratern
ize w

ith
. 

A
n

d it fills H
erm

ion
e up w

ith
 so m

uch
 pan

ic an
d guilt th

at, n
o m

atter h
ow

 

m
uch

 force sh
e m

usters in
side h

erself to h
old it back

, sh
e says it an

yw
ay. 

“Y
es…

yes, it’s Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

.”

T
h

is tim
e sh

e’s audibly flustered. “Y
ou —

 I…
” 

“Y
ou sh

ould leave.” 

A
n

d just lik
e th

at, h
er calm

, diplom
atic dem

ean
or goes out th

e w
in

dow
. 

“M
alfoy,” sh

e bites out. “I didn
’t com

e out h
ere to deal w

ith
 your arrogan

ce. 

N
ow

 stop sulk
in

g an
d b

e a bloody m
an

 about th
in

gs! I’m
 tryin

g to m
ak

e 

am
en

ds.” 

M
alfoy does turn

 to h
er th

en
, sh

ow
in

g h
er th

e full exten
t of th

e bruises. H
is 

eyes tigh
ten

. “B
e a…

m
an

…
about th

in
gs?” h

e h
isses, voice deadly —

 oozin
g sar-

casm
. Sh

e regrets usin
g th

at w
ord, but sh

e can
’t back

 dow
n

 n
ow

. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says m
atter-of-factly, squarin

g h
er sh

oulders. “G
row

 up.” 

For an
 exten

ded secon
d, h

e doesn
’t m

ove an
 in

ch
 —

 all sh
e sees is th

e sligh
t-

est flick
er in

 h
is expression

. T
h

e sligh
test spark

. T
h

en
 h

e turn
s h

is body fully to 

face h
er, lean

in
g dow

n
 to close th

e eigh
t-in

ch
 gap in

 th
eir h

eigh
ts. 

“Y
ou k

n
ow

, I w
as righ

t about you, G
ran

ger,” h
e m

urm
urs, lip quirk

in
g up 

on
 on

e side, eyes sw
itch

in
g betw

een
 each

 of h
ers. Search

in
g th

em
. T

h
en

 h
e sm

iles 

fully. A
 rak

ish
, vicious, sh

arp-tooth
ed grin

. “Y
ou really are a cun

t.” 

T
h

ere’s about a h
alf-secon

d gap betw
een

 th
e tim

e it tak
es for h

er eyes to 

w
iden

 an
d th

e m
om

en
t h

er un
coordin

ated fist m
eets h

is face. 

P
ain

 explodes beh
in

d h
er k

n
uck

les, an
d sh

e staggers back
 a step or tw

o, 

sw
earin

g, just as M
alfoy does th

e sam
e, h

an
d flyin

g to h
is fresh

ly bleedin
g 

m
outh

. Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 to pun

ch
 —

 h
as on

ly don
e it on

ce before, coin
-

ciden
tally to th

e sam
e person

 —
 but th

is tim
e sh

e’s certain
 sh

e’s brok
en

 h
er 

th
um

b. 

“W
h

at th
e fuck, G

ran
ger?” h

e roars, doublin
g over an

d spittin
g blood in

to 

th
e grass. 

H
erm

ion
e is cradlin

g h
er h

an
d, h

alf-an
gry an

d h
alf-frigh

ten
ed, w

h
en

 h
e 

th
row

s h
is h

ead back
 up, repeatedly dabbin

g at th
e blood w

ith
 h

is palm
. H

is lip 

is split on
 both

 sides, n
ow

, an
d h

is eyes m
eet h

ers lik
e a ligh

tn
in

g strik
e. 

“Is th
at w

h
at you fuck

in
g th

in
k

 I n
eeded?! A

n
oth

er pun
ch

 in
 th

e fuckin
g 

face?” 

H
er on

ly th
ough

t is to defen
d h

erself. “A
t least you w

ere con
scious th

is tim
e!” 



sh
e scream

s. 

“Fuck
in

g fuck, G
ran

ger! F
uck!” H

e spits m
ore blood out, turn

in
g in

 an
gry 

sem
i-circles as th

ough
 to preven

t h
im

self from
 th

row
in

g h
er in

to th
e lak

e. 

“Y
ou called m

e a —
 a cun

t!” T
h

e w
ord tastes foreign

 on
 h

er ton
gue. ”A

gain
!” 

sh
e adds for good m

easure. 

“Y
ou w

ere fuck
in

g actin
g like on

e!” H
e roun

ds on
 h

er, approach
in

g so fast 

th
at sh

e back
pedals, in

adverten
tly steppin

g several feet in
to th

e icy sh
allow

s of 

th
e B

lack
 L

ak
e. M

alfoy follow
s h

er straigh
t in

, splash
in

g h
is w

ay th
rough

, an
d 

sudden
ly th

ey’re in
ch

es apart, th
e w

ater up to th
eir k

n
ees. “Y

ou still are!” h
e 

sh
outs righ

t in
to h

er face. H
as to h

ave th
e fin

al w
ord. 

B
lood is drippin

g from
 h

is lip dow
n

 h
is ch

in
. It glisten

s in
 th

e m
oon

ligh
t. 

A
n

d h
e stan

ds th
ere, breath

in
g an

gry puffs of steam
 as h

er feet slow
ly go n

um
b. 

N
eith

er says a w
ord for a full m

in
ute. T

h
ey on

ly stare at on
e an

oth
er. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 th

e silen
ce is brok

en
, sh

e’s th
e on

e to do it. Feels th
at th

ey’ve 

som
eh

ow
 begun

 an
 in

visible ch
ess gam

e, an
d it’s h

er m
ove. 

“A
re you proud of th

is?” sh
e ask

s quietly, liftin
g a h

an
d to trace h

er fin
gers 

over th
e curved bruise on

 h
er th

roat —
 th

e vague sh
ape of h

is palm
. 

M
alfoy’s eyes flit dow

n
. Flick

er again
 w

ith
 som

e n
ebulous em

otion
, but it’s 

gon
e too quick

ly for h
er to an

alyze. 

“N
o, G

ran
ger,” h

e an
sw

ers at last, an
d h

is ton
e still h

as th
e sligh

test edge. 

“I’m
 n

ot fuck
in

g proud.” H
is eyes sw

eep back
 up to h

ers. “B
ut I don

’t regret it, 

eith
er.” 

Saliva pools in
 h

er m
outh

. Sh
e’s trem

blin
g from

 th
e cold, but sh

e h
ardly n

o-

tices. “So you’re th
e type to h

it w
om

en
?” 

M
alfoy’s eyes n

arrow
. A

 m
uscle in

 h
is jaw

 tw
itch

es —
 an

d h
e tak

es a sudden
 

step closer, m
ak

in
g little w

aves dan
ce aroun

d h
er. Sh

e suck
s in

 a breath
, but 

doesn
’t m

ove. D
oesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y, but sh

e doesn
’t m

ove. 

“I don
’t th

in
k

 I ever h
it you, G

ran
ger,” h

e says, voice low
. A

n
d th

en
 h

is lip 

does th
at th

in
g again

 —
 tugs up on

 on
e side, an

d sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y sh

e doesn
’t 

h
ate th

e look
 of it. “B

ut you sh
ould tak

e it as a com
plim

en
t.” 

E
ven

 sh
e can

’t im
agin

e w
h

ere h
e’s goin

g w
ith

 th
is. Sh

e raises an
 eyebrow

, face 

to h
appen

 —
 w

e don
’t…

w
e aren

’t…
righ

t for each
 oth

er.” 

G
in

n
y says n

oth
in

g, w
aitin

g for h
er to fin

ish
. 

“W
e just…

” H
erm

ion
e sigh

s, settin
g aside th

e tea on
 th

e n
igh

tstan
d, “w

e 

en
ded up h

avin
g a lot in

 com
m

on
. A

n
d on

e n
igh

t, w
e’d h

ad too m
uch

 to 

drin
k

—
” 

“T
h

e n
igh

t you got th
e bruises,” G

in
n

y says —
 con

firm
s, really. 

Sh
e n

ods. “I’m
 sorry I lied to you. I didn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 to explain

.” 

“B
ut w

h
o is h

e, H
erm

ion
e? A

re you h
on

estly th
at afraid to tell m

e?” 

“Y
es,” sh

e adm
its. 

“W
h

y?” 

H
er stom

ach
 feels lik

e it’s sin
k

in
g —

 lik
e th

ere’s w
eigh

t in
 it. P

ractically a 

bow
lin

g ball. Sh
e th

in
k

s it m
igh

t b
e th

e sen
sation

 on
e feels righ

t before th
ey 

lose a frien
d. B

ut sh
e’s m

ade h
er decision

, an
d n

ow
 is a better tim

e th
an

 an
y. Sh

e 

forces th
e w

ords to rise up in
 h

er th
roat. 

“B
ecause it’s—

” 

T
h

e door to th
e dorm

itory bursts open
 an

d laugh
ter spills in

. Sh
adow

s m
ove 

from
 beh

in
d th

e b
ed curtain

s. 

“H
erm

ion
e Jean

 G
ran

ger!” som
eon

e sin
g-son

gs drun
k

en
ly —

 m
aybe P

ar-

vati. “W
h

ere are you, you w
ild m

in
x?” 

G
in

n
y pin

ch
es th

e bridge of h
er n

ose, lettin
g out a groan

. Sh
e bats aside on

e 

of th
e curtain

s, an
d h

er M
uffliato fades aw

ay. “P
av, bloody h

ell—
” 

P
arvati is arm

 in
 arm

 w
ith

 E
loise an

d R
om

ilda, w
obblin

g on
 h

er feet, face 

split w
ith

 a m
assive grin

. ”Y
ou!” sh

e an
n

oun
ces too loudly w

h
en

 sh
e sees H

erm
i-

on
e, gigglin

g an
d n

early fallin
g over before E

loise tugs h
er back

w
ard. “W

h
y 

didn
’t you tell us about you an

d Z
ach

arias?” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
s. B

lin
k

s tw
ice. O

pen
s h

er m
outh

 an
d sh

uts it as G
in

n
y 

sn
eak

s a glan
ce at h

er. 

“Z
ach

arias?” G
in

n
y ech

oes. 

“I feel betrayed!” P
arvati w

ails, an
d E

loise an
d R

om
ilda h

ush
 h

er am
idst 

m
ore giggles, w

ork
in

g h
er over tow

ards h
er bed. “W

h
ere is th

e bon
d of sister-

h
ood?” 



Sh
e sets H

erm
ion

e up again
st h

er pillow
s, th

en
 sits cross-legged in

 fron
t of 

h
er at th

e foot of th
e b

ed, draw
in

g th
e curtain

s aroun
d th

em
. Sh

e casts a quick
 

M
uffliato, sets h

er w
an

d aside an
d th

en
 fixes a pair of en

orm
ously large brow

n
 

eyes on
to H

erm
ion

e an
d w

aits. 

H
erm

ion
e says n

oth
in

g. 

“A
lrigh

t,” says G
in

n
y after about a full m

in
ute. “W

ell, w
h

o is h
e?” 

H
erm

ion
e m

ak
es a soun

d of desperation
 an

d drops h
er face in

to h
er h

an
ds, 

still stin
gin

g an
d raw

, n
ow

 sw
ollen

 from
 cryin

g. “T
h

at’s th
e w

orst question
.” 

“It can
’t be th

at bad—
” 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e’s ferven
t n

ods cut h
er off. 

“H
erm

ion
e,” G

in
n

y says soberly. “N
o on

e could b
e an

yth
in

g but h
appy th

at 

you’ve foun
d som

eon
e. I k

n
ow

 R
on

 can
 be—

” 

N
ow

 sh
e’s sh

ak
in

g h
er h

ead, an
d adam

an
tly at th

at. “Y
ou’re w

ron
g. Y

ou’re 

so, so w
ron

g.” 

“W
ell, R

on
 w

ill just h
ave to m

uck
 up an

d deal w
ith

 it.” 

“It’s n
ot just R

on
. It’ll b

e all of you. T
rust m

e, please. T
rust m

e.” A
n

d sh
e 

soun
ds m

ore n
eurotic th

an
 sh

e ever h
as. Sh

e m
ay as w

ell b
e rock

in
g back

 an
d 

forth
. 

“A
lrigh

t,” G
in

n
y h

olds up h
er h

an
ds in

 surren
der. Sh

e pick
s up h

er w
an

d an
d 

con
jures a quick

 an
d rath

er im
pressive cup of tea, h

oldin
g it out to H

erm
ion

e. 

“T
h

en
 w

e’ll start w
ith

 easier question
s.” 

H
erm

ion
e sips it w

h
ile it’s too h

ot. 

“H
ow

 did it start? A
n

d w
h

en
?” 

Sh
e speak

s aroun
d th

e cup at h
er lips, h

er breath
 disturbin

g th
e steam

 risin
g 

from
 it. “A

 little after th
e start of term

.” V
aguely, sh

e th
in

k
s h

ow
 m

uch
 th

is feels 

lik
e tw

o girls talk
in

g at a slum
ber party, ben

eath
 blan

k
ets. 

If on
ly it w

ere th
at sim

ple. 

“A
n

d it started by acciden
t, really,” sh

e con
tin

ues, starin
g in

to h
er tea. Sh

e’s 

afraid if sh
e look

s at G
in

n
y, sh

e’ll lose h
er n

erve. 

“H
ow

 does som
eth

in
g start by acciden

t?” 

H
er ton

e com
es out defen

sive —
 sh

e can
’t h

elp it. “N
eith

er of us w
an

ted th
is 

flush
in

g w
ith

 blood from
 th

e cold. W
aits for h

im
 to con

tin
ue. 

“I see you as en
ough

 of a th
reat…

” an
oth

er step closer —
 th

ere’s n
ot en

ough
 

safe space betw
een

 th
em

 n
ow

, “…
to feel th

e n
eed to use force.” 

Sh
e scoffs, rem

in
ded again

 of th
eir proxim

ity w
h

en
 th

e stran
d of h

air dan
-

glin
g across h

is foreh
ead blow

s aside w
ith

 h
er breath

. “A
 th

reat?” sh
e in

ton
es. 

B
ut h

is face doesn
’t ch

an
ge, an

d sh
e realizes all too late th

at h
e’s serious. 

“Y
es,” h

e says. “A
 th

reat.” 

“T
o w

h
at?” 

“T
o everyth

in
g I am

. E
veryth

in
g I believe in

. T
o every m

olecule an
d every 

stran
d th

at m
ak

es m
e, m

e.” H
is breath

 gusts up again
st h

er face, w
arm

 for on
ce, 

but as alw
ays tin

ged w
ith

 pepperm
in

t, an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself frozen
. “Y

eah
, 

G
ran

ger…
you’re a fuck

in
g th

reat.” 

A
n

d for a m
om

en
t, all sh

e can
 com

preh
en

d is th
e th

resh
 of th

e w
ater. L

oud 

—
 so in

credibly loud to h
er ears. 

T
h

e rest com
es in

to focus in
 h

er m
in

d slow
ly. D

azedly. 

H
is h

an
d, sw

eepin
g ben

eath
 th

e curtain
 of h

er h
air, curlin

g aroun
d th

e back
 

of h
er n

eck
, un

gen
tle, just as h

e’s alw
ays b

een
. H

is defin
itive, decisive h

uff of a 

breath
. T

h
e last sip of air sh

e’s given
 before h

is m
outh

 fin
ds h

ers. 

A
n

d all sh
e can

 th
in

k
 is…

 

T
h

is k
iss is h

atred. 

T
h

is k
iss is violen

ce an
d pain

 an
d traum

a, carefully w
rapped in

 th
e ribbon

s 

an
d bow

s th
at are h

is lips. T
h

is k
iss is h

is h
an

d aroun
d h

er th
roat an

d th
e sm

ack
 

of h
er h

ead again
st ston

e. T
h

is k
iss is th

e h
ollow

 ach
e in

 h
is stom

ach
 w

h
en

 h
e 

reach
es in

to a pock
et to fin

d th
at h

e’s b
een

 robbed of h
is secon

d ch
an

ce. 

T
h

is k
iss is agon

y. It tastes lik
e th

e blood still drippin
g from

 h
is lips —

 tan
gy 

an
d m

etallic. Its pressure is alm
ost pain

ful. H
is teeth

 pierce th
e flesh

 of h
er ow

n
 

lips. H
is fin

gers bruise. H
e m

ean
s to h

urt h
er. 

A
n

d sh
e w

an
ts to pull aw

ay. Sh
e w

an
ts to. Sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e sh
ould. 

B
ut as h

e tak
es out h

is an
ger —

 h
is pain

 an
d frustration

 —
 on

 h
er in

 a w
ay 

sh
e n

ever th
ough

t possible, sh
e realizes sh

e h
as a ch

oice. 

Sh
e h

as th
e ch

oice to sh
ove h

im
 back

. T
o w

alk
 aw

ay an
d w

ipe h
is blood from

 



h
er m

outh
 an

d to n
ever un

derstan
d. T

o turn
 h

er back
 on

 th
e un

solvable jigsaw
 

an
d leave th

e pieces aban
don

ed on
 th

e carpet. T
o clean

se th
e n

am
e of M

alfoy 

from
 h

er life w
ith

 bleach
 an

d bias. 

O
r sh

e h
as th

e ch
oice to k

iss h
im

 back
. 

Just to see if th
e pieces fit, upside dow

n
. 

H
er first touch

 is ten
tative. A

n
 un

certain
 placem

en
t of h

er palm
 on

 th
e plan

e 

of h
is ch

eek
. C

lum
sy fin

gers again
st icy sk

in
. B

ut it’s en
ough

 to disturb
 th

e pun
-

ish
in

g rh
yth

m
 of h

is lips. T
o cause a stutter in

 th
e violen

ce. 

H
e m

ak
es a soun

d —
 ton

eless an
d breath

y. A
 con

fused an
d quiet sort of gasp. 

B
ecause h

e’s been
 expectin

g h
er to stop h

im
. H

e’s b
een

 tryin
g to m

ak
e h

er. 

B
ut th

is tim
e h

e doesn
’t get to w

in
. 

Sh
e spreads h

er h
an

d out. G
row

s bold. Slides th
e oth

er back
 past h

is ear an
d 

in
to th

e deceptive softn
ess of h

is h
air. H

er h
an

d h
urts from

 pun
ch

in
g h

im
. B

ut 

sh
e pulls h

im
 closer, despite all pain

. 

A
n

d sudden
ly th

e pieces fit. 

H
is pressure w

eak
en

s —
 pulls back

. H
is teeth

 free th
e tortured flesh

 of h
er 

bottom
 lip, an

d h
is h

an
d falls from

 th
e n

ape of h
er n

eck
. Fin

ds th
e sm

all of h
er 

back
, sudden

ly soft an
d un

certain
. B

arely touch
in

g. 

A
n

d h
e becom

es m
alleable. G

ives h
er th

e turn
 sh

e’s earn
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e stretch

es up on
to th

e n
um

b tips of h
er toes un

derw
ater, draggin

g 

h
is h

ead dow
n

 to m
eet h

er h
alfw

ay. Sh
e lick

s th
e blood clean

 from
 h

er lips an
d 

th
en

 search
es for h

is. Fin
ds th

em
 sudden

ly tim
id. M

otion
less. 

A
n

d sh
e k

isses h
im

 w
ith

 all th
e gen

tlen
ess sh

e k
n

ow
s h

e’s n
ever been

 given
. 

C
rosses h

er w
rists beh

in
d h

is n
eck

 an
d buries h

erself in
 h

im
, lettin

g go of in
h

i-

bition
s an

d w
arn

in
gs an

d self-preservation
. Sh

e run
s h

er ton
gue alon

e th
e 

sm
ooth

 lin
e of h

is teeth
, ask

in
g perm

ission
 —

 w
aitin

g as h
e open

s for h
er, an

d 

th
eir ton

gues m
eet lik

e old frien
ds. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 M

alfoy w
ak

es from
 h

is sh
ock

, h
e’s k

issin
g h

er back
 w

ith
out vio-

len
ce. W

ith
 violen

ce of a differen
t sort en

tirely. W
ith

 passion
, an

d yet restrain
t. 

W
ith

 desire. 

H
is h

an
ds fist in

 th
e th

ick
 fabric of h

er cardigan
, bun

ch
in

g it up aroun
d h

er 

It m
ak

es h
er pause m

id-step. 

“A
n

d you’ve got h
im

 w
rapped aroun

d your little fin
ger.” 

 <
 

N
ott’s w

ords ech
o in

 h
er h

ead as sh
e struggles to w

ash
 th

e n
igh

tm
arish

 rem
ain

s 

of th
e m

ak
e-up from

 h
er face. Sh

e’s scrubbin
g at it th

e M
uggle w

ay —
 doesn

’t 

feel lik
e usin

g m
agic. W

an
ts to k

eep h
er h

an
ds busy an

d h
er m

in
d occupied. B

ut 

it isn
’t w

ork
in

g. 

“Y
ou’ve got h

im
 w

rapped aroun
d your little fin

ger…
” 

Surely, h
e can

’t b
e serious. T

h
e on

ly person
 sh

e can
 possibly picture h

avin
g 

M
alfoy in

 such
 a position

 is h
is fath

er. T
h

e im
plication

 th
at sh

e could h
ave such

 

an
 effect on

 h
im

 is…
w

ell, it’s ludicrous. 

M
alfoy’s left streak

s of w
h

ite on
 h

er upper lip. Sh
e scrubs at th

em
 th

e h
ardest, 

un
til h

er face feels raw
 an

d itch
y. 

T
h

e dorm
itory’s b

een
 em

pty for too lon
g as it is, an

d w
h

en
 at last sh

e h
ears 

th
e door open

, sh
e’s expectin

g it, even
 as a th

ick
 dread settles in

 h
er vein

s. 

“‘M
ion

e?” sh
e h

ears —
 it’s G

in
n

y. 

“In
 h

ere,” sh
e says, turn

in
g th

e sin
k

 faucet off, resign
ed. 

G
in

n
y appears in

 th
e doorw

ay, an
d th

e accusatory expression
 H

erm
ion

e’s ex-

pectin
g isn

’t th
ere. In

 its place, con
cern

. M
ore th

an
 sh

e’s accustom
ed to. 

“A
re you alrigh

t?” sh
e ask

s, toyin
g w

ith
 h

er lovely red braid. 

H
erm

ion
e n

ods m
utely. Sh

e’s alm
ost n

um
b. T

h
is con

versation
 is lon

g over-

due, an
d w

h
ile sh

e feels sh
e’s spen

t w
eek

s reh
earsin

g it, sh
e still isn

’t prepared. 

C
learly n

ot, because th
e first w

ords out of h
er m

outh
 are: “Y

ou’ll h
ate m

e.” 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e’s burstin

g in
to tears —

 loud, path
etic sob

s, an
d as th

ey stream
 

dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s h

er stom
ach

 sin
k

s in
 h

orror. It seem
s sh

e’s far from
 n

um
b

, an
d 

th
is isn

’t h
ow

 sh
e w

an
ted it to go at all. 

B
ut G

in
n

y’s an
 in

ch
 from

 h
er in

 a h
eartbeat, gath

erin
g h

er up an
d pressin

g 

h
er w

et face in
to th

e sh
oulder of h

er gow
n

. “B
loody h

ell, ‘M
ion

e,” sh
e says. 

“T
h

at’s th
e m

ost ridiculous th
in

g I’ve ever h
eard.” A

n
d w

ith
 a sad laugh

, sh
e’d 

leadin
g h

er out of th
e bath

room
 tow

ard h
er four-poster. 



doesn
’t k

n
ow

. C
learly, h

e k
n

ew
 M

alfoy’s costum
e ton

igh
t, but sh

e w
ouldn

’t h
ave 

pin
n

ed h
im

 to b
e am

on
g th

e top ten
 m

ost upset by th
eir action

s. 

H
e’d h

ave to w
ait in

 lin
e. 

“W
h

atever bollock
s you’re tryin

g to pull w
ith

 M
alfoy h

ad best stop n
ow

.” 

“W
h

o are you? H
is fath

er? W
h

at does it m
atter to you?” Sh

e lurch
es up tw

o 

steps to get ah
ead of h

im
, but h

e catch
es up quick

ly. Sh
e realizes sh

e sh
ould be 

w
orried th

at h
e k

n
ow

s, even
 if h

e seem
s to b

e th
e on

ly on
e. T

h
at’s on

e m
ore 

m
outh

 to k
eep sh

ut. 

A
 silen

t fury builds in
 h

er stom
ach

 at M
alfoy. T

h
e n

ext tim
e sh

e sees h
im

, sh
e 

sw
ears sh

e’ll—
 

“L
ik

e I’ve said before, G
ran

ger —
 I’m

 h
is C

rutch
. A

n
d I w

on
’t h

ave you 

fuck
in

g w
ith

 h
is h

ead an
y m

ore th
an

 you already h
ave. W

h
atever you’re doin

g, 

tryin
g to m

ak
e h

im
 trust you an

d w
h

at n
ot, put a fuck

in
g en

d to it. N
ow

.” 

Sh
e stops sh

ort, so quick
ly N

ott alm
ost trips. “M

ak
in

g h
im

 trust m
e?” Sh

e 

pin
s h

im
 w

ith
 w

h
at sh

e h
opes is a vicious glare. 

“Y
eah

, G
ran

ger. T
h

at’s w
h

at I th
in

k
 you’re fuck

in
g doin

g. E
ith

er th
at, or 

th
is is som

e path
etic ’R

eh
abilitate th

e D
eath

 E
aters’ project of yours. W

h
ich

ever 

w
ay, I k

n
ow

 you’ll com
e out look

in
g lik

e th
e h

ero, an
d h

e’ll en
d up in

 A
zk

aban
 

or w
orse.” 

N
ott’s speech

 surprises h
er. It tak

es h
er a m

om
en

t to form
 an

y respon
se at all, 

an
d w

h
en

 sh
e does, it com

es am
idst stutterin

g scoffs an
d h

uffs. 

“I —
 you…

w
h

at on
 E

arth
 are you on

 about? A
zkaban

? A
 bloody k

iss w
ill 

h
ardly put a m

an
 in

 A
zk

aban
.” 

N
ott’s th

ick
 brow

s con
verge over h

is eyes. H
is gaze dark

en
s. “T

h
at w

asn
’t just 

a k
iss, G

ran
ger. W

e’ve establish
ed n

eith
er of us are idiots.” 

Sh
e sn

iffs. T
ries to plaster an

 im
passive expression

 on
to h

er face, even
 as h

is 

w
ords m

ak
e h

er th
in

k
 m

ore th
an

 sh
e w

an
ts to. “Y

ou’re drun
k

,” sh
e says. “Sleep 

it off. A
n

d if you’re th
is upset, w

h
y don

’t you speak
 to your bloody C

rutch
 about 

it? H
e’s th

e on
e causin

g all th
e trouble.” 

Sh
e storm

s off ah
ead, an

d h
e doesn

’t follow
. B

ut h
e calls after h

er, “O
h

, I 

h
ave, G

ran
ger.” 

w
aist, an

d h
e drags h

er again
st h

im
. A

 w
elcom

e w
arm

th
 in

 th
e cold. 

H
e’s n

ever felt w
arm

 un
til n

ow
. 

T
h

e w
ater ripples ben

eath
 th

em
. H

e lifts h
er —

 un
expectedly, expertly. B

elts 

an
 arm

 ben
eath

 h
er as h

er legs en
circle h

is w
aist in

stin
ctively. Sh

e gasps, an
d th

e 

friction
 is treach

erous. T
orturous. Sublim

e. 

N
ow

 th
ey’re on

 a level playin
g field. A

n
d as h

e slan
ts h

is m
outh

 over h
ers, sh

e 

forgets th
e taste of blood an

d th
e ach

e of th
e bruises ben

eath
 h

er ch
in

. Forgets 

th
e past, if on

ly for just a m
om

en
t. 

Forgets to h
ate h

im
. 

H
is ch

eek
s are dam

p. Sh
e tastes th

e salt of stray tears, an
d for th

e first tim
e 

sh
e realizes th

at M
alfoy is capable of th

em
. 

A
n

d sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at —

 n
o m

atter w
h

at h
e does to h

er —
 sh

e w
ill n

ever tell a 

soul.



 

O
ctober 

7th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

I
t 
d
oesn

’t 
m
ean 

anything. 

D
raco 

  

O
ctober 9th

, 1998 

 T
H

E
 B

R
U

ISE
S A

R
E

 FA
D

IN
G

, A
T

 L
O

N
G

 L
A

ST. 

Sh
e catch

es sigh
t of h

erself in
 th

e m
irror n

ext to M
adam

 P
om

frey’s office, 

on
 h

er w
ay out of th

e H
ospital W

in
g an

d back
 to h

er dorm
itory. Fin

ds th
em

 

n
early gon

e. T
h

e m
ark

s of h
is fin

gertips are yellow
in

g, an
d th

e love bites h
ave 

van
ish

ed en
tirely. 

N
ow

 th
e on

ly bruises left to h
eal are th

e on
es on

 h
er lips, from

 th
e n

igh
t by 

th
e L

ak
e. 

Sh
e h

asten
s aw

ay. T
ries to push

 back
 th

e w
h

irlw
in

d of m
em

ories as sh
e as-

cen
ds th

e first fligh
t of stairs, on

ly to fail. A
n

d m
iserably, at th

at. 

It’s so h
ard n

ot to th
in

k
 about it. E

very tim
e sh

e speak
s or m

oves h
er lips, a 

soren
ess bites back

, an
d sh

e rem
em

bers th
e pressure th

at started out so un
pleas-

an
t an

d becam
e so exquisite. Sh

e rem
em

bers th
e n

um
b

 ach
e in

 h
er feet, h

ypo-

th
erm

ic —
 stiff. T

h
ey rem

ain
ed a bluish

 purple lon
g after sh

e left th
e lak

e. It 

took
 h

er h
ours, in

 th
e dead of th

e n
igh

t, to w
ork

 feelin
g back

 in
to th

em
 in

 th
e 

dorm
itory bath

room
, usin

g a con
jured tub. 

M
alfoy n

ever sh
ivered, sh

e realizes. N
ot on

ce. 

B
y th

e th
ird staircase, sh

e’s th
in

k
in

g about th
e w

ay h
e breath

ed. A
 lon

g, 

steadyin
g breath

, w
arm

 again
st h

er m
outh

 —
 th

e on
e h

e let out just before 

 

O
ctober 31st, 1998 

 

S
H

E
 W

IP
E

S H
E

R
 M

O
U

T
H

. Sm
ears w

h
at is lik

ely already sm
udges of black

 all over 

h
er lips an

d ch
in

. T
h

e gazes of h
er peers are h

eavy —
 alm

ost pain
fully so —

 an
d 

sh
e feels all sh

e can
 do is clear h

er th
roat, straigh

ten
 h

er corset an
d stride quick

ly 

from
 th

e H
all. 

T
h

e cool air outside th
e gold doors sen

ds a ch
ill th

rough
 h

er blood, an
d sh

e 

sh
ivers as sh

e m
ak

es h
er w

ay tow
ard th

e G
ran

d Staircase. H
er ch

eek
s are flam

in
g, 

h
er h

eart th
uddin

g lik
e a m

allet in
 h

er ch
est. Footsteps ech

o beh
in

d h
er. 

Som
eon

e is h
ot on

 h
er h

eels. 

“G
in

n
y, please—

” Sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d, breath
less, on

ly to see T
h

eodore N
ott 

ch
argin

g up th
e steps after h

er. 

“W
h

at th
e fuck

 are you playin
g at, G

ran
ger?” 

H
e’s n

ot w
h

o sh
e expected, an

d sh
e’s un

prepared. “N
ott?” sh

e says stupidly, 

alm
ost in

 a daze. 

H
e stops on

 th
e step below

 h
er, costum

eless, sm
ellin

g of alcoh
ol. H

is face is 

pin
k

 w
ith

 it, an
d also w

ith
 an

ger. “A
n

sw
er m

e,” h
e sn

aps. So h
e isn

’t drun
k

 

en
ough

 to slur. 

Sh
e gath

ers a breath
. Speak

s prim
ly, w

ith
 m

ore focus. “I don
’t un

derstan
d th

e 

question
.” A

n
d sh

e’s grateful h
er voice com

es out steady. T
urn

in
g, sh

e resum
es 

h
er m

arch
 up th

e staircase, tryin
g to calm

 th
e trem

ble in
 h

er fin
gertips, w

h
ich

 

is en
tirely M

alfoy’s doin
g. 

B
ut N

ott follow
s h

er up, m
atch

in
g h

er stride an
d tak

in
g each

 step sim
ulta-

n
eously. “D

on
’t play dum

b
, G

ran
ger —

 you’ve n
ever been

 an
 idiot.” 

“N
eith

er h
ave you, so I’d assum

e you can
 tell w

h
en

 som
eon

e’s tellin
g th

e 

truth
,” sh

e quips, refusin
g to look

 at h
im

. W
h

at h
e h

as to do w
ith

 an
yth

in
g, sh

e 



en
ch

an
tm

en
t on

 h
is lips. 

B
ecause it’s lik

e a drug. 

H
er protests die in

 h
er m

outh
, h

er figh
tin

g h
an

ds go lim
p again

st h
im

, on
ly 

to com
e back

 to life to slide up to h
is sh

oulders. H
er eyes fall sh

ut an
d all sh

e 

k
n

ow
s is h

is taste. M
in

t an
d th

e bitter tan
g of th

e w
h

ite m
ak

e-up on
 h

is lips —
 

th
e black

 on
 h

ers. 

O
n

e of h
is h

an
ds dives low

 —
 sw

eeps across th
e expan

se of h
er th

igh
. H

ook
s 

it up aroun
d h

is h
ip. Sh

e gasps, an
d h

e tak
es th

e opportun
ity to reun

ite th
eir 

ton
gues. Fam

iliar old frien
ds. 

Sh
e’s lost in

 ob
livion

 for th
e rem

ain
der of th

e dan
ce, on

ly com
in

g to h
er 

sen
ses w

h
en

 th
e m

usic dies aw
ay, as does th

e soun
d of sw

ish
in

g sk
irts an

d poun
d-

in
g sh

oes. It’s over. 

B
reak

in
g aw

ay from
 h

is lips is lik
e pullin

g aw
ay from

 a m
agn

et. G
ravity is 

again
st h

er. B
ut w

h
en

 sh
e m

an
ages, flush

ed an
d pan

tin
g, h

er th
igh

 still gripped 

tigh
t in

 h
is gloved h

an
d, it on

ly tak
es on

e glan
ce to k

n
ow

 th
ey’re th

e cen
ter of 

atten
tion

. 

Q
uick

ly, sh
e detan

gles h
erself from

 h
im

, goin
g redder still from

 th
e stares. 

Sh
e rem

em
bers sh

e sh
ould b

e furious. B
ut as h

er face m
orph

s in
to a glare an

d 

h
er m

outh
 open

s, M
alfoy cuts h

er off. 

“D
on

’t expect m
e to apologize.” 

A
n

d h
e surges forth

 on
ce m

ore to brush
 h

is n
ose up again

st h
er n

eck
 —

 to 

clam
p h

is teeth
 dow

n
 on

 th
e still ten

der expan
se in

 fron
t of everyon

e, rippin
g a 

h
oarse, little sh

riek
 from

 h
er m

outh
. 

T
h

en
 h

e’s back
in

g aw
ay. “I’m

 n
ot sorry,” h

e says, voice even
. D

ark
. 

A
n

d h
e disappears in

to th
e dark

n
ess of th

e G
reat H

all, lost am
on

gst th
e 

crow
d —

 leavin
g h

er alon
e at th

e cen
ter of dozen

s of w
ide eyes.

steppin
g back

. Steppin
g aw

ay. W
ith

out an
oth

er w
ord, h

e’d turn
ed an

d gon
e, 

leavin
g h

er w
ith

 n
oth

in
g but a lin

gerin
g glan

ce an
d m

ore bruises to atten
d to. 

Sh
e h

as n
ot spok

en
 to h

im
 sin

ce, an
d each

 tim
e sh

e sn
eak

s a glan
ce, sh

e fin
ds h

is 

eyes averted. 

Stupidly, sh
e w

on
ders if it’ll alw

ays b
e th

is w
ay. Stupidly —

 because th
ere is 

n
o alw

ays. T
h

ere is n
o it. Sh

e h
as ch

alk
ed th

ese up to fluk
es. M

urph
y’s L

aw
 in

 

practice. R
an

dom
, scien

tific ph
en

om
en

a. T
h

e collision
 of tw

o ch
aotic bodies 

am
idst m

ore surroun
din

g ch
aos. N

oth
in

g else w
ould m

ak
e h

er crave M
alfoy’s 

touch
 —

 an
d vice versa. 

M
alfoy is a copin

g m
ech

an
ism

. 

Still, b
y th

e fifth
 staircase th

ese th
ough

ts are gon
e an

d sh
e’s on

ce m
ore el-

bow
-deep in

 m
em

ories. 

  

O
ctober 17th

, 1998 

 Q
U

ID
D

IT
C

H
. 

Is th
ere an

y poin
t at all? 

T
o b

e fair, sh
e’s n

ever en
joyed th

e sport, but n
ow

 m
ore so th

an
 ever it feels 

utterly m
ean

in
gless. L

ik
e puttin

g a ban
daid on

 a k
n

ife w
oun

d —
 in

 th
eory, it 

could h
elp, on

 a m
uch

 sm
aller in

jury. 

B
ut Q

uidditch
 is a ban

daid on
 th

e already-dead body of H
ogw

arts. If even
 

H
arry can

’t brin
g h

im
self to play, sh

e w
on

ders w
h

y th
ey still h

ave m
atch

es at all. 

T
h

at bein
g said, sh

e som
eh

ow
 fin

ds h
erself in

 th
e stan

ds th
is aftern

oon
. 

G
in

n
y’s pressured h

er in
to com

in
g alon

g, guiltin
g h

er un
der th

e guise of, ”Y
ou 

just don
’t seem

 to h
ave…

recovered. Y
ou know

 —
 from

…
” 

From
 th

e in
ciden

t w
ith

 M
alfoy. If on

ly G
in

n
y k

n
ew

 h
ow

 m
an

y m
ore in

ci-

den
ts th

ere w
ere. 

Still, sh
e w

an
ted off th

e subject, so sh
e relen

ted. 

A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e’s in

 th
e cold, w

in
dy G

ryffin
dor stan

ds on
 th

e left side of th
e 

pitch
, w

atch
in

g a rath
er un

excitin
g m

atch
 betw

een
 m

ostly Fourth
 an

d Fifth
 

Y
ears. T

h
e m

ajority of studen
ts older th

an
 th

at h
ave opted out, follow

in
g H

arry’s 



lead. It seem
s th

ey can
 drin

k
, laugh

 an
d b

e m
erry, but Q

uidditch
 is crossin

g th
e 

lin
e. So far, all H

erm
ion

e h
as learn

ed th
is year is th

at copin
g m

ech
an

ism
s m

ak
e 

very little sen
se. 

Sh
e sits, disin

terested, am
on

gst a large group of Seven
th

 Y
ears, san

dw
ich

ed 

betw
een

 G
in

n
y an

d Seam
us —

 w
h

o sh
e h

as n
ot forgiven

. B
ut sh

e couldn
’t very 

w
ell go h

exin
g h

im
 in

to ob
livion

 w
ith

out explain
in

g w
h

y, an
d th

ere w
as abso-

lutely n
o ch

an
ce of th

at. 

So sh
e’s bearin

g h
er fury in

 silen
ce an

d sour side-glan
ces. 

Sigh
in

g, sh
e w

atch
es as th

e gam
e pauses yet again

 due to a foul —
 th

ese 

Fourth
 Y

ears really are rubbish
 at Q

uidditch
. D

oubly so, con
siderin

g even
 sh

e 

can
 tell, an

d sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 th

e rules. Sh
e realizes th

at th
e on

ly th
in

g th
at 

really m
ade Q

uidditch
 bearable w

as ch
eerin

g H
arry on

. 

W
ell, th

at an
d w

atch
in

g M
alfoy get k

n
ock

ed off h
is broom

 every n
ow

 an
d 

again
 by th

e W
easley tw

in
s. 

H
er h

eart sw
ells in

 tw
o direction

s —
 pain

fully, con
fusin

gly. A
ch

es at th
e 

th
ough

t of Fred, an
d yet in

explicably w
arm

s an
d excites at th

e th
ough

t of M
al-

foy. A
n

d sh
e’s so disappoin

ted in
 h

erself th
at sh

e tries to ch
ase th

e ach
e in

stead. 

Sh
e drops h

er ch
in

 on
to h

er fist, alm
ost goin

g cross-eyed as sh
e refocuses on

 

th
e slow

-m
ovin

g m
atch

. T
h

e blurry blues an
d reds of th

e Q
uidditch

 un
iform

s 

zip past h
er lin

e of sigh
t, an

d slow
ly, h

er gaze m
oves to th

e sh
adow

y sh
apes of 

H
ogsm

eade’s roofs in
 th

e distan
ce. 

Sh
e’s busy coun

tin
g ch

im
n

eys w
h

en
 sh

e first sees it. 

It m
ak

es h
er blin

k
 —

 clear h
er eyes, an

d for a m
om

en
t sh

e th
in

k
s sh

e’s seen
 

a fleck
 of dust or th

e blur of som
eth

in
g caugh

t in
 h

er eyelash
. B

ut th
en

, secon
ds 

later, sh
e sees it again

. 

In
 th

e distan
ce, just before H

ogsm
eade —

 som
ew

h
ere alon

g th
e barrier of 

th
e G

roun
ds —

 sh
e sees a ripple in

 th
e air. L

ik
e a m

irage. It w
aves th

e w
ay a body 

of w
ater does, w

h
en

 a pebble is tossed in
to its depth

s. A
 sm

all, con
trolled section

 

of th
e atm

osph
ere. 

Sh
e sits up straigh

t. Stares. 

R
on

 h
ook

 elbow
s an

d sk
ip aroun

d. 

H
e’s tak

in
g th

is too far. H
e’s toyin

g w
ith

 h
er. 

A
n

d h
e’s goin

g to get th
em

 caugh
t. 

T
h

e circles split back
 in

to lin
es for th

e fin
al portion

 of th
e dan

ce, an
d sh

e 

th
in

k
s sh

e does a careful job of position
in

g h
erself to be paired up w

ith
 eith

er 

R
on

 or H
arry. 

“A
lrigh

t, H
erm

ion
e?” L

un
a ask

s dream
ily, h

avin
g n

oticed h
er sm

ile m
issin

g. 

Sh
e turn

s to an
sw

er, on
ly to h

ave th
e dan

ce ch
arge forth

 before sh
e’s ready. 

T
h

e lin
es m

eet in
 th

e m
iddle, an

d it’s absolutely im
possible th

at sh
e’s m

iscal-

culated th
is badly. Im

possible. W
h

ich
 m

ean
s M

alfoy slid h
im

self betw
een

 R
on

 

an
d H

arry at th
e last m

in
ute. 

M
ak

in
g h

im
 h

er partn
er. 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
 to say god k

n
ow

s w
h

at, but h
e sh

ock
s h

er in
to silen

ce 

b
y lacin

g h
is fin

gers th
rough

 th
e cin

ch
ed fron

t of h
er corset an

d yan
k

in
g h

er up 

again
st h

im
. W

ith
 a gasp, h

er h
an

ds fly to h
is ch

est, in
stin

ctively tryin
g to push

 

aw
ay. 

“A
re you m

ad? W
h

at are you doin
g?” 

M
alfoy’s oth

er h
an

d sw
eeps dow

n
 to h

er low
er back

, pullin
g h

er closer yet, 

an
d sh

e goes abruptly still. 

“T
o an

sw
er your question

 from
 before,” h

e says, voice low
 as h

e begin
s to 

tw
irl h

er about in
 th

e dan
ce’s fin

al w
altz, “n

o.” 

“N
o w

h
at?” sh

e breath
es, lim

p in
 h

is grasp, forgettin
g all th

e steps. H
er eyes 

flit to oth
er couples as h

e leads, tryin
g to see w

h
eth

er th
ey’re bein

g w
atch

ed. 

B
ut M

alfoy stops th
em

 sh
ort just th

en
, draggin

g h
er close on

ce m
ore so sh

e’s 

flush
 again

st h
im

. It forces h
er breath

 to build at th
e top of h

er ch
est, an

d sh
e 

stares up at h
im

, lips parted, ch
eek

s flam
in

g, h
eart poun

din
g. 

“N
o —

 I don
’t th

in
k

 w
e’ve don

e n
early en

ough
 to each

 oth
er.” 

A
n

d th
en

 h
is h

an
ds fan

 out again
st h

er w
aist, yan

k
in

g h
er h

ips in
, an

d h
e 

sw
eeps dow

n
 to capture h

er m
outh

. A
 h

elpless squeak
 of protest is th

e last th
in

g 

sh
e can

 m
an

age. 

A
n

d of all th
in

gs, sh
e m

ak
es a m

en
tal n

ote to ask
 w

h
eth

er h
e’s placed an

 



th
an

 sh
e’d h

oped. Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to spoil it. So sh
e offers h

im
 a sm

all sm
ile, 

an
d in

 turn
 h

is face ligh
ts up. 

T
h

e couples portion
 is slow

er. E
ach

 pair m
eets at th

e m
iddle of th

e circle, 

touch
in

g palm
s an

d revolvin
g aroun

d on
e an

oth
er before m

ovin
g back

 in
to th

e 

circle. A
fter each

 turn
, th

ey all grab h
an

ds an
d gallop togeth

er coun
terclock

w
ise 

—
 a part th

at used to m
ak

e h
er laugh

. 

Seam
us m

an
ages to force it out of h

er ton
igh

t, too, b
y rapidly in

creasin
g th

e 

speed beyon
d its capacity an

d turn
in

g th
eir spin

n
in

g circle in
to som

eth
in

g of a 

ceilin
g fan

 catastroph
e. 

A
fter all th

e couples h
ave m

et in
 th

e m
iddle, th

e m
an

y circles com
e togeth

er 

again
 as a w

h
ole, an

d th
ey repeat th

e portion
 w

ith
 th

e lin
es. Sh

e fin
ds h

erself 

laugh
in

g w
ith

 G
in

n
y an

d L
un

a as th
ey break

 from
 th

e origin
al ch

oreograph
y 

an
d perform

 a devolved, drun
k

en
 m

ess of th
e can

-can
. 

T
h

e First Y
ears are trippin

g all over th
em

selves tryin
g to rem

em
ber th

e steps, 

an
d th

e older studen
ts are bein

g n
o h

elp, h
erself in

cluded. C
ouples get jum

bled 

an
d rearran

ged as th
ey divide in

to circles again
, an

d th
is tim

e D
ean

 is gon
e an

d 

R
on

 is paired w
ith

 L
un

a. H
arry laugh

s th
e w

ay h
e used to w

h
en

 h
e’s th

row
n

 in
to 

th
e m

ix w
ith

 Seam
us, an

d it m
ak

es H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart sw
ell. G

in
n

y an
d N

eville 

sk
ip th

e touch
in

g of palm
s an

d grab
 h

an
ds to spin

 in
 a raucous pin

w
h

eel. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e’s laugh

in
g freely as sh

e rush
es forth

 for h
er turn

, on
ly to re-

alize th
at if R

on
’s paired w

ith
 L

un
a, th

en
—

 

A
 m

ask
 of black

 an
d w

h
ite fills h

er view
 as M

alfoy steps up to m
eet h

er. H
er 

laugh
ter is suck

ed up an
d out of h

er th
roat as th

ough
 b

y a vacuum
. 

Sh
e glan

ces n
ervously to th

e side, fin
din

g con
fused faces, but n

on
e of disgust. 

T
h

ey don
’t recogn

ize h
im

. 

M
alfoy’s tak

in
g h

er h
an

d before sh
e h

as tim
e to prepare h

erself, an
d h

e 

sw
eeps h

er in
to a spin

, tw
irlin

g h
er on

ce —
 tw

ice. Sh
e roots h

er h
eel in

to th
e 

groun
d, stoppin

g to h
iss at h

im
 in

 a w
h

isper, “W
h

at are you doin
g?” before th

ey 

step back
 from

 on
e an

oth
er an

d rejoin
 th

e circle. 

H
is face is im

passive as ever, sk
eletal lips quirk

ed up to on
e side —

 th
e on

ly 

eviden
ce h

e’s en
joyin

g th
is. Sh

e glares at h
im

 over L
un

a’s sh
oulder as sh

e an
d 

H
er breath

 stops in
 h

er th
roat. 

It’s th
e w

ards. 

N
ot a m

om
en

t later, sh
e h

ears h
erself m

ak
in

g an
 excuse about a h

eadach
e. 

“N
ot again

, ‘M
ion

e,” G
in

n
y calls after h

er, but sh
e’s already cuttin

g across 

th
e stan

ds tow
ard th

e staircase. 

A
s sh

e m
ak

es h
er w

ay dow
n

 an
d out of th

e P
itch

, trippin
g over h

er ow
n

 feet, 

sh
e tries to rem

em
ber everyth

in
g sh

e’s ever learn
ed about w

ards. T
h

in
k

s back
 to 

Flitw
ick

’s lesson
s an

d th
e Forest of D

ean
. 

P
rotective en

ch
an

tm
en

ts are n
ot h

er best sk
ill. B

ut sh
e k

n
ow

s en
ough

. 

A
n

 un
corrupted w

ard sh
ould n

ever ripple lik
e th

at. 

Sh
e m

ak
es a beelin

e for M
cG

on
agall’s office. 

In
 th

e m
on

th
s follow

in
g th

e W
ar, sh

e’d read in
 th

e P
roph

et th
at M

cG
on

a-

gall h
erself h

ad recast th
e w

ards durin
g H

ogw
arts’ recon

struction
. A

n
d if th

ey 

w
ere M

cG
on

agall’s, th
ey w

ouldn
’t b

e easy w
ards to tam

per w
ith

. 

A
 flick

er of a very specific type of fear com
es to life in

side h
er —

 on
e sh

e 

h
asn

’t felt sin
ce H

arry cast h
is fin

al spell th
at day. It’s th

e fear th
at k

ept h
er goin

g 

w
h

ile th
ey w

ere on
 th

e run
. T

h
e fear th

at k
eep h

er alive, k
ept h

er w
ary of th

e 

possibility of dan
ger at every turn

. 

For a lon
g w

h
ile, it’d becom

e som
eth

in
g sh

e’d expected to feel every day. Just 

lik
e h

un
ger or exh

austion
 or an

y oth
er n

atural sen
sation

. 

It can
n

ot b
e a good sign

 th
at it’s back

. 

T
h

rough
out th

e C
astle, decoration

s for H
allow

een
 are bein

g placed alon
g 

th
e w

alls by H
ouse E

lves an
d professors, but sh

e h
ardly n

otices as sh
e sk

irts past 

th
em

. Sh
e doesn

’t stop to w
on

der w
h

eth
er th

is adren
alin

e sh
e’s feelin

g is h
ealth

y, 

or even
 n

ecessary. P
erh

aps it’s th
e path

etic joy th
at com

es w
ith

 feelin
g useful —

 

lik
e sh

e’s doin
g som

eth
in

g th
at m

ak
es a differen

ce. 

A
fter th

e W
ar, n

oth
in

g in
 daily life h

as quite m
easured up. Subcon

sciously, 

sh
e con

siders sh
e m

igh
t n

ow
 h

ave a perm
an

en
t attraction

 to dan
ger. 

T
h

at w
ould explain

 M
alfoy. 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

im
 aw

ay an
d pick

s up h
er pace, h

eart racin
g. B

ut h
er brief excite-

m
en

t is cut sh
ort w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ds th
e w

ards in
 fron

t of M
cG

on
agall’s office 



glow
in

g gold. 

Sh
e’s m

eetin
g w

ith
 som

eon
e else. 

H
erm

ion
e practically sk

ids to a h
alt before th

e statue of th
e griffin

, sudden
ly 

h
avin

g n
o outlet for th

e en
ergy coursin

g th
rough

 h
er vein

s. 

Sh
e paces in

 th
e foyer in

 fron
t of th

e statue for good ten
 m

in
utes, flexin

g h
er 

h
an

ds in
 an

d out of fists, feelin
g restless —

 an
xious. A

 w
eak

en
ed w

ard could 

break
 at an

y m
om

en
t. A

n
yth

in
g tryin

g to get in
 from

 th
e oth

er side could’ve 

already don
e so. 

It spark
s th

at flick
er of fam

iliar fear, an
d a m

om
en

t later sh
e’s racin

g back
 

th
e w

ay sh
e’s com

e, feet slappin
g again

st th
e flagston

e, feelin
g for h

er w
an

d in
 

h
er pock

et. Sh
e’s past th

e ch
ildh

ood n
eeds for an

 adult to set th
in

gs righ
t. 

Sh
e’s been

 th
rough

 a w
ar. Sh

e can
 h

an
dle th

in
gs h

erself. 

<
 

H
erm

ion
e’s paced th

e th
irty yards or so adjacen

t to th
e Q

uidditch
 P

itch
 for over 

a h
alf h

our. T
raced h

er view
 from

 th
e stan

ds to w
h

ere sh
e saw

 th
e m

irage in
 fron

t 

of H
ogsm

eade several tim
es. 

A
n

d sh
e’s foun

d n
oth

in
g. 

T
h

e ripplin
g sh

e saw
 is n

ow
h

ere to b
e foun

d. U
pon

 testin
g th

e w
ards w

ith
 h

er 

ow
n

 w
an

d, sh
e’s discovered th

em
 to b

e in
tact. 

B
ut sh

e isn
’t m

ad. Isn
’t h

allucin
atin

g. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s w
h

at sh
e saw

. 

A
n

d it both
ers h

er so m
uch

, sh
e stays out th

ere un
til w

ell after dark
. 

    

O
ctober 31st, 1998 

 S
H

E
 D

ID
N

’T
 W

A
N

T
 T

O
 C

O
M

E. 

N
eith

er did H
arry, as it turn

s out, an
d yet th

an
k

s to G
in

n
y —

 h
ere th

ey both
 

are. In
 th

e glitz an
d glam

or th
at is th

e G
reat H

all for H
ogw

arts’ an
n

ual H
allow

s’ 

E
ve B

all. T
h

e room
 is dark

ly lit, w
ith

 floatin
g Jack

-o-lan
tern

s decoratin
g th

e 

T
h

e Sam
h

ain
 Q

uadrille. A
 regen

cy-style dan
ce th

ey’d been
 taugh

t as First 

Y
ears in

 preparation
 for th

eir first H
allow

’s E
ve B

all. T
h

e W
eird Sisters h

ave 

stepped aside to allow
 th

e orch
estra to perform

, Flitw
ick

 con
ductin

g. 

B
odies sh

uffle quick
ly as everyon

e on
 th

e dan
ce floor adjusts th

em
selves in

to 

tw
o lon

g, parallel lin
es, facin

g each
 oth

er. For a m
om

en
t, H

erm
ion

e stan
ds 

stran
ded in

 th
e m

iddle —
 torn

. Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to do th
is. D

oesn
’t even

 k
n

ow
 

if sh
e can

 rem
em

ber th
e steps. 

B
ut H

arry catch
es h

er eye w
ith

 a sm
all w

ave. “C
om

e on
, ‘M

ion
e,” h

e says, 

grabbin
g h

an
ds w

ith
 D

ean
 an

d R
on

 at h
is sides. “For old tim

e’s sak
e.” 

T
h

e overture of th
e Q

uadrille is alm
ost over —

 a gh
ostly, m

in
or-k

eyed ar-

ran
gem

en
t. Sh

e glan
ces beh

in
d h

er, w
h

ere th
e girls are lin

ed up, an
d G

in
n

y an
d 

L
un

a are h
oldin

g out th
eir h

an
ds to h

er. 

Sh
e decides sh

e’ll do it. 

B
ut for h

er ow
n

 sak
e. 

Slippin
g in

 betw
een

 th
em

, sh
e tak

es th
eir h

an
ds w

ith
 m

om
en

ts to spare be-

fore th
e dan

ce starts. T
h

en
 th

e violin
s tak

e over, an
d at on

ce both
 lin

es raise th
eir 

in
terlock

ed h
an

ds above th
eir h

eads an
d pran

ce forw
ard several steps. T

h
ey sw

in
g 

th
em

 back
 dow

n
 as th

e tw
o lin

es con
verge, th

en
 back

 up to th
eir origin

al posi-

tion
s, an

d H
erm

ion
e fin

ds h
er m

uscle m
em

ory to be m
uch

 stron
ger th

an
 sh

e’d 

an
ticipated. 

W
h

en
 n

ext th
e lin

e of girls rush
es forth

, th
e boys raise th

eir arm
s, an

d th
e 

girls separate an
d duck

 ben
eath

 th
em

, turn
in

g an
d grabbin

g h
old again

, th
en

 

repeatin
g. 

Sh
e’d forgotten

 h
ow

 m
uch

 fun
 th

is w
as. 

P
eople laugh

 as th
ey m

ak
e m

istak
es. A

s th
e lin

es disperse in
to circles of cou-

ples, D
ean

 an
d Seam

us cause a riot by acciden
tally pairin

g up w
ith

 on
e an

oth
er. 

T
h

ey run
 w

ith
 it, Seam

us battin
g h

is eyelash
es better th

an
 an

y girl sh
e k

n
ow

s as 

th
e couples bow

 to on
e an

oth
er. H

erm
ion

e is paired w
ith

 R
on

, an
d sh

e n
otices 

th
e appreh

en
sion

 on
 h

is face. 

T
h

ey h
aven

’t spok
en

 m
uch

 sin
ce th

e in
ciden

t w
ith

 M
alfoy. 

B
ut ton

igh
t —

 th
is dan

ce —
 is turn

in
g out better th

an
 sh

e’d expected, better 



bobs a sh
oulder —

 a h
alf sh

rug. “Som
eth

in
g lik

e th
at. P

ayin
g h

om
age to m

y 

D
eath

 E
ater roots.” 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s h
e says it to rile h

er up. Sh
e sn

atch
es an

oth
er drin

k
 from

 a floatin
g 

tray, gulpin
g it dow

n
 in

 favor of speak
in

g. 

“W
h

at about you? A
 clow

n
?” H

e scoffs, “H
on

estly, I expected som
eth

in
g a 

little m
ore creative.” 

“I’m
 a h

arlequin
,” sh

e h
isses aroun

d th
e rim

 of h
er glass. “A

n
d G

in
n

y dressed 

m
e up. If I h

ad an
y ch

oice, I w
ouldn

’t b
e h

ere.” In
w

ardly, sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y sh

e’s 

bein
g h

on
est. W

h
y give h

im
 th

e satisfaction
? 

“A
h

 —
 W

easlette. I sh
ould’ve guessed.” 

“D
on

’t you h
ave som

ew
h

ere else to be? P
eople to m

in
gle w

ith
?” It’s a low

 

blow
 on

 h
er part, con

siderin
g h

e’s already adm
itted h

e doesn
’t h

ave m
an

y 

frien
ds. 

B
ut M

alfoy sh
ak

es it off, as cool an
d collected as h

e’s ever b
een

. “N
o.” 

G
on

e is th
e boy sh

e’d seen
 th

e day h
e left th

ose bruises, capable of such
 over-

pow
erin

g rage. In
 h

is place is th
e sly, persuasive M

alfoy w
h

o alw
ays gets h

is w
ay 

—
 fam

iliar, an
d yet un

fam
iliar to h

er all th
e sam

e. 

“B
oth

erin
g you is m

ore in
terestin

g an
yw

ay,” h
e says, an

d sh
e bristles, sw

al-

low
in

g dow
n

 th
e rest of th

e h
ot cider so fast it burn

s h
er th

roat. W
ith

 a grim
ace, 

sh
e push

es past h
im

. 

“H
aven

’t w
e don

e en
ough

 to each
 oth

er?” 

A
n

d before h
e can

 say an
oth

er w
ord, sh

e steps on
to th

e dan
ce floor, allow

in
g 

h
erself to be sw

ept up by th
e tide of tw

irlin
g bodies. 

Fireligh
t flash

es beh
in

d h
er lids as sh

e closes h
er eyes. Sh

e doesn
’t dan

ce, but 

sh
e sw

ays w
ith

 th
e rest of th

em
 an

d listen
s to th

e m
usic. T

ries to th
in

k
 back

 to a 

tim
e w

h
ere it w

ouldn
’t h

ave b
een

 difficult to do th
is. T

o b
e loose lik

e th
is. Free 

lik
e th

is. 

N
ow

, it tak
es effort. 

H
eat craw

ls up aroun
d h

er. Sh
e feels th

e m
ak

e-up start to bleed as sh
e sw

eats. 

A
n

d sudden
ly th

e tun
e ch

an
ges. 

It’s on
e th

ey all recogn
ize. 

m
isty en

ch
an

tm
en

t of th
e n

igh
t sk

y. T
orch

es lin
e th

e w
alls, every n

ow
 an

d again
 

flick
erin

g w
ith

 gh
ostly sh

apes. It sm
ells of pum

pk
in

 an
d spiced cider an

d 

M
cG

on
agall h

as h
ad n

o trouble at all book
in

g th
e W

eird Sisters as en
tertain

-

m
en

t. 

A
fter all, w

h
at act w

ould refuse to play for th
e savior of th

e W
izardin

g W
orld? 

T
h

eir m
usic is loud an

d en
ergetic an

d all aroun
d bodies are dan

cin
g an

d 

jum
pin

g an
d collidin

g. H
arry an

d H
erm

ion
e stan

d lik
e ston

e pillars am
idst it all. 

It’s on
e of h

is w
orse days —

 sh
e can

 tell. H
is scar ach

es som
etim

es, or so h
e’s told 

h
er, n

ot so un
lik

e h
ers does, an

d sh
e’s caugh

t h
im

 rubbin
g at it a few

 tim
es th

is 

even
in

g. 

O
verall, H

arry’s b
een

 doin
g a trem

en
dous job

 of upliftin
g everyon

e —
 par-

ticularly R
on

. H
e’s m

an
aged n

ot to dw
ell on

 th
e past an

d to k
eep spirits h

igh
, 

an
d yet it’s a h

eavy task
. O

n
e h

e can
’t sh

oulder every day. W
h

ich
 is w

h
y sh

e 

doesn
’t ask

 w
h

y h
e didn

’t w
an

t to com
e ton

igh
t. W

h
y h

e isn
’t sm

ilin
g. 

T
h

ey afford on
e an

oth
er th

e sam
e courtesy. 

Sh
e, h

avin
g n

ever preten
ded to en

joy th
e post-W

ar festivities, h
ad obvious 

reason
s for attem

ptin
g to dodge th

is B
all. B

ut G
in

n
y —

 ten
acious G

in
n

y —
 h

ad 

on
ly to lay out a costum

e on
 h

er dorm
itory b

ed an
d flash

 h
er pleadin

g eyes. 

N
ow

, sh
e’s h

ere, a glass of cider in
 on

e h
an

d, lean
in

g again
st H

arry. C
oun

tin
g 

th
e m

in
utes un

til it en
ds. G

in
n

y’s dressed h
er up as a sort of h

arlequin
; a sh

ort, 

corseted dress w
ith

 diam
on

d pattern
s an

d ridiculous little bells dan
glin

g from
 

th
e pleats. Sh

e refused th
e jester’s h

at, so G
in

n
y m

ussed up h
er h

air rath
er w

ildly 

an
d th

en
 tied it up in

to a bun
, w

ith
 loose curls h

an
gin

g alon
gside h

er face. G
in

n
y 

did, h
ow

ever, in
sist on

 th
e m

ak
e-up, con

jurin
g dark

 colors aroun
d h

er eyes an
d 

fram
in

g th
em

 w
ith

 sh
apes lik

e spin
n

in
g tops. B

lack
 lips, as w

ell. 

Sh
e feels absurd. 

B
ut G

in
n

y’s form
 of copin

g is revelry, an
d sh

e’ll do n
oth

in
g to ruin

 th
at for 

h
er. T

o m
atch

 G
in

n
y, H

arry h
as b

een
 dressed as a prin

ce, w
aistcoat an

d dash
in

g 

jack
et to m

atch
. C

ertain
ly n

ot h
is first ch

oice, but from
 th

e w
ay h

e’s look
in

g at 

G
in

n
y —

 gorgeous in
 h

er periw
in

k
le prin

cess gow
n

 —
 it’s w

orth
 it. 



It isn
’t lon

g before sh
e com

es to sw
eep h

im
 aw

ay for a dan
ce, an

d H
erm

ion
e 

loses h
er partn

er in
 m

isery. 

B
y n

o m
ean

s does sh
e w

an
t th

ese sorts of even
ts to stop. A

 w
ar sh

ouldn
’t en

d 

h
um

an
 h

appin
ess. 

B
ut it h

as for h
er, an

d bein
g forced to partak

e feels —
 disin

gen
uous. Fak

e. 

Sh
e sigh

s, retreatin
g back

 in
to th

e alcove beside a sleepin
g gh

ost, sippin
g h

er 

cider as sh
e w

atch
es th

e dan
ce. 

“T
h

eir w
ill sh

all overshadow
 th

ee. B
e still —

 be still,” th
e W

eird Sisters croon
 

from
 th

e stage, lyrics tak
en

 from
 a poem

 sh
e recogn

izes but can
n

ot quite place. 

Sh
e rem

em
bers a tim

e w
h

en
 sh

e loved H
allow

’s E
ve. It’d b

een
 h

er favorite 

season
 at H

ogw
arts. T

h
e decoration

s. T
h

e gh
osts, bold an

d un
abash

ed, dan
cin

g 

th
rough

 th
e h

alls at all h
ours. Sh

e’d particularly loved th
e B

all. H
ad daydream

ed 

about bein
g ask

ed to dan
ce by R

on
. 

Sh
e h

uffs a laugh
 at h

erself. C
an

 h
ardly believe sh

e w
as on

ce so ch
ildish

. 

A
n

d sh
e sees h

im
 th

rough
 th

e bottom
 of h

er glass as sh
e fin

ish
es off th

e cider 

—
 blurry an

d distorted. 

“I th
in

k
 you drin

k
 m

ore th
an

 I do, th
ese days,” h

e says. 

Som
eth

in
g in

side of h
er clen

ch
es. It’s a difficult sen

sation
 to read —

 sh
e isn

’t 

sure if it’s un
pleasan

t or n
ot. B

ut n
o m

atter w
h

at it is, it’s partly n
ervousn

ess. Sh
e 

h
asn

’t spok
en

 to h
im

 in
 w

eek
s. 

P
ullin

g th
e glass aw

ay, sh
e jum

ps a little w
h

en
 sh

e sees h
im

. 

M
alfoy h

as n
ever b

een
 th

e sort to dress up. L
east of all n

ow
 —

 or so sh
e’d 

th
ough

t. 

B
ut ton

igh
t h

e’s fully en
scon

ced in
 th

e garb
 of a corpse: torn

 even
in

g suit, 

black
 leath

er gloves, face pain
ted in

 black
s an

d w
h

ites lik
e a sk

eleton
. Sh

e prob-

ably w
ouldn

’t h
ave recogn

ized h
im

 if h
e h

adn
’t spok

en
 first. N

ot un
less sh

e’d 

caugh
t sigh

t of h
is blon

d h
air, slick

ed back
 alm

ost lik
e h

e used to w
ear it in

 ear-

lier years. 

Sh
e isn

’t sure h
ow

 to feel. 

T
h

e con
trast of such

 dark
 black

 aroun
d h

is ligh
t eyes is captivatin

g. T
h

e 

tooth
-lik

e stripes across h
is lips just draw

 m
ore atten

tion
 to th

em
. T

h
e suit an

d 

th
e gloves —

 

Sh
e’s lyin

g, sh
e does k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to feel. Sh
e just doesn

’t w
an

t to ow
n

 up to it. 

G
ath

erin
g h

er w
its, sh

e lifts th
e glass an

d w
aves it at h

im
. “It’s cider. I’ve 

given
 up drin

k
in

g.” Sh
e lets th

e glass fall aw
ay, an

d it disappears in
 m

idair w
ith

 

a sm
all puff of sm

ok
e. 

“H
ave you?” draw

ls M
alfoy. 

“Y
es,” sh

e says. N
o, sh

e h
asn

’t. Sh
e took

 tw
o or th

ree sh
ots of M

uggle w
h

isk
ey 

prior to en
terin

g th
is room

. A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e regrets it, because sh

e h
as n

o idea h
ow

 

to talk
 to h

im
. 

Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
ere th

ey stan
d. 

T
h

e last tim
e th

ey in
teracted, h

er legs w
ere w

rapped aroun
d h

is w
aist. T

h
e 

th
ough

t of it sen
ds a sh

ock
w

ave up th
rough

 h
er spin

e, an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself tak
-

in
g an

 un
con

scious h
alf-step back

. 

“A
lw

ays w
ere th

e m
oral sort,” h

e says, sippin
g h

is ow
n

 glass of som
eth

in
g 

th
at m

ost defin
itely isn

’t bein
g served by th

e sch
ool. “G

ood for you, G
ran

ger.” 

H
is ton

e is laced w
ith

 sarcasm
. M

ock
in

g. 

For som
e reason

, it’s alm
ost a relief. D

on
’t th

ey alw
ays say th

at in
tim

acy 

ch
an

ges people? 

Sh
e’s dealt w

ith
 so m

uch
 ch

an
ge as of late th

at it’s sort of n
ice to h

ave som
e-

th
in

g to depen
d on

, an
d M

alfoy’s sarcasm
 is as con

stan
t as th

e ocean
. In

tim
acy 

h
as h

ad n
o effect on

 it. 

Still, sh
e’s stun

ted for a respon
se. C

an
’t seem

 to form
 a casual sen

ten
ce. A

n
d 

for a lon
g w

h
ile h

e just studies h
er w

ith
 th

ose icy eyes. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if h

e’ll brin
g it up. W

on
ders if h

e’ll gloat about it. A
bout coax-

in
g h

er in
to th

at “repeat perform
an

ce” h
e’d m

en
tion

ed as a jok
e. Sh

e couldn
’t 

really blam
e h

im
 if h

e did. 

H
er action

s, of late, h
ave been

 less th
an

 adm
irable. 

N
ot to say th

at h
e’s an

y better. 

A
s th

e silen
ce betw

een
 th

em
 grow

s too th
ick

, sh
e forces w

ords out of h
er 

th
roat. “W

h
at are you, an

yh
ow

? A
 dead aristocrat?” 

H
e n

urses h
is drin

k
. G

azes at h
er w

ith
 too m

uch
 k

n
ow

ledge in
 h

is eyes an
d 


