
n
ew

 P
rofessor of T

ran
sfiguration

. A
n

d sh
e sees th

eir w
an

ds before th
ey can

 stow
 

th
em

. 

“P
rofessor,” H

erm
ion

e breath
es. “It isn

’t—
” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, M

r. M
alfoy,” H

aversh
im

 sn
aps —

 cuts h
er off. “C

om
e w

ith
 

m
e th

is in
stan

t.” 

M
alfoy turn

s on
 h

is h
eel an

d strides out th
e door w

ith
out a w

ord. B
ut H

aver-

sh
im

 h
as to sn

ap at h
er again

 —
 ”N

ow
, M

iss G
ran

ger,” —
 to get h

er to m
ove. 

A
 sh

ak
y breath

 exits h
er lun

gs. Sh
e sw

allow
s th

ick
ly, glan

cin
g aroun

d on
e 

m
ore tim

e at th
e destruction

. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e follow

s. 

O
ut in

 th
e corridor, sh

e falls in
to step beh

in
d H

aversh
im

 —
 beside M

alfoy 

—
 as th

e P
rofessor leads th

e w
ay to th

e H
eadm

aster’s O
ffice. H

eads are pok
in

g 

out from
 D

un
geon

 classroom
 doors, w

atch
in

g th
em

 as th
ey w

alk
. T

h
ey h

eard 

th
e n

oise, m
ost lik

ely. A
n

d n
ow

 th
ey’re w

h
isperin

g. 

Sh
e sees R

on
’s red h

air —
 just a flash

 of it as sh
e passes. D

oesn
’t w

an
t to look

 

at h
is face. 

B
ut D

aph
n

e an
d M

an
dy h

ave b
een

 follow
in

g beh
in

d, tryin
g to collect all th

e 

juicy details. A
n

d sh
e can

’t h
elp but h

ear M
an

dy’s w
ords —

 h
ear w

h
at w

ill n
o 

doubt b
e th

e story th
at spreads th

rough
out H

ogw
arts in

 th
e com

in
g days lik

e 

Fien
dfyre. 

“M
alfoy tried to k

ill h
er.” 

 <
 

M
cG

on
agall h

as preserved m
uch

 of D
um

bledore’s O
ffice, leavin

g m
ost of it as it 

w
as. Faw

k
es is perch

ed w
h

ere h
e’s alw

ays b
een

, beak
 n

estled un
der h

is w
in

g as h
e 

sleeps. T
h

e portraits h
ave been

 rearran
ged, but on

ly sligh
tly, so as to fit D

um
ble-

dore’s in
 th

e cen
ter. A

n
d sh

e’s even
 left h

is dish
 of lem

on
 drops on

 th
e desk

. 

T
h

ere are on
ly a few

 person
al touch

es h
ere an

d th
ere th

at suggest th
e H

ead-

m
aster h

as ch
an

ged. A
 vase of death

less flow
ers on

 a pedestal b
y th

e door. T
h

e 

purple cush
ion

s on
 th

e ch
airs. A

 floral teacup on
 a saucer rim

m
ed w

ith
 gold. 

Sm
all th

in
gs. 

A
s th

ey en
ter beh

in
d H

aversh
im

, M
cG

on
agall appears from

 aroun
d th

e 



“A
n

d h
ow

 about if I k
ill you?” sh

e h
isses. T

h
e w

ords surprise h
er on

 th
eir w

ay 

out. B
ut it’s a satisfaction

 all its ow
n

 to w
atch

 h
is expression

 flick
er —

 just th
e 

sligh
test bit. E

n
ough

. A
 sm

all crack
 in

 th
e un

feelin
g m

ask
. 

H
e h

uffs out a breath
 —

 it sw
eeps dow

n
 across h

er face, ice cold an
d spik

ed 

w
ith

 pepperm
in

t. H
e’s suck

in
g on

 on
e. Sh

e can
 see it n

ow
, see th

e w
ay h

e rolls it 

aroun
d un

der h
is ton

gue. Sh
e th

ough
t h

e’d just been
 grin

din
g h

is teeth
. 

Sudden
ly, h

e reach
es up, w

rappin
g h

is h
an

d aroun
d th

e len
gth

 of h
er w

an
d 

before sh
e can

 w
ren

ch
 it aw

ay. B
ut h

e doesn
’t try to tak

e it. Just grips it tigh
t an

d 

presses it h
arder again

st h
is ow

n
 th

roat. “G
o ah

ead,” h
e says. “D

o it.” 

A
n

d th
e m

em
ory of h

im
 at th

e B
lack

 L
ak

e rush
es up to th

e forefron
t of h

er 

m
in

d. 

O
f course h

e w
ould say th

at. 

M
alfoy w

an
ts to die. 

Sh
e gasps. A

 cut, little gasp. A
n

d sh
e staggers back

, slippin
g h

er w
an

d free of 

h
is h

an
d. H

ot blood is leak
in

g dow
n

 h
er legs. H

er tears are dry. H
is eyes are 

em
pty. 

A
n

d th
ey just stare. Stare for w

h
at feels lik

e h
ours. 

T
h

en
 h

e says, “See?” an
d h

is m
outh

 quirk
s up in

to a dark
, un

even
 sm

ile. “Y
ou 

can
’t.” 

H
is w

ords from
 th

e oth
er n

igh
t rin

g in
 h

er h
ead. Sh

e th
row

s th
em

 back
 at 

h
im

. “Y
ou don

’t k
n

ow
 an

yth
in

g, M
alfoy.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s satisfied again

 w
h

en
 an

oth
er crack

 open
s up in

 h
is m

ask
. H

is 

m
outh

 m
oves —

 h
e ch

ew
s on

 th
e breath

 m
in

t. A
n

d th
en

 h
is lips part lik

e h
e’s 

about to speak
, som

eth
in

g scath
in

g lock
ed an

d loaded on
 h

is ton
gue. 

Sh
ufflin

g feet. Som
eth

in
g scrapes to a h

alt beh
in

d M
alfoy. Som

eon
e. 

A
n

d th
ey both

 turn
 to fin

d M
an

dy B
rock

leh
urst an

d D
aph

n
e G

reen
grass in

 

th
e doorw

ay. T
h

eir eyes are w
ide, m

outh
s agape. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e sudden
ly real-

izes w
h

at it look
s lik

e. 

T
h

e lavatory in
 sh

am
bles. 

B
oth

 th
eir w

an
ds are draw

n
. 

T
h

e tw
o girls are sh

ortly oversh
adow

ed by a P
rofessor. It’s H

aversh
im

, th
e 



A
n

d w
h

en
 sh

e look
s back

 up, h
e’s w

atch
in

g h
er. 

M
alfoy. 

O
f fuckin

g course. 

H
e’s stan

din
g in

 th
e doorw

ay, w
an

d draw
n

 at h
is side, starin

g dow
n

 at h
er 

sort of passively, despite it all. H
e look

s alm
ost lik

e h
e used to, in

 Sixth
 Y

ear, n
ow

 

th
at h

e’s in
 un

iform
. C

risp sh
irt. G

reen
 tie. B

lon
d h

air alm
ost w

h
ite. B

ut h
e’s 

th
in

n
er an

d taller an
d gen

erally less presen
t. L

ik
e a gh

ost of h
im

self. A
n

d h
e just 

stares at h
er. W

ordless. Sh
e doesn

’t un
derstan

d th
e look

 in
 h

is eyes. 

A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t m
ove off h

er k
n

ees. D
oesn

’t try to h
ide or fix an

y of it. 

D
oesn

’t try to push
 h

er w
et h

air out of th
e w

ay or w
ipe up som

e of th
e blood. Sh

e 

just look
s back

 at h
im

, ch
est h

eavin
g, tears sh

e h
adn

’t n
oticed before stream

in
g 

dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s, an

d says th
e first th

in
g th

at com
es to m

in
d. 

“T
h

is is th
e girl’s lavatory.” 

M
alfoy w

aits a lon
g tim

e to speak
, tak

in
g a slow

, careful step in
 past th

e door-

w
ay. A

 sh
ard of porcelain

 sn
aps un

der h
is sh

oe. “It w
as,” h

e m
urm

urs at last. H
e 

still h
as th

at em
otion

less look
 on

 h
is face. Sh

e h
ates th

at sh
e can

’t read it. C
an

’t 

deciph
er it. Sh

e’s alw
ays h

ated un
solvable puzzles. 

“W
h

at do you w
an

t, M
alfoy?” 

H
e sh

rugs, look
in

g aroun
d at th

e destruction
. Studyin

g it lik
e it’s som

e eve-

ryday th
in

g. “T
h

ough
t an

oth
er troll m

igh
t’ve gotten

 in
 —

 w
h

at, w
ith

 all th
e 

n
oise.” H

is eyes flit back
 to h

er, an
d h

e adds, “I see I’m
 n

ot en
tirely w

ron
g.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s on

 h
er feet in

 an
 in

stan
t, w

an
d straigh

t out in
 fron

t of h
er —

 

aim
ed betw

een
 h

is eyes. ”T
ry m

e, M
alfoy.” 

A
n

d it’s in
furiatin

g th
at h

is expression
 doesn

’t ch
an

ge —
 rem

ain
s as cool an

d 

collected as ever. A
gain

, alm
ost bored, lik

e alw
ays. 

“I lik
ed it b

etter w
h

en
 you just pun

ch
ed m

e,” h
e says. “M

uch
 m

ore to th
e 

poin
t.” 

A
 sn

arl rips out of h
er th

roat. Sh
e closes th

eir distan
ce, slippin

g on
 w

ater an
d 

glass alon
g th

e w
ay. B

ut sh
e plan

ts h
er feet in

 fron
t of h

im
, closer th

an
 sh

e th
in

k
s 

sh
e’s ever b

een
, an

d sh
e jabs th

e tip of h
er w

an
d in

to th
e sm

ooth
 flesh

 un
der h

is 

ch
in

. 



office in
 th

e D
efen

se A
gain

st th
e D

ark
 A

rts classroom
, w

h
ere P

rofessor L
upin

 

on
ce took

 h
is tea. T

h
e P

otion
s classroom

 as a w
h

ole. 

A
ll of it. 

A
n

oth
er con

vulsion
 ripples th

rough
 h

er gut, an
d sh

e gags again
, lean

in
g fur-

th
er over —

 tryin
g to gath

er h
er h

air up an
d pull it out of th

e w
ay. T

h
e retch

es 

com
e an

d go for a good five m
in

utes —
 em

pty out h
er stom

ach
. A

n
d w

h
en

 sh
e’s 

fin
ally able to lean

 back
, sh

e sees h
er ow

n
 face in

 th
e m

irror. 

P
ale —

 clam
m

y. H
er eyes are tired an

d h
er ch

eek
s are h

ollow
 an

d sh
e h

ates 

th
e w

ay sh
e look

s. H
ates th

at th
e w

ar is w
ritten

 all over h
er face. Sh

e can
’t h

ide 

it. N
ot w

ith
 a spell, n

ot w
ith

 M
uggle m

ak
e-up. It bleeds righ

t th
rough

. 

A
n

oth
er sw

ell of n
ausea builds in

 h
er th

roat. Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 it an
d rips 

h
er w

an
d out of h

er sk
irt pock

et in
stead. 

“R
educto,” sh

e says, voice em
pty —

 quiet. B
ut th

e sh
atter of th

e glass is im
-

possibly loud. E
ch

oes th
rough

 th
e lavatory. 

A
n

d sudden
ly sh

e’s break
in

g th
e oth

ers. A
ll of th

em
. Sh

e follow
s th

e curve of 

th
e sin

k
s, sm

ash
in

g each
 of th

e m
irrors to bits as th

ey appear before h
er. Sh

e 

turn
s. Splits th

e w
ood of on

e of th
e stalls. D

ecim
ates an

oth
er. Sen

ds a black
, gap-

in
g crack

 run
n

in
g th

rough
 th

e tile on
 th

e floor, all th
e w

ay to th
e far w

all. T
h

e 

w
ater from

 th
e toilets starts to spray lik

e foun
tain

s, an
d th

e im
age of First Y

ear 

it brin
gs to m

in
d is un

frien
dly —

 un
w

an
ted in

 th
is m

om
en

t. 

“Stop it!” sh
e scream

s to n
o on

e. T
o h

erself. Sh
e sh

atters th
e porcelain

 of th
e 

toilets, on
e by on

e, glass crun
ch

in
g un

der h
er feet w

ith
 each

 step. ”Stop! Stop! 

Stop it!” A
n

d h
er voice an

d th
e glass ech

o togeth
er n

ow
, th

e lavatory descen
din

g 

in
to ch

aos. 

Sh
e’s soak

in
g w

et an
d th

e h
iss of th

e brok
en

 sin
k

s an
d toilets soun

ds lik
e 

sn
ak

es, an
d sh

e just th
row

s h
er h

ead back
 an

d scream
s. A

t th
e ceilin

g. A
t th

e 

w
orld beyon

d it. Sh
e th

row
s on

e last h
ex —

 break
s th

e last stan
din

g sin
k

 —
 be-

fore fallin
g to h

er k
n

ees. 

G
lass slices in

to h
er sk

in
. B

uries deep. Sh
e can

 h
ardly feel it. 

C
rim

son
 spreads in

to th
e w

ater on
 th

e floor aroun
d h

er —
 slow

ly, beauti-

fully. Sh
e stares at it, w

atch
in

g it curl an
d tw

ist. 



Septem
ber 14

th
, 1998 

 S
H

E
 D

O
E

SN
’T

 K
N

O
W

 W
H

A
T

 H
A

P
P

E
N

E
D

. N
ot really. A

fter all, sh
e didn

’t even
 like 

L
aven

der. 

B
ut th

ey’re in
 P

otion
s w

ith
 Slugh

orn
 an

d th
ey’re w

ork
in

g on
 P

epperup P
otion

. 

P
arvati an

d P
adm

a are at th
e desk

 adjacen
t to h

ers, fussin
g over th

eir cauldron
 

an
d H

erm
ion

e’s cuttin
g up gin

ger root, an
d sh

e just h
appen

s to look
 up at pre-

cisely th
e righ

t m
om

en
t. 

O
r, th

e w
ron

g on
e. 

H
appen

s to look
 up w

h
en

 P
arvati m

ak
es a jok

e about th
e sm

ell of it —
 an

 

in
side jok

e from
 w

h
at sh

e can
 tell —

 an
d as P

adm
a laugh

s, P
arvati does th

is little 

quarter-turn
. A

 n
orm

al person
 w

ouldn
’t h

ave even
 n

oticed it. B
ut H

erm
ion

e 

kn
ow

s. K
n

ow
s sh

e w
as turn

in
g to tell L

aven
der. Sh

e sees th
e w

ay P
arvati stops 

h
erself —

 sees h
er sm

ile falter. Sh
e gives h

er h
ead a little sh

ak
e an

d turn
s back

 to 

P
adm

a. C
lears h

er th
roat an

d con
tin

ues w
ork

in
g. 

B
ecause L

aven
der’s gon

e. 

A
n

d som
eth

in
g about it doesn

’t sit w
ell —

 digs th
orn

s in
to H

erm
ion

e’s 

stom
ach

. Sh
e feels sick

. Sudden
ly, blin

din
gly, dizzily sick

. H
er h

an
d slips an

d sh
e 

drops th
e roots in

 prem
aturely —

 th
e potion

 h
isses an

d sm
ok

es. Sh
e h

ardly n
o-

tices. H
er k

n
ife clatters to th

e floor, an
d a few

 eyes flit h
er w

ay. M
ore follow

 w
h

en
 

sh
e turn

s an
d dash

es for th
e door. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger?” Slugh

orn
 calls, but sh

e’s already h
alfw

ay dow
n

 th
e D

un
-

geon
s corridor. A

n
d sh

e on
ly just m

ak
es it to th

e lavatory before h
er body loses 

con
trol. L

urch
es. G

ags. 

A
n

d sh
e retch

es in
to th

e n
earest sin

k
. 

M
aybe it w

as th
e look

 on
 P

arvati’s face. O
r th

e em
pty space beside h

er w
h

ere 

L
aven

der sh
ould’ve b

een
. W

ould’ve been
. 

N
o, it’s th

e w
h

ole idea of it. T
h

e w
h

ole con
cept of loss. P

arvati’s face an
d 

R
on

’s eyes w
h

en
 th

ey’re in
 th

e com
m

on
 room

 an
d h

e glan
ces over at w

h
ere Fred 

an
d G

eorge used to sell th
eir con

traban
d sw

eets. E
ven

 M
alfoy, stalk

in
g aroun

d 

on
 h

is ow
n

, an
d Z

abin
i an

d G
oyle w

an
derin

g separately, w
ith

 C
rabbe gon

e. T
h

e 



“B
reath

 M
in

ts / B
attle Scars” b

y O
n

yx_
an

d_
E

lm
 

h
ttp

s://arch
iveofou

row
n

.org/w
orks/ 15370

968?view
_

fu
ll_

w
ork=

tru
e 

 
F

an
d

om
: H

arry P
otter 

R
elation

sh
ip

: H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger/D

raco M
alfoy 

R
atin

g: E
 

T
rigger w

arn
in

gs m
ay ap

p
ly 

 
P

u
b

lish
ed

 on
 21-07-20

18 
C

om
p

leted
 on

 24-10
-20

20 
148,90

8 w
ord

s 
  

F
or a m

om
en

t, sh
e's alm

ost gid
d

y. B
ecau

se D
raco M

alfoy's b
een

 ru
in

ed
 b

y th
is w

ar an
d

 h
e's as ou

t 
of p

lace as sh
e is an

d
 —

 yes, h
e h

as scars too. H
e's got an

 even
 b

igger on
e. Sh

e w
on

d
ers w

h
eth

er 
on

e d
ay th

ey'll com
p

are sizes. 
 

F
or p

erson
al u

se on
ly. N

ot to b
e sold

 for p
rofit. K

eep
 fan

d
om

 free. 
 

T
yp

eset b
y 

 

 

Septem
ber 

11th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

A
t 
the 

great 
risk 

of 
sound

ing 
like 

a 
H
ufflepuff, 

I
’ll 

com
e 

right 
out 

and
 
say 

it. 
I
t’s 

bad
 
again. 

T
he 

spell 
keeps 

w
earing 

off 

prem
aturely, 

no 
m
atter 

w
hat 

I
 
d
o, 
and

 
dam

n 
if 
it 
d
oesn

’t 
burn. 

N
ot 

that 
it 

m
eans 

anything 
to 

you 
lot. 

W
hat 

w
as 

it 
you 

said
, 

again? 
T
he 

situation 
d
oesn

’t 
“qualify” 

for 
m
ore 

pow
erful 

treatm
ent? 

I
t’s 

infected
, 
you 

fucking 
cunts. 

C
an
’t 

you 
see 

it? 
I
’m
 
in 

fucking 
pain. 

A
nd
 
if 

you 
see 

this 
as 

som
e 
sick 

form
 
of 

belated
 
punishm

ent 

for 
all 

of 
it, 

then 
I
 
should

n
’t 

be 
the 

one 
w
riting 

in 
the 

bloody 

d
iary. 

I
 
only 

w
ant 

drugs. 
Som

ething 
d
ifferent. 

A
nything. 

T
ake 

it 

aw
ay. 

I
’m
 
not 

against 
begging 

—
 
as 

you
’ve 

seen 
before. 

B
ut 

you 
don

’t 
care, 

d
o 
you? 

T
hought 

your 
sid
e 
w
as 
supposed

 
to 

be 
all 

about 
m
ercy. 

K
ind
ness. 

W
ell, 

congratulations, 
you 

have 
them

 
all 

fooled. 
Y
ou
’re 

just 
as 
evil 

as 
I
 
am
. 
O
w
n 
it. 

A
nd
 
for 

the 
love 

of 
M
erlin, 

give 
m
e 
d
rugs. 

G
ive 

m
e 
drugs 

give 
m
e 
d
rugs 

give 
m
e 
drugs 

give 
m
e 
fucking 

d
rugs. 

O
r 
I
’ll 

have 
to 

resort 
to 

m
ore 

d
esperate 

m
easures. 

D
raco 



Y
ears, by th

e look
s of it —

 an
d th

ey’re w
h

isperin
g in

 such
 a w

ay th
at w

h
atever 

th
ey’re discussin

g m
ust b

e dow
n

righ
t sh

am
eful. 

It stops h
er m

id-step, an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself draw
in

g off to th
e side. Slippin

g 

in
to an

 alcove to listen
. Sh

e isn
’t th

e eavesdroppin
g type. R

eally, sh
e isn

’t. B
ut sh

e 

h
as a sen

se of w
h

o th
ey’re talk

in
g about, an

d it’s a rare ch
an

ce to h
ear th

e details 

from
 an

 in
side source. 

“Y
es, an

d I h
eard it’s M

in
istry-ordered,” says th

e oth
er girl. H

erm
ion

e can
’t 

quite see h
er face, but sh

e’s tw
irlin

g on
e of h

er braids an
d ch

ew
in

g on
 th

e oth
er. 

“It w
as th

at or an
 A

zk
aban

 sen
ten

ce.” 

H
er frien

d scoffs. “T
h

at soun
ds lik

e a rum
or.” 

“It’s n
ot. Som

e people say h
e’s th

e on
e w

h
o actually k

illed th
e old H

eadm
as-

ter.” “Sh
ould you really b

e discussin
g th

in
gs you k

n
ow

 n
oth

in
g about?” 

Sh
e doesn

’t con
sciously ch

oose to say it, but it’s out of h
er m

outh
 regardless 

—
 an

d h
er feet follow

 h
er w

ords. Sh
e steps out of th

e alcove an
d com

es to stan
d 

before th
em

. Sh
e isn

’t quite sure if sh
e’s an

gry, sim
ply because th

ey’re disgracin
g 

D
um

bledore’s m
em

ory, or if it’s som
eth

in
g else. B

ut it’s m
om

en
ts lik

e th
ese th

at 

sh
e w

ish
es sh

e’d given
 m

ore th
ough

t to P
rofessor M

cG
on

agall’s proposition
 —

 

h
er offer to be H

ead G
irl. It w

ould give h
er im

m
en

se pleasure to tak
e H

ouse 

poin
ts from

 th
ese girls. B

ut th
in

gs lik
e th

at —
 tak

in
g H

ouse poin
ts an

d m
on

i-

torin
g th

e h
alls —

 th
ey all seem

 so juven
ile n

ow
. Sh

e couldn
’t accept. 

T
h

e girls stare at h
er w

ide-eyed an
d pin

k
-ch

eek
ed, an

d th
en

 th
ey begin

 to 

w
h

isper to on
e an

oth
er about h

er, as if sh
e isn

’t stan
din

g a foot from
 th

em
. 

“C
lear off before I fin

d a P
refect,” H

erm
ion

e sn
aps, “an

d start actin
g your 

age.” T
h

ey giggle an
d run

 off, an
d sh

e sw
eeps h

er eyes back
 in

to h
er h

ead, ad-

justin
g h

er bag on
 h

er sh
oulder an

d turn
in

g th
e corn

er tow
ard th

e H
ospital 

W
in

g. Sh
e k

n
ow

s n
ot to put an

y faith
 in

 rum
ors —

 just look
 at w

h
at th

ey’re 

sayin
g about D

um
bledore. B

ut on
e piece of th

e con
versation

 w
on

’t leave h
er 

h
ead. 

A
 P

sych
iatric H

ealer…
 

Sh
e w

on
ders. Sh

e does.



 

perturbed sort of look
 on

 h
is face as h

e does it an
d sh

e is sudden
ly, alarm

in
gly, 

in
con

ceivably curious. 

Som
e of th

e oth
er Slyth

erin
s look

 curious as w
ell, elbow

in
g each

 oth
er an

d 

w
h

isperin
g —

 poin
tin

g at it. C
olor bias is an

 un
fortun

ate reality at H
ogw

arts, 

an
d it isn

’t as sim
ple as girls w

ith
 pin

k
 an

d boys w
ith

 blue. H
ouse colors are prac-

tically sacred. Step outside th
ose boun

daries —
 w

ear green
 as a H

ufflepuff, w
ear 

red as a Slyth
erin

 (god forbid), an
d you’ve violated som

e un
spok

en
 code of con

-

duct. 

Slyth
erin

 H
ouse is particularly austere in

 th
is regard. A

n
y colors at all, really, 

aside from
 m

uted n
eutrals an

d th
e h

oly green
 an

d silver, are gen
erally frow

n
ed 

upon
. 

M
alfoy’s break

in
g a lot of social rules righ

t n
ow

. B
ut, to h

is credit, h
e really 

doesn
’t seem

 to care. D
oesn

’t even
 seem

 to n
otice, even

 w
ith

 all th
e blatan

t stares 

an
d w

h
ispers —

 th
e jok

es. H
e’s con

cen
tratin

g h
ard on

 it, quill gripped tigh
t, 

brow
s furrow

in
g —

 creasin
g an

d sm
ooth

in
g every oth

er secon
d as h

e w
rites. 

Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y, but sh

e desperately w
an

ts to see w
h

at h
e’s w

ritin
g. H

e 

doesn
’t seem

 lik
e th

e journ
alin

g sort —
 n

ot at all. A
n

d if h
e is, th

en
 th

ere’s a side 

to M
alfoy sh

e’s n
ever seen

. W
h

ich
 is —

 un
settlin

g. 

Sh
e drops h

er eyes. A
lm

ost k
n

ock
s over h

er tea as sh
e goes to grab it —

 sips it 

for dear life. Sh
e devotes all of h

er atten
tion

 to th
e flavor of E

arl G
rey an

d van
illa 

bean
 an

d resolves n
ever to th

in
k

 about it again
, n

o m
atter h

ow
 in

triguin
g. 

C
uriosity h

as k
illed a great deal m

ore th
an

 cats. 

 

Septem
ber 10th

, 1998 

 

“M
IL

L
IC

E
N

T
 SA

Y
S H

E’S G
O

N
E

 C
O

M
P

L
E

T
E

L
Y

 M
A

D
. A

pparen
tly h

e’s b
een

 seein
g a 

P
sych

iatric H
ealer for w

eek
s n

ow
.” 

Sh
e h

ears it on
 th

e w
ay to th

e H
ospital W

in
g. It’s h

er w
eek

ly scar treatm
en

t 

th
is aftern

oon
, an

d sh
e’s h

opin
g to ask

 M
adam

 P
om

frey for an
 itch

in
g salve as 

w
ell —

 n
on

e of h
er spells h

ave w
ork

ed. 

B
ut sh

e forgets about all of it, because th
e tw

o girls are Slyth
erin

s —
 T

h
ird 



“N
oth

in
g,” an

d h
er voice com

es out a little too defen
sive. Sh

e can
 see from

 

th
e w

ay H
arry an

d G
in

n
y’s eyes dark

en
 a bit —

 suspicious. Som
etim

es sh
e h

ates 

th
at th

ey’re so alik
e. “N

oth
in

g,” sh
e says again

, m
ore calm

ly. “It’s just…
it’s 

stran
ge, seein

g h
im

 h
ere. It’s difficult. I don

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y h

e cam
e.” 

“W
ell, h

e h
ad to com

e,” is R
on

’s first con
tribution

. “W
e all did.” H

e buries 

h
is spoon

 in
 th

e jar of m
arm

alade an
d starts spreadin

g it on
 both

 th
e toast an

d 

th
e sausage. 

“N
o, I k

n
ow

 th
at —

 I…
” sh

e falters, can
’t h

elp h
er eyes from

 flick
in

g back
 

over tow
ards th

e Slyth
erin

 table, “I just assum
ed h

e’d fin
d som

e w
ay to buy h

im
-

self out of it, lik
e alw

ays.” 

H
e’s put th

at k
n

it stock
in

g cap on
 again

, an
d h

e’s w
earin

g a th
ick

, sea green
, 

cable k
n

it sw
eater. It’s too big on

 h
im

 —
 too lon

g in
 th

e sleeves, drow
n

in
g h

is 

slen
der h

an
ds. H

is h
ead is propped on

 th
em

 an
d h

e h
asn

’t even
 both

ered to grab 

a plate, an
d th

is tim
e th

e sim
ilarities of th

eir situation
s both

er rath
er th

an
 com

-

fort h
er. 

Sh
e forces h

er eyes aw
ay. L

ook
s back

 to G
in

n
y, w

h
ose suspicious gaze w

on
’t 

ease off. 

“I’m
 fin

e, G
in

n
y. R

eally.” A
n

d th
en

 sh
e says som

eth
in

g h
on

est, for th
e first 

tim
e in

 w
h

at feels lik
e w

eek
s. “Just…

h
avin

g a little trouble adjustin
g.” A

n
d sh

e 

im
m

ediately h
ates h

erself for sayin
g it out loud. E

ven
 th

ough
 th

ey’ve all un
-

doubtedly n
oticed. E

ven
 th

ough
 it’s obvious. 

B
ut sh

e h
ates th

e w
ay th

ey’re look
in

g at h
er n

ow
. 

G
in

n
y reach

es out —
 tak

es h
er h

an
d an

d squeezes, an
d it’s sw

eet —
 really, it 

is —
 but sh

e’s glad w
h

en
 sh

e doesn
’t lin

ger. P
ity is aw

ful. Sh
e h

ates it, above 

alm
ost all else. A

lm
ost above D

raco M
alfoy. 

H
er eyes flit back

 to h
im

 again
, an

d sh
e sw

ears it’s in
volun

tary, but it’s th
e 

un
usual sh

ock
 of color th

at h
olds h

er atten
tion

 th
is tim

e. 

P
urple, of all th

in
gs. 

A
 brigh

t, un
orth

odox an
d violen

tly loud sh
ade of purple. M

alfoy’s got th
e 

color in
 h

is h
an

ds, an
d sh

e realizes after a m
om

en
t th

at it’s a book
. N

o —
 n

ot a 

book
, a n

otebook
. H

e isn
’t readin

g, h
e’s w

ritin
g, an

d h
e’s got th

is pin
ch

ed an
d 

 

A
ugust 

1st, 
1998 

D
ear 

D
iary, 

T
hat’s 

fucking 
stupid

, 
actually. 

W
hoever 

said
 
it 
had
 
to 

start 
that 

w
ay? 

Y
ou 

aren
’t 

d
ear 

to 
m
e. 
I
 
d
on
’t 

know
 
you. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

w
ant 

you. 

I
’m
 
—
 
I
’m
 
d
oing 

this 
because 

they 
said

 
I
 
have 

to. 
F
or 

healing 

purposes. 
T
o 
be 

perfectly 
honest, 

I
 
hate 

you, 
D
iary. 

Just 
as 

I
 
hate 

all 
things 

like 
you. 

T
hings 

that 
are 

frivolous 
and

 
unnecessary, 

like 

you. 
Y
ou
’re 

fucking 
useless. 

U
gly. 

Stupid
 
fucking 

book. 
Y
ou 

d
on
’t 

even 

have 
lines. 

W
hat 

fucking 
useless 

sort 
of 

fucking 
journal 

d
oesn

’t 
have 

lines? 
O
h, 

because 
“lines 

w
ill 

interfere 
w
ith 

the 
authenticity 

of 
it.” 

B
lood

y 
fucking 

hell. 
F
ucking 

load
 
of 

bollocks. 
W
hat 

about 
a 
Q
uick 

Q
uotes 

Q
uill? 

N
o, 
of 

fucking 
course 

not! 
W
hy 

m
ake 

anything 
sim
ple 

for 
m
e? 
A
nd
 
now

 
look! 

N
ow
 
they

’ve 
got 

m
e 
talking 

to 
you 

like 
you 

actually 
exist 

—
 
like 

you
’re 

a 
fucking 

hum
an 

being. 
T
urning 

m
e 
into 

a 
fucking 

head
 
case. 

P
erfect! 

H
ere 

you 
go, 

you 
fucking 

knob
-end

s. 
Just 

for 
you! 

Som
e 
perfectly 

natural, 
unscripted

, 
stream

-of-fucking-consciousness 

w
riting. 

T
hat’s 

w
hat 

you 
w
anted

, 
right? 

H
ere 

it 
is. 

O
h, 
you

’re 
going 

to 

fucking 
regret 

it. 
I
’ll 

m
ake 

sure 
of 

it. 
Y
ou
’re 

going 
to 

w
ant 

to 
burn 

this 
stupid

, 
fucking, 

ugly, 
purple, 

fucking 
book 

until 
it’s 

fucking 
black. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

need
 
this. 

F
uck 

you. 

D
raco 

M
alfoy 
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S
H

E
 P

IC
K

S A
T

 A
 T

H
R

E
A

D
 O

N
 T

H
E

 K
N

E
E

 O
F H

E
R

 JE
A

N
S —

 ST
A

R
E

S A
S IT

 SN
A

G
S, ST

A
R

T
S 

T
O

 T
A

K
E

 O
T

H
E

R
 T

H
R

E
A

D
S W

IT
H

 IT. T
h

e h
ole w

iden
s. G

apes. H
arry an

d R
on

 h
ave 

ch
an

ged already, an
d idly sh

e w
on

ders h
ow

 m
uch

 stron
ger th

at m
ak

es th
em

 

th
an

 h
er. Sh

e can
’t put on

 th
ose robes. N

ot yet. E
ven

 as th
e train

 barrels th
rough

 

th
e last of th

e tun
n

els before H
ogsm

eade, leavin
g ten

 m
in

utes —
 m

aybe —
 be-

fore th
ey reach

 th
e station

. E
ven

 as R
on

 says, “‘M
ion

e,” quietly, sort of plead-

in
gly, as if h

e th
in

k
s h

e n
eeds to rem

in
d h

er. Sh
e can

’t. Sh
e can

’t. 

H
er arm

 itch
es. M

ore th
an

 it usually does. A
n

d H
arry look

s stran
ge in

 h
is 

G
ryffin

dor tie. L
ook

s…
w

ron
g. M

isplaced in
 th

e cloth
es of a ch

ild th
at h

e is n
ot. 

T
h

e trolley w
itch

 m
ak

es h
er jum

p —
 m

ak
es h

er spin
e sh

oot up straigh
t so 

quick
ly sh

e alm
ost h

its h
er h

ead on
 th

e back
 of th

e com
partm

en
t. 

T
h

e w
itch

 yan
k

s th
e H

on
eyduk

es E
xpress to a h

alt in
 fron

t of th
e slidin

g glass 

door. “A
n

yth
in

g from
 th

e trolley, dears?” H
er face is plum

p an
d pin

k
 an

d sm
il-

in
g, as alw

ays. “L
ast sw

eets to tide you over before th
e feast?” 

“O
h

, I’m
 stuffed.” 

“N
o, n

o, th
an

k
 you.” 

H
arry an

d R
on

 both
 an

sw
er politely, but by th

e tim
e H

erm
ion

e even
 m

an
-

ages to form
 w

ords in
 h

er h
ead, th

e w
itch

 is gon
e. A

n
d sh

e look
s back

 from
 th

e 

door to fin
d both

 boys starin
g at h

er. 

“H
erm

ion
e,” says H

arry gen
tly. T

oo gen
tly. “It’ll…

it’ll be all righ
t. It’ll get 

better.” 

T
h

is sh
ould b

e a great com
fort, com

in
g from

 h
im

. H
e w

en
t th

rough
 th

e 

w
orst of it. Still —

 som
eh

ow
, it isn

’t. Sh
e n

ods, th
ough

, sw
allow

in
g w

h
at feels 

lik
e a ston

e in
 h

er th
roat. “I’ll —

 erm
, w

ell —
 I’ll go get ch

an
ged, I suppose.” 

A
n

d sh
e gets to h

er feet, preten
din

g sh
e doesn

’t feel th
e blood rush

 to h
er h

ead, 

ign
orin

g th
e dizzin

ess. 

Sh
e w

ish
es sh

e w
as as stron

g as H
arry. W

ish
es sh

e k
n

ew
 h

ow
 to cope. 

W
ish

es sh
e could breath

e. 

 

in
 h

is face —
 to fall on

 h
er. 

A
n

d th
ey do. T

h
ey sk

ip —
 lik

e a rock
 on

 w
ater. T

rip an
d tum

ble over th
em

-

selves, an
d h

e does a double-tak
e. Stares back

 an
d th

en
 straigh

ten
s a little as h

e 

realizes th
e full, h

ostile w
eigh

t of h
er gaze. H

e sn
iffs —

 curls h
is lip lik

e h
e alw

ays 

does, an
d sh

e purses h
ers an

d sh
e doesn

’t n
otice sh

e’s diggin
g h

er fork
 in

to th
e 

soft w
ood of th

e table un
til H

arry grabs h
er w

rist. 

“‘M
ion

e?” H
is voice is cautious, lik

e h
e’s w

ork
in

g w
ith

 a frigh
ten

ed an
im

al, 

an
d it steals h

er atten
tion

 for just a m
om

en
t. G

ives M
alfoy h

is ch
an

ce to escape. 

H
e dislodges from

 th
e stan

d-off an
d fin

ds a seat at th
e edge of th

e Slyth
erin

 ta-

ble, pace brisk
. 

Sh
e sigh

s an
d slum

ps. 

“It’s just M
alfoy,” says H

arry, an
d sh

e guesses th
eir stare off w

as a little m
ore 

n
oticeable th

an
 sh

e’d th
ough

t. “D
on

’t w
aste th

e en
ergy on

 h
im

.” 

B
ut sh

e isn
’t. Sh

e’s —
 sh

e isn
’t w

astin
g en

ergy, it’s m
ore th

an
 th

at. Sh
e just 

w
atch

ed m
in

utes of h
er life get scraped off because sh

e h
ad to grapple w

ith
 th

e 

possibility th
at sh

e let som
eon

e die. W
h

ich
 is stressful. T

h
irty m

in
utes of h

er life. 

G
on

e. So, it isn
’t just M

alfoy. 

It’s m
ore th

an
 th

at. 

G
in

n
y tak

es a seat across from
 th

em
 th

en
, brigh

t red h
air tied up on

 top of 

h
er h

ead. Sh
e look

s fresh
-faced an

d w
ell-rested, an

d for a lon
g m

om
en

t H
erm

i-

on
e is con

sum
ed w

ith
 en

vy. It m
ixes w

ith
 h

er rage at M
alfoy an

d spoils h
er ex-

pression
 furth

er, an
d sh

e w
atch

es G
in

n
y’s origin

al sm
ile fall off h

er face. 

“W
h

at’s w
ron

g?” 

H
arry an

sw
ers for h

er. Says it again
, dam

n
 h

im
. “Just M

alfoy.” 

A
n

d R
on

 fin
ally look

s up from
 h

is sausage. “S’goin
g on

?” 

“N
o —

 it’s n
oth

in
g. N

oth
in

g,” sh
e says, droppin

g h
er fork

 an
d w

ipin
g all th

e 

an
ger from

 h
er face. C

lean
 slate. “M

ove off it. It’s fin
e.” 

T
h

is is apparen
tly th

e w
ron

g th
in

g to say. 

“D
id som

eth
in

g h
appen

?” ask
s G

in
n

y, an
d sh

e’s lean
in

g in
 furth

er n
ow

. 

H
arry, too. R

on
 is still ch

ew
in

g, bless h
im

. 

“W
h

at’s goin
g on

?” H
arry presses. 



facin
g th

e B
lack

 L
ak

e. 

T
h

e im
age of a pale, floatin

g body is far too vivid, pain
ted on

 th
e back

s of 

h
er eyelids each

 tim
e sh

e blin
k

s. 

Is it possible th
at h

e actually w
en

t th
rough

 w
ith

 it? 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t sh

e m
ade up h

er m
in

d on
 th

e con
cept. O

n
 w

h
eth

er or n
ot it 

even
 m

atters to h
er. H

ad decided it m
ost certain

ly does n
ot. 

B
ut n

ow
 sh

e’s n
ot so sure. Sh

e’s discon
certed, to say th

e least. Sh
e w

on
ders if 

sh
e can

 afford to blam
e h

erself for an
yth

in
g else. 

It’s an
 ugly W

edn
esday outside. T

h
e sun

 beats dow
n

, w
ith

 n
o clouds to disturb 

its h
ot h

aze, an
d th

e ligh
t of it stream

in
g in

 th
rough

 th
e w

in
dow

s is startin
g to 

give h
er a h

eadach
e. Sh

e’s debatin
g givin

g th
e rest of h

er sausage to R
on

 —
 m

ak
-

in
g som

e excuse about return
in

g a book
 to th

e L
ibrary. A

n
d sh

e’s actually, truly 

debatin
g w

h
eth

er or n
ot to sk

ip h
er first class an

d seek
 refuge un

der h
er covers 

for an
 extra h

our. It’s an
 in

credibly alien
 th

ough
t. T

h
ere w

as a tim
e w

h
en

 even
 

if sh
e w

as vom
itin

g, sh
e’d force h

erself to atten
d. U

se h
er T

im
e-T

urn
er to escape 

to th
e lavatory every few

 m
in

utes. B
ut th

at feels lik
e cen

turies ago, n
ow

. A
n

d 

truan
cy m

igh
t b

e exactly w
h

at sh
e n

eeds in
 th

is m
om

en
t. 

H
er fork

 is on
ly h

alfw
ay to R

on
’s plate, sausage stabbed betw

een
 its tin

es, 

w
h

en
 a violen

tly blon
d h

ead appears over by th
e doorw

ay. 

Sh
e drops th

e sausage —
 n

arrow
ly m

isses R
on

’s plate, but h
e garbles out 

“T
h

an
k

s, ‘M
ion

e,” an
yw

ay an
d pick

s it up off th
e table w

ith
 h

is fin
gers. Jam

s it 

in
 w

h
ere th

ere’s n
o m

ore room
. H

e doesn
’t n

otice w
h

ere h
er atten

tion
’s gon

e. 

B
astard. 

It’s th
e first w

ord to com
e to m

in
d. T

h
e on

ly on
e th

at feels at all appropriate 

in
 th

is m
om

en
t. A

n
d sh

e stares at M
alfoy w

ith
 all th

e w
ill in

 th
e w

orld to stab 

h
im

 w
ith

 h
er eyes. Sk

ew
er h

im
, lik

e th
at dam

n
ed sausage. 

C
ruel, un

feelin
g bastard. 

H
e h

as th
e n

erve to yaw
n

 in
 th

e doorw
ay, h

alf-lidded eyes surveyin
g th

e four 

tables casually, un
im

pressed. H
erm

ion
e screw

s up h
er expression

 —
 w

arps it in
to 

th
e m

ost furious, un
com

prom
isin

g glare sh
e can

 m
uster an

d th
en

 lock
s it in

 

place. Sh
e w

aits for th
ose grey eyes —

 th
ose em

pty, lifeless, un
sym

path
etic h

oles 

It w
ould prob

ably b
e better, in

 som
e sick

, m
orbid sort of w

ay, if it didn
’t look

 

so m
uch

 lik
e it used to. If th

e ston
es h

adn
’t b

een
 repaired just so, if th

e bridge 

h
adn

’t b
een

 rebuilt to look
 so precisely lik

e it on
ce h

ad. 

M
aybe if th

ey’d left som
e of th

e bloodstain
s on

 th
e ground in

 th
e courtyard. 

It’s th
at part of h

er brain
. T

h
e stran

ge, n
ew

 cluster of em
otion

s sh
e doesn

’t 

quite un
derstan

d yet. T
h

ey m
ak

e h
er th

in
k

 dark
 th

in
gs, every n

ow
 an

d again
, 

w
ith

 a bizarre, ligh
th

earted sort of vibran
ce. It’s gallow

s h
um

or, sh
e th

in
k

s. A
 

copin
g m

ech
an

ism
. 

H
arry an

d R
on

 w
alk

 ah
ead of h

er as th
ey en

ter th
e castle for th

e first tim
e 

sin
ce th

e w
ar. A

gain
, sh

e w
ish

es sh
e h

ad th
eir courage. W

ish
es sh

e didn
’t still see 

th
ose bloodstain

s, even
 w

h
en

 th
ey aren

’t th
ere. B

ut sh
e does. 

Sh
e sees th

em
 all. 

T
h

is really is th
e w

orst idea th
e M

in
istry h

as ever h
ad —

 th
eir tak

edow
n

 an
d 

capture of M
uggleborn

s th
e year previous n

otw
ith

stan
din

g. It’s an
oth

er copin
g 

m
ech

an
ism

, of course. A
ctin

g as if it all n
ever h

appen
ed. M

ovin
g on

 —
 con

tin
-

uin
g w

h
ere everyon

e left off. B
ut it’s a w

orse m
ech

an
ism

 th
an

 even
 h

ers, sh
e 

th
in

k
s. 

Sh
e’s been

 th
rough

 too m
uch

, seen
 too m

uch
 —

 don
e too m

uch
 to just fall 

back
 in

to routin
e an

d fin
ish

 h
er fin

al year. T
o slip back

 in
to th

e curren
t an

d let 

it drag h
er body alon

g. It feels w
ron

g. Surely, sh
e can

’t b
e th

e on
ly on

e w
h

o feels 

th
at w

ay? Sh
e catch

es h
erself look

in
g aroun

d at th
e oth

ers as th
ey file in

to th
e 

G
reat H

all; a sea of vaguely fam
iliar faces an

d som
e th

at are far too fam
iliar. A

n
d 

th
e w

ool of h
er rob

es is scratch
y again

st h
er too-sen

sitive sk
in

, th
e tie aroun

d 

h
er n

eck
 too tigh

t. Sh
e search

es desperately for som
eon

e w
h

o look
s —

 feels —
 

as out of place as sh
e does. B

ut th
e odds are n

ot in
 h

er favor if even
 H

arry is doin
g 

so w
ell —

 actin
g so n

atural. R
on

 is R
on

, still. A
lw

ays. E
ven

 after losin
g Fred. A

n
d 

h
er eyes fin

d G
in

n
y, w

h
ose face is split by a rare an

d very real sm
ile as sh

e talk
s 

to w
h

at look
s lik

e old frien
ds. H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t rem

em
ber th

eir n
am

es. Sh
e 

w
on

ders if sh
e sh

ould. W
on

ders if sh
e k

n
ew

 th
em

, on
ce. Sh

e fin
ds N

eville n
ext, 

w
h

o seem
s to h

ave blossom
ed, of all th

in
gs, after th

e w
ar. H

e’s a few
 in

ch
es taller, 

but m
iles m

ore con
fiden

t, an
d h

e an
d L

un
a are practically join

ed at th
e h

ip. H
is 



voice boom
s over th

e oth
ers as it n

ever h
as before, aligh

t w
ith

 som
e story h

e’s 

tellin
g th

at h
as L

un
a th

orough
ly en

tran
ced. 

H
erm

ion
e’s alm

ost certain
 sh

e’s it —
 sh

e’s th
e on

ly on
e w

h
o can

’t m
ove on

, 

th
e on

ly on
e w

h
o can

’t get past—
 

O
h

. 

O
h

. 

H
er stom

ach
 drops in

to h
er sh

oes. Sh
e’s sudden

ly overly con
scious of th

e dead 

sk
in

 on
 h

er dry lips an
d th

e ever-presen
t itch

 in
 h

er arm
. Sh

e scratch
es com

pul-

sively at it as sh
e stares at h

im
, h

er feet h
avin

g stuttered —
 h

iccupped to a h
alt. 

H
e’s sort of h

alf in
 robes, h

alf out, h
is sh

ock
 of blon

d alm
ost covered by a 

black
, k

n
it stock

in
g cap. Sh

e’s n
ever seen

 h
im

 w
ear a h

at before. It con
fuses h

er 

eyes so m
uch

 th
at sh

e h
as to blin

k
 —

 on
ce. H

ard. H
e’s bun

dled up in
 a scarf, too, 

despite th
e w

arm
 Septem

ber w
eath

er, an
d sh

e th
in

k
s sh

e sees th
e stripes of h

is 

Slyth
erin

 tie buried ben
eath

 it, but sh
e can

’t b
e certain

. 

N
o —

 n
o, h

e’s n
ot in

 rob
es at all, actually. N

ow
 sh

e’s sure of it. It on
ly tak

es 

a secon
d m

ore to realize. H
e’s in

 an
 overcoat. L

on
g an

d black
, alm

ost lik
e rob

es. 

H
e’s dressed for w

in
ter an

d it’s n
ot h

is tie, it’s part of h
is scarf, an

d h
is face is pale 

as ever, h
is lips a sick

ly red-oran
ge. T

h
e sk

in
 aroun

d h
is eyes is sun

k
en

 an
d dark

-

en
ed, an

d h
e look

s lik
e som

e sort of un
n

atural, albin
o raccoon

. H
e’s lean

in
g 

again
st th

e ston
e w

all, w
aitin

g for th
e bulk

 of th
e crow

d to pass th
rough

 th
e gold 

doors first, an
d h

e’s so tall h
e’s practically loom

in
g th

ere. G
azin

g dow
n

 at all of 

h
is form

er peers an
d all of th

e giddily ob
livious First Y

ears lik
e a very om

en
 of 

death
. 

H
e does n

ot look
 w

ell. 

H
e —

 h
e look

s aw
ful. 

A
n

d sh
e th

in
k

s it’s th
at part of h

er brain
 again

 th
at som

eh
ow

 fin
ds com

fort 

in
 it. 

D
raco M

alfoy look
s aw

ful. A
s bad —

 n
o, w

orse, th
an

 sh
e does. T

h
e w

ar is n
ot 

gon
e for h

im
, eith

er. A
n

d yes, it’s com
fortin

g. It’s despicably fuck
in

g com
fort-

in
g. B

ecause even
 if it is h

im
, it m

ean
s sh

e isn
’t a com

plete lun
atic. It m

ean
s sh

e 

isn
’t th

e w
eak

est out of all of th
em

 because sh
e can

’t m
ove on

. 

G
ranger’s 

alread
y 
a 
know

-it-all. 
I
 
can

’t 
im
agine 

anything 
w
orse 

than 
a 
sulking 

know
-it-all. 

A
dd
 
that 

frizzy 
fucking 

nest 
on 

her 

head
 
and 

you
’ve 

got 
d
inner 

and
 
a 
show

. 

I
 
hate 

this. 
I
 
hate 

her. 
I
 
hate 

all 
of 

them
. 

I
 
just 

w
ant 

to 
be 

left 
the 

fuck 
alone. 

I
s 
that 

so 
hard

? 
So 

w
rong? 

A
nother 

prom
pt 

for 
tod
ay. 

T
ossers. 

“W
hat 

m
ethod

s 
are 

you 
using 

to 
incorporate 

balance 
into 

your 
day 

to 
day 

life?” 

F
irew

hiskey 
just 

m
ight 

be 
the 

answ
er 
to 

everything 
at 

this 
rate. 

A
nd
 
the 

occasional 
Stinging 

Jinx 
to 

the 
face. 

I
 
d
o 
it 

m
yself. 

F
eels 

great. 
R
eally 

helps 
m
e 
balance. 

So 
yeah. 

G
et 

fucked
. 

D
raco 

M
alfoy 

 

  

Septem
ber 8th

, 1998 
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R

E
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R
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W
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 IT
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H
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E
R

 FO
R

K
, A

L
T

H
O

U
G

H
 IT

 SM
E

L
L

S D
IV

IN
E. It’s th

e on
ly th

in
g on

 h
er 

plate, an
d sh

e can
’t m

ak
e h

erself tak
e a bite. H

er appetite h
as b

een
 m

issin
g in

 

action
 for a w

eek
 or so. Sin

ce return
in

g to H
ogw

arts, really. 

A
n

d th
e in

ciden
t w

ith
 M

alfoy th
e n

igh
t before really doesn

’t h
elp. 

T
o m

ak
e m

atters w
orse, for th

e first h
alf h

our of break
fast, h

e isn
’t at th

e 

Slyth
erin

 table, an
d for tw

en
ty-n

in
e full m

in
utes, sh

e th
in

k
s h

e’s actually dead. 

H
arry an

d R
on

 question
 th

e distraugh
t look

 on
 h

er face m
ore th

an
 on

ce, but 

sh
e brush

es th
em

 off —
 blam

es a stom
ach

 ach
e an

d k
eeps starin

g, eith
er at th

e 

table or th
e doors to th

e G
reat H

all. O
ccasion

ally at th
e w

in
dow

s. T
h

e on
es 



 

Septem
ber 

8th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

F
ucking 

bitch. 

N
ot 

you. 
N
ot 

this 
tim

e, 
at 

least 
—
 
isn

’t 
that 

a 
surprise? 

T
he 

object 
of 

m
y 
im
m
ed
iate 

rage 
is 
som

eone 
fucking 

else 
for 

a 
change. 

N
ot 

that 
you

’re 
off 

the 
hook. 

B
ut 

it’s 
G
ranger. 

F
ucking 

G
ranger. 

Y
ou 

d
on
’t 

know
 
her 

but 

you
’d
 
be 

sorry 
if 
you 

did
. 
She’s 

—
 
she’s 

fucking 
absurd

. 
F
ucking 

im
possible 

to 
d
eal 

w
ith. 

A
 
hellish 

am
algam

ation 
of 

every 
living 

thing 
I
 
can

’t 
fucking 

stand
. 
F
ucking 

egregious, 
loathsom

e, 
know

-it-

all, 
stubborn, 

salt-in
-m
y-fucking-eye 

sw
ot. 

I
’d 

been 
so 

hoping 
I
’d
 

be 
ord
ered

 
to 

kill 
her 

d
uring 

the 
w
ar. 

So 
hoping. 

(F
ucking 

relax, 

yeah? 
I
’m
 
reform

ed
.) 

Y
ou
’d
 
kill 

her 
too, 

though, 
if 
you 

had 
the 

chance. 
Y
ou
’d
 
w
ring 

that 
rid
iculous, 

avian 
little 

neck 
before 

she 
got 

a 
full 

sentence 

out. 
B
ecause 

she’d
 
probably 

be 
telling 

you 
you

’re 
w
rong. 

P
robably 

be 
m
aking 

you 
feel 

like 
your 

head
’s 
up 

your 
arse, 

w
hen 

really 
it’s 

the 
fucking 

broom
 
up 

hers 
that 

m
akes 

everything 
so 
fucking 

d
ifficult. 

T
o 
m
ake 

m
atters 

w
orse, 

she’s 
sulky 

now
. 
Sulky. 

W
hat 

goblin 

craw
led
 
out 

of 
a 
hole 

and 
d
ecid

ed
 
w
e 
need

ed 
that 

particular 
hex 

on 
our 

lives? 
I
 
w
ant 

to 
shake 

his 
hand

, 
because 

it’s 
a 
fucking 

top-notch 
torture 

m
ethod

. 

It m
ean

s th
at som

eon
e gets it. Som

eon
e’s goin

g to struggle as sh
e does. 

E
ven

 if it’s h
im

. E
ven

 if it’s h
im

. 

H
is eyes flit upw

ard th
en

 —
 m

eet h
ers lik

e a car crash
. A

 h
ead-on

 collision
. 

Sh
e th

in
k

s sh
e actually tak

es a step back
. 

T
h

ose vacan
t, grey depth

s fill w
ith

 som
eth

in
g. G

row
 less em

pty. A
n

d sh
e 

w
atch

es th
em

 squin
t —

 tw
itch

 in
 th

e sm
allest of m

ovem
en

ts, alm
ost too sm

all 

to catch
. T

h
en

 h
e resets h

is jaw
, straigh

ten
s h

is back
 a little, lean

in
g fully again

st 

th
e w

all so th
at h

e look
s dow

n
 on

 h
er n

ow
, too, even

 from
 th

eir distan
ce. O

n
e 

of h
is lon

g, bon
y h

an
ds fusses over h

is forearm
 —

 an
oth

er tin
y m

ovem
en

t sh
e 

alm
ost doesn

’t n
otice. B

ut sh
e sees h

is fin
gers flick

 —
 jab

 —
 scratch

 at th
e fabric 

over th
e sk

in
 for just a split secon

d. It’s th
e last m

ovem
en

t sh
e sees before th

eir 

eyes disen
gage an

d h
e slips off th

e w
all —

 slips aroun
d th

e edge of th
e doors an

d 

van
ish

es lik
e a gh

ost. 

A
n

d for a m
om

en
t, sh

e’s alm
ost giddy. 

B
ecause D

raco M
alfoy’s been

 ruin
ed by th

is w
ar an

d h
e’s as out of place as sh

e 

is an
d —

 yes, h
e h

as scars too. H
e’s got an

 even
 bigger on

e. 

Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
eth

er on
e day th

ey’ll com
pare sizes. 

H
a. T

h
ere it is again

. 

G
allow

s h
um

or.



 

Septem
ber 

4th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

T
hey’re 

telling 
m
e 
not 

to 
sw
ear 

so 
fucking 

m
uch. 

I
 
think 

that’s 

asking 
a 
lot, 

don
’t 

you? 
I
 
think 

that’s 
pretty 

suprem
ely 

fucking 

rid
iculous. 

Y
ou 

can
’t 

m
ake 

a 
rule 

book 
for 

stream
-of-fucking-

consciousness 
w
riting, 

and 
that’s 

w
hat 

they 
told 

m
e 
to 

fucking 
do, 

isn
’t 

it? 
I
f 
they 

d
on
’t 

like 
the 

w
ay 

m
y 
consciousness 

looks, 
they 

can 
take 

their 
fucking 

virgin 
eyes 

elsew
here. 

I
’ll 

say 
it 
again. 

I
 

d
on
’t 

fucking 
w
ant 

their 
help. 

H
ello! 

Y
es! 

I
’m
 
talking 

to 
you. 

I
 
d
on
’t 
w
ant 

your 
fucking 

help. 
A
t 
all. 

I
 
d
on
’t 
w
ant 

to 
fucking 

d
o 
this. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

need
 
it. 

I
 
d
on
’t—

 

B
ollocks. 

B
roke 

m
y 
fucking 

quill. 
T
hank 

you 
again! 

H
ope 

you 

get 
ink 

stains 
on 

your 
blood

y 
hospital 

w
ear. 

F
ucking 

knob-ends. 

W
hat 

am
 
I
 
forgetting? 

O
h, 
yes 

—
 
the 

fucking 
prom

pt 
for 

tod
ay! 

E
ven 

m
ore 

rules 
for 

stream
-of-fucking-consciousness 

w
riting. 

I
m
beciles. 

H
ere. 

“W
hat 

differences 
d
o 
you 

see 
in 

yourself 
follow

ing 
your 

traum
a?” 

W
ho 

w
rote 

this 
fucking 

question? 
M
y 
traum

a? 
I
’m
 
pretty 

abso-

lutely-fucking-sure 
it 
w
as 
m
ore 

than 
just 

m
y 
traum

a. 
Y
ou 

m
ean 

the 

w
ar? 

T
he 

fucking 
w
ar 

that 
d
ecim

ated
 
the 

W
izard

ing 
W
orld

? 
T
hat 

killed
 
a 
few
 
thousand

s 
and 

d
estroyed 

thousand
s 
m
ore? 

T
hat 

traum
a? 

I
t 
should

 
traum

atize 
you 

too! 
W
hat 

the 
fuck

’s 
the 

m
atter 

w
ith 

dark
n

ess as th
eir eyes adjust. 

“Fin
e,” sh

e says, deadpan
, an

d sh
e can

 barely see h
is outlin

e n
ow

. “I w
on

’t.” 

H
e’s th

e sam
e. Still th

e M
alfoy h

e w
as before, just a little w

orse for w
ear. A

 part 

of h
er w

on
ders w

h
eth

er sh
e’d expected h

im
 to ch

an
ge. W

h
eth

er sh
e’d expected 

th
e w

ar to deplete som
e of h

is seem
in

gly en
dless reserve of bittern

ess an
d cruelty. 

N
o. T

h
at w

ould b
e stupid, w

ouldn
’t it? P

eople don
’t ch

an
ge. 

“I don
’t care w

h
at you do to yourself.” A

n
d n

ow
 h

er voice is h
augh

ty. Sour. 

“H
ave at it.” Sh

e turn
s on

 h
er h

eel, all th
e peace of m

om
en

ts ago stolen
, an

d sh
e 

begin
s th

e lon
g h

ik
e back

 up th
e h

ill —
 furious. B

oth
 w

ith
 h

erself an
d w

ith
 M

al-

foy. A
n

d w
ith

 th
e M

in
istry an

d w
ith

 h
er frien

ds an
d w

ith
 th

e w
h

ole dam
n

able 

situation
. 

Sh
e sh

ould’ve stayed in
 th

e com
m

on
 room

. 

B
ut sh

e’s about th
irty paces from

 th
e B

lack
 L

ak
e w

h
en

 h
e says it. N

ot quite a 

sh
out. Sh

e w
on

ders if h
e even

 m
ean

t for h
er to h

ear, or if h
e just w

an
ted to h

ave 

th
e last w

ord, even
 in

 h
is ow

n
 m

in
d. 

“Y
ou don

’t k
n

ow
 an

yth
in

g, G
ran

ger.” 

Sh
e pauses —

 h
as to stagger h

er feet to stay balan
ced on

 th
e h

ill, but sh
e 

pauses for just a m
om

en
t. C

on
siders firin

g som
eth

in
g back

. C
on

siders trudgin
g 

all th
e w

ay back
 dow

n
 an

d dem
an

din
g h

e get out of th
e w

ater. D
em

an
din

g h
e 

stop actin
g lik

e such
 a cow

ard. D
em

an
din

g h
e face it lik

e sh
e h

as to. 

B
ecause if h

e’s gon
e, sh

e’s th
e on

ly outsider left. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if th

at’s really th
e on

ly reason
 sh

e cares. W
on

ders if th
e idea of 

M
alfoy drow

n
in

g actually both
ers h

er. 

Som
e survival in

stin
ct sen

ds a jolt of steel th
rough

 h
er blood, an

d sh
e stiffen

s 

—
 h

arden
s. L

urch
es forw

ard an
d starts up th

e rest of th
e w

ay. 

N
o. It doesn

’t. 

It doesn
’t.



you to in
terrupt, don

’t you th
in

k
?” 

Sh
e falters. Suck

s in
 an

oth
er sh

arp breath
, caugh

t off guard. “Y
ou —

 I —
 

w
h

at? Y
ou…

you w
ere?” 

A
 sudden

, un
bidden

 im
age of M

alfoy in
 crisis floods th

rough
 h

er m
in

d. It’s 

h
ard to picture at first, an

d th
en

 it just all starts to th
row

 itself togeth
er lik

e a 

jigsaw
 puzzle, an

d sh
e can

 see exactly h
ow

 h
e’d get to th

is place. H
e’s a D

eath
 

E
ater. For life. A

n
d h

is side lost. H
is fam

ily lost. Sh
e isn

’t sure w
h

at h
appen

ed to 

th
eir w

ealth
 an

d to w
h

at w
as un

doubtedly a sizable in
h

eritan
ce. W

as it seized by 

th
e M

in
istry for dam

ages? O
r are th

eir rich
es sim

ply m
ark

ed w
ith

 sh
am

e? T
h

e 

M
alfoys are pariah

s n
ow

. T
h

at sh
e k

n
ow

s for certain
. 

A
n

d n
ow

 h
e’s h

ere —
 surroun

ded b
y O

rder m
em

bers an
d w

ar h
eroes an

d 

it’s…
it’s stran

ge to th
in

k
 about. 

M
alfoy. In

 crisis. W
ith

out h
is fath

er h
ere to fix it for h

im
. 

Sh
e’s so caugh

t up in
 it, sh

e alm
ost m

isses h
is respon

se. 

“B
ugger off, yeah

 G
ran

ger?” H
e’s got th

at sam
e, sn

ark
y draw

l h
e’s alw

ays h
ad 

—
 an

d yet, th
ere’s an

 un
derton

e n
ow

. It’s n
ot quite boredom

, but it’s som
eth

in
g 

of th
at n

ature. E
xh

austion
, m

aybe. It rips h
er righ

t back
 in

to th
e presen

t. “I’m
 

sort of in
 th

e m
iddle of som

eth
in

g h
ere,” h

e con
tin

ues. “P
rivacy w

ould b
e n

ice.” 

Sh
e bristles, gapin

g at h
im

 for a m
om

en
t. W

h
at in

 —
 w

h
at th

e hell? 

“I’m
 —

 n
o, M

alfoy, I can
’t just bugger off—

” 

“O
f course you can

.” H
e turn

s h
is back

 —
 faces th

e lon
g dark

 expan
se of th

e 

lak
e. 

“Y
ou w

ere tryin
g to drow

n
 yourself. I can

’t just—
” 

“O
h

, for fuck
’s sak

e, G
ran

ger.” 

“—
leave at a tim

e lik
e th

is. Y
ou —

 you n
eed—

” 

“D
on

’t,” an
d h

is voice is so sh
arp it slices th

rough
 th

e air lik
e a k

n
ife —

 si-

len
ces h

er in
stan

tly, “say th
e w

ord help.” 

H
e’s in

 profile n
ow

, n
ot look

in
g at h

er but n
ot quite look

in
g aw

ay eith
er. 

H
er w

an
d ligh

t illum
in

ates a lon
e drop of w

ater as it glides dow
n

 th
e top of h

is 

spin
e, disappearin

g ben
eath

 h
is sh

irt collar. 

Sh
e lets h

er arm
 drop, an

d th
e ligh

t van
ish

es, plun
gin

g th
em

 in
to n

ear total 

you 
people? 

B
ut 

fuck 
it. 

Sure. 
I
’ll 

play. 

I
’m
 
here 

at 
fucking 

H
ogw
arts, 

of 
all 

fucking 
places, 

by 
M
inistry 

ord
er, 

fucking 
taking 

classes 
and

 
in 

ord
er 
to 

get 
through 

that, 
let’s 

just 
say 

I
’ve 

d
eveloped 

a 
rather 

healthy 
affinity 

for 
F
irew

hiskey. 

I
t 
burns 

to 
all 

hell, 
and

 
it’s 

blood
y 
fantastic. 

O
h, 
and

 
I
 
d
on
’t 

sleep 
at 

all 
and

 
I
’m
 
about 

fifteen 
pound

s 

lighter 
and

 
m
y 
fucking 

arm
 
is 
infected

. 
Just 

a 
few

 
m
inor 

changes. 

N
othing 

noticeable. 
H
appy? 

F
ucking 

fucking 
fuck 

you. 

D
raco 

M
alfoy 
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A
 W

E
E

K
 D

ISIN
T

E
G

R
A

T
E

S B
E

FO
R

E
 H

E
R

 E
Y

E
S. It’s as th

ough
 sh

e w
atch

es it from
 be-

h
in

d a glass. From
 outside of it. 

T
h

at’s h
ow

 sh
e feels. L

ik
e an

 outsider. B
ecause th

ey k
eep laugh

in
g. 

L
augh

in
g an

d sm
ilin

g an
d talk

in
g about n

oth
in

g of con
sequen

ce an
d pass-

in
g n

otes in
 class lik

e Secon
d Y

ears an
d jok

in
g an

d teasin
g an

d stayin
g up late 

an
d laugh

in
g w

ith
 on

e an
oth

er. L
augh

in
g lik

e n
oth

in
g’s h

appen
ed. L

ik
e th

ey’ve 

all b
een

 reun
ited after som

e sort of overlon
g h

oliday. 

N
ot a bloody w

ar. 

Sh
e can

 barely stan
d to b

e in
 th

e G
ryffin

dor com
m

on
 room

. T
o b

e aroun
d 

all of it. Sh
e sits off to th

e side, far en
ough

 aw
ay th

at th
e ligh

t from
 th

e fireplace 

doesn
’t touch

 h
er, an

d tries to ign
ore it. M

aybe it’s jealously. Sh
e adm

its th
at a 

part of it defin
itely is. Sh

e w
ish

es sh
e could feel th

at w
ay. B

eh
ave th

at w
ay. See th

e 

w
orld th

at w
ay. B

ut it’s lik
e th

e w
ar’s put a special tin

t on
 everyth

in
g, an

d it’s all 

a little bit grayer. A
 little bit dark

er. 

Seam
us casts a B

at-B
ogey H

ex on
 D

ean
 as h

e’s sippin
g tea. It’s a catastroph

e. 



A
n

d it’s som
eth

in
g sh

e w
ould’ve laugh

ed at tw
o years ago. 

T
h

ere are a lot of th
in

gs sh
e w

ould’ve don
e tw

o years ago. Sm
iled back

 at 

R
on

. P
rattled on

 to H
arry about w

h
at sh

e’s readin
g. Stayed up late in

 th
e dorm

i-

tory, talk
in

g w
ith

 G
in

n
y an

d P
arvati about Z

ach
arias Sm

ith
’s un

expected 

grow
th

 spurt. 

B
ut n

ot n
ow

. 

Sh
e just w

an
ts to get aw

ay from
 it. Just w

an
ts to focus on

 h
er classes —

 study 

even
 m

ore religiously th
an

 before. W
an

ts to get th
rough

 it an
d get out. A

n
d sh

e’s 

spen
t th

e past w
eek

 tryin
g to force h

erself to stay in
 th

e com
m

on
 room

 in
 th

e 

even
in

gs, despite it all. T
o b

e at least m
oderately social. P

resen
t. B

ut ton
igh

t h
er 

arm
 is itch

in
g som

eth
in

g aw
ful —

 alm
ost burn

in
g, an

d each
 laugh

 m
ak

es h
er 

stom
ach

 clen
ch

, an
d after about a h

alf h
our of sayin

g, “N
o, th

an
k

 you, I’m
 fin

e,” 

to everyon
e w

h
o ask

s h
er to com

e over —
 over an

d over an
d over again

 —
 sh

e 

can
’t tak

e it an
y lon

ger. 

Sh
e run

s. B
ails. Jum

ps sh
ip. 

Sh
e’s out of th

ere so fast sh
e can

’t even
 recollect th

e last ten
 secon

ds. O
n

ly 

sees th
e back

 of th
e Fat L

ady’s portrait flyin
g out of th

e w
ay an

d th
e outside cor-

ridor w
h

ippin
g past h

er lin
e of sigh

t. H
er book

 is clutch
ed lik

e a vise to h
er ch

est 

—
 M

erida Sw
oglot’s M

agical M
ust-H

aves for M
ovin

g O
n

. Sh
e’s forcin

g h
erself 

to read it. H
as to con

sider th
e logic of studyin

g h
ealth

y copin
g strategies. A

n
d 

even
 so, it’s n

ice to feel th
e w

eigh
t of a book

 in
 h

er h
an

ds, especially on
e lik

e 

th
is. A

 tom
e. A

 big, h
eavy affair th

at w
eigh

s h
er dow

n
 to th

e earth
 lik

e an
 an

-

ch
or. 

Several fligh
ts of stairs go b

y in
 flash

es, too, an
d before sh

e k
n

ow
s it, sh

e’s in
 

th
e deserted foyer leadin

g to th
e G

reat H
all. T

h
e torch

es are lit an
d it’s as cozy 

an
d in

vitin
g as it ever w

as, but sh
e can

’t —
 sh

e can
’t stay, sh

e h
as to k

eep goin
g. 

Sh
e’s out on

 th
e fron

t grass in
 th

e n
ext in

stan
t, an

d th
e air h

as a ch
ill but it 

feels good. Sh
e can

 breath
e th

is. It isn
’t h

um
id, isn

’t w
arm

 lik
e th

e com
m

on
 

room
, an

d it flow
s dow

n
 h

er th
roat effortlessly. 

Still, sh
e ch

arges dow
n

 th
e h

ill, stum
blin

g on
ce or tw

ice as it gets steeper, 

grin
din

g h
er teeth

 un
til a h

eadach
e bloom

s in
 h

er tem
ples an

d diggin
g h

er sh
oes 

in
to th

e earth
, an

d sh
e doesn

’t stop un
til sh

e’s a few
 in

ch
es from

 th
e lappin

g 

sh
orelin

e of th
e B

lack
 L

ak
e. 

Sh
e stills. D

raw
s in

 a deep, deep breath
. W

aits. 

E
ith

er for h
er h

eart rate to go dow
n

 or to com
e to h

er sen
ses. 

Sh
e listen

s to th
e w

ater sw
ell an

d w
ith

draw
, w

atch
es it soak

 in
to th

e m
ossy 

grass at its edge. T
h

e m
oon

 is a w
an

in
g crescen

t —
 a spot of lon

ely blue in
 th

e 

clear black
 sk

y. Sh
e stares up at it, en

joyin
g h

er first m
om

en
t of peace sin

ce re-

turn
in

g to H
ogw

arts. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e h

ears th
e w

ater crash
. T

h
resh

. B
reak

 louder th
an

 it sh
ould. A

n
d 

h
er eyes sn

ap dow
n

 as sh
e gasps —

 pan
ics an

d stum
bles back

, falls at th
e sigh

t of 

a figure a few
 m

eters aw
ay, h

alf subm
erged an

d in
 sh

adow
. 

H
er h

an
d is trem

blin
g as it fin

ds h
er w

an
d. ”L

um
os!” 

P
ale, w

ide eyes stare back
 at h

er, som
eh

ow
 surprised an

d disin
terested at th

e 

sam
e tim

e. H
e’s soppin

g w
et an

d fully cloth
ed. W

ell, n
o. N

ot fully cloth
ed. H

e’s 

in
 w

h
at look

 lik
e pajam

as —
 a t-sh

irt an
d th

e w
aistban

d of a pair of boxers, th
e 

rest of h
im

 un
derw

ater. T
h

e sh
irt look

s lik
e tissue paper, glued to h

is sk
in

, com
-

pletely tran
sparen

t, an
d h

is h
air stick

s up on
 on

e en
d, spik

y an
d w

et. It’s flatten
ed 

over on
e eye an

d drippin
g dow

n
 h

is face on
 th

e oth
er side. H

is w
h

ite sk
in

 reflects 

th
e m

oon
ligh

t lik
e a m

irror. 

“M
alfoy?” sh

e says. It’s sort of a question
. Sort of a stun

n
ed statem

en
t of fact. 

A
n

d it’s w
h

ispered lik
e a curse. 

“G
ran

ger.” H
e crosses h

is arm
s over h

is ch
est, an

d h
is voice h

as a bite sh
e 

guesses sh
e sh

ould’ve been
 expectin

g. “W
h

ere’s th
e rest of th

e G
olden

 T
rio? O

ut 

for a m
idn

igh
t stroll all on

 your ow
n

?” 

Sh
e th

in
k

s about w
h

at sh
e’s seein

g. T
h

in
k

s about th
e tim

e of n
igh

t. T
h

e w
ay 

h
e look

s. T
h

e w
ay h

e look
ed on

 th
at first day. 

H
e w

en
t in

to th
e w

ater w
ith

 cloth
es on

. 

“A
re —

 are you tryin
g to drow

n
 yourself?” T

h
e w

ords are out before sh
e’s 

even
 fully processed it. H

er w
an

d ligh
t is sh

ak
y w

ith
 th

e trem
blin

g of h
er arm

, 

castin
g M

alfoy in
 a jerk

y, alm
ost psych

edelic ligh
t, lik

e a strob
e. 

H
is lip curls up on

 on
e side. H

e sw
eeps th

e w
et h

air out of h
is face. “R

ude of 


