
B
urbage n

arrow
s h

er eyes at h
er. H

er lip tw
itch

es, pursed to th
e poin

t it look
s 

pain
ful. B

ut sh
e does glan

ce dow
n

 at Z
ach

arias an
d quirk

 a brow
. “Is th

ere m
ore 

to th
at sen

ten
ce?” 

Z
ach

arias sh
ifts un

com
fortably. T

urn
s back

 to th
e page an

d clears h
is th

roat 

for w
h

at m
ust b

e th
e fortieth

 tim
e. ”I w

an
t to fuckin

g kill h
er alm

ost as m
uch

 as 

I w
an

t to kiss h
er.” 

Sh
e’s expectin

g m
ore from

 th
e crow

d. A
 soften

in
g of som

e sort —
 an

yth
in

g. 

T
h

e w
ay th

ey soften
ed for P

an
sy. 

B
ut th

e look
s tossed aroun

d are w
ary. U

n
con

vin
ced. 

A
n

d B
urbage is practically grin

n
in

g as sh
e turn

s back
 to H

erm
ion

e. “Satis-

fied, M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

H
erm

ion
e blow

s a h
ot breath

 out th
rough

 h
er m

outh
. 

“T
ak

e your seat.” 

H
arry tugs h

er back
 dow

n
. 

A
n

d Z
ach

arias just blin
k

s aroun
d stupidly un

til h
e’s given

 th
e n

od to con
-

tin
ue. 

“So, um
, yeah

 —
 N

ovem
ber 1st, 1998…

I w
an

t to rip h
er fuckin

g h
air out…

I 

feel like m
y blood’s boilin

g…
I’m

 th
in

kin
g of doin

g som
eth

in
g stupid. T

h
en

 th
ere’s 

N
ovem

ber 12th
, 1998…

uh
, every tim

e I close m
y eyes I see h

er scream
in

g. W
rith

in
g 

on
 the floor. I can

 see th
e w

h
ites of her eyes an

d th
e un

n
atural curve of h

er spin
e 

an
d I can

n
ot, for the life of m

e, stop dream
in

g about i—
” 

Sh
e laun

ch
es h

erself back
 to h

er feet, an
d sh

e’s —
 sh

e’s sh
outin

g n
ow

. Sh
e 

doesn
’t even

 care. “N
o. N

O
. Y

ou do n
ot get to tak

e th
at out of con

text!” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, you are out of lin

e.” 

“T
h

is is en
ough

!” Sh
e cries. “E

n
ough

! T
h

e law
 is n

ot on
e-sided. T

h
is is n

ot a 

just represen
tation

 of th
at boy —

” A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e jabs h

er fin
ger tow

ards th
e cage, 

sim
ultan

eously aw
are an

d in
 den

ial of th
e w

etn
ess sh

e feels on
 h

er ch
eek

s. “I 

w
on

’t stan
d h

ere an
d let you do th

is.” 

“Sit. D
ow

n
.” 

B
ulbs flash

 fran
tically. Sh

e glares at B
urbage un

til h
er eyes stin

g. 

“‘M
ion

e…
” a pleadin

g w
h

isper from
 H

arry as h
e yan

k
s at h

er. “‘M
ion

e, please. 
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N
A

U
SE

O
U

S. T
h

e courage an
d bravado sh

e can
 absorb

 from
 exten

sive research
 on

ly 

goes so far, an
d im

agin
in

g every argum
en

t sh
e’s goin

g to m
ak

e in
 h

er h
ead is 

on
e th

in
g. 

A
ctually doin

g it is an
oth

er en
tirely. 

Sh
e’s h

ad lives depen
d on

 h
er k

n
ow

ledge before —
 H

arry’s, in
 particular, so 

m
an

y tim
es durin

g th
e w

ar —
 but n

ever lik
e th

is. 

Sh
e’s n

ever h
ad to stan

d in
 fron

t of som
eon

e w
h

o k
n

ow
s h

er w
ords are th

e 

on
ly th

in
g betw

een
 th

em
 an

d th
e D

em
en

tor’s K
iss. 

Y
ou’re bein

g dram
atic. 

N
o, sh

e isn
’t, but sh

e can
’t allow

 h
erself to m

en
tally un

ravel before sh
e even

 

reach
es th

e courtroom
. 

Sh
e steels h

erself. A
djusts h

er posture —
 jack

k
n

ifes. H
er fin

gers toy absen
tly 

w
ith

 th
e h

em
 of h

er pin
striped blazer. M

cG
on

agall’s bon
y h

an
d squeezes h

er 

sh
oulder. 

T
h

e doors pull apart. 

<
 

H
ow

 exactly did M
cG

on
agall describe it? A

 m
edia circus, w

asn
’t it? 

Y
es, th

at’s precisely w
h

at th
is is. T

igh
tropes, rin

gm
asters, fire an

d all. Sh
e’s 



h
ad h

er ph
oto tak

en
 at least a h

un
dred tim

es an
d sh

e h
asn

’t even
 said a w

ord yet. 

M
erely sits in

 th
e oth

erw
ise aggressively em

pty ch
aracter w

itn
ess box. 

T
h

e W
izen

gam
ot assem

bles slow
ly. L

azily. A
s th

ough
 to say th

ey’re perfectly 

aw
are th

e lives on
 th

e lin
e today aren

’t th
eirs. 

H
erm

ion
e break

s out in
to a cold sw

eat. H
er m

in
d is sudden

ly blan
k

, save th
e 

on
e th

in
g sh

e sh
ouldn

’t b
e th

in
k

in
g about righ

t n
ow

. T
h

e w
ords of a reporter, 

th
row

n
 at h

er on
 th

e streets outside th
e M

in
istry th

is m
orn

in
g. 

“D
on

’t w
orry, M

iss G
ran

ger —
 today can

 just be practice!” 

M
cG

on
agall’s sh

arp grip h
ad tried to preven

t h
er from

 turn
in

g to face th
e 

m
an

, but H
erm

ion
e h

as n
ever k

n
ow

n
 h

ow
 to leave a question

 un
an

sw
ered. 

“E
xcuse m

e?” sh
e’d ask

ed. D
em

an
ded, rath

er. 

H
idden

 beh
in

d h
is cam

era, th
e m

an
 h

ad sn
apped a sh

ot of h
er an

d an
-

n
oun

ced —
 quite plain

ly an
d w

ith
out an

y reservation
s —

 “For w
h

en
 you defen

d 

D
raco M

alfoy. T
h

at’s of course th
e on

ly reason
 you’re h

ere, isn
’t it?” 

M
cG

on
agall h

ad dragged h
er aw

ay before an
yth

in
g furth

er could b
e said, but 

n
ow

 h
is w

ords boun
ce aroun

d th
e in

side of h
er sk

ull. 

P
ractice…

 

Just practice. 

H
um

an
 lives aren

’t practice. 

B
ut sh

e h
as to con

sider w
h

eth
er a sm

all, con
cealed part of h

er h
ad b

een
 look

-

in
g at today th

at w
ay. C

an
 h

ardly bear to th
in

k
 about it. 

It’s even
 m

ore surprisin
g th

at th
e reporter w

as able to piece th
in

gs togeth
er 

so quick
ly. N

ow
h

ere publicly did sh
e state th

at sh
e w

ould b
e operatin

g as a ch
ar-

acter w
itn

ess today. 

A
lm

ost every oth
er reporter h

ad in
quired as to w

h
y sh

e’d com
e to “spectate.” 

B
ut th

ere w
as n

o sh
ortage of w

h
ispers an

d h
ush

ed gasps w
h

en
 sh

e’d tak
en

 h
er 

seat in
 th

e w
itn

ess box. 

“L
adies an

d gen
tlem

en
, silen

ce please. T
h

an
k

 you.” T
h

e gavel strik
es, K

in
gs-

ley’s deep voice ech
oin

g th
rough

 th
e ch

am
ber. 

H
erm

ion
e drags h

erself back
 to th

e presen
t. 

K
in

gsley isn
’t actin

g as C
h

ief W
arlock

 —
 h

e’s m
erely presidin

g over th
e trials 

“Septem
ber 8th

, 1998…
F

uckin
g G

ran
ger…

you don
’t know

 h
er but you’d be 

sorry if you did…
erm

, sk
ippin

g ah
ead a little, uh

 —
 I’d been

 so hopin
g I’d be 

ordered to kill h
er durin

g th
e w

ar. So h
opin

g—
” 

T
h

e crow
d open

ly gasps, an
d H

erm
ion

e just squeezes h
er eyes sh

ut because sh
e 

k
n

ow
s th

ey’re look
in

g at h
er. 

“U
h

…
Y

ou’d kill h
er too, if you h

ad th
e ch

an
ce. Y

ou’d w
rin

g th
at ridiculous, 

avian
 little n

eck before she got a full sen
ten

ce out. U
m

. R
igh

t. N
ext en

try. A
h

em
, 

uh
 —

 Septem
ber 18th

, 1998…
an

d w
ouldn

’t it be rather lovely if th
at m

udblood 

G
ran

ger didn
’t ex

ist? O
n

e less kn
ow

-it-all in
 th

e w
orld to deal w

ith
…

uh
…

” H
e 

flips som
e pages. 

O
f course —

 of course h
e’s goin

g to m
ak

e sure th
ey’re all th

e w
orst en

tries 

about h
er, because sh

e’s th
e on

e w
h

o’s about to fuck
in

g defen
d h

im
. 

“O
ctober 2n

d, 1998…
I take back w

h
at I said. N

oth
in

g’s w
orkin

g. I just w
an

t 

to be gon
e. L

et m
e be gon

e. I’d love to be gon
e…

an
d th

en
, let’s see —

 righ
t, I th

in
k

 

it’s im
portan

t to m
en

tion
 th

at th
is is aroun

d th
e tim

e h
e ph

ysically assaulted 

M
iss G

ran
ger on

 sch
ool groun

ds—
” 

H
erm

ion
e jerk

s to a h
alf-stan

d, but H
arry’s so quick

 to yan
k

 h
er back

 dow
n

 

alm
ost n

o on
e n

otices it. 

“So th
is is, yeah

 —
 th

is is h
im

, erm
, com

m
en

tin
g about it. O

ctober 6th
, 

1998…
I fuckin

g attacked h
er…

uh
…

sh
e m

akes m
e fuckin

g in
san

e…
I called h

er a—

” Z
ach

arias visibly squirm
s, ”cun

t. A
 fuckin

g m
udblood cun

t.” 

A
n

d th
e crow

d —
 bloody h

ell, th
ey just k

eep gaspin
g. So desperate to be of-

fen
ded. So out for blood. 

“I w
an

t to fuckin
g kill h

er…
uh

, righ
t, an

d th
en

 m
ovin

g o—
” 

“Fin
ish

 th
at lin

e,” sh
e blurts out. C

an
’t stop h

erself. 

A
ll eyes fly to h

er lik
e h

un
gry w

olves to bait. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, you w

ill do w
ell to rem

ain
 quiet durin

g testim
o—

” 

“M
ak

e h
im

 fin
ish

 th
at lin

e,” sh
e says again

, louder n
ow

, jerk
in

g again
st 

H
arry’s arm

 an
d stan

din
g up. “Y

ou can
’t accept testim

on
y of som

eth
in

g so 

abridged. Y
ou can

’t let h
im

 alter th
e facts. I’ve read th

at en
try, an

d he—
” Sh

e 

poin
ts rough

ly at Z
ach

arias, “—
 n

eeds to fin
ish

 th
at lin

e.” 



I h
ad it last. H

ow
 did h

e fuckin
g get it? 

N
o, n

o, n
o. T

h
is is un

im
agin

ably bad. 

Sh
e’d h

ad to m
ak

e a ch
oice w

h
eth

er or n
ot to in

clude th
e diary as part of h

er 

defen
se, an

d sh
e’d decided th

ere w
as far too m

uch
 in

n
er violen

ce spilled across 

th
ose pages —

 too m
uch

 for th
ose sm

all slivers of h
is h

um
an

ity to sh
in

e th
rough

. 

A
n

d th
at’s exactly w

h
at Z

ach
arias is goin

g to play up. 

Sh
e sh

oots a desperate glan
ce at M

alfoy, turn
in

g H
arry’s h

an
d to m

ush
 in

side 

h
er fist —

 an
d M

alfoy’s just…
 

H
e’s still n

ot reactin
g. L

ik
e h

e’s n
ot even

 th
ere beh

in
d h

is eyes. L
ik

e a dazed 

statue. 

Z
ach

arias clears h
is th

roat, an
d sh

e w
h

ips h
er gaze back

 to h
im

. 

“It con
tain

s several con
cern

in
g en

tries th
at I believe suggest th

e fragility of 

h
is m

en
tal state.” 

“H
e’s b

een
 coach

ed,” sh
e h

isses, feelin
g H

arry glan
ce h

er w
ay. H

e h
as to’ve 

b
een

. Sh
e seek

s out D
aw

lish
 in

 th
e crow

d —
 doesn

’t h
ave th

e ch
an

ce to fin
d h

im
 

before Z
ach

arias con
tin

ues. 

“Sh
ould I…

read th
em

 n
ow

?” 

T
h

ere h
e is. T

h
at tim

id fool of a boy. O
h

, sh
e w

an
ts to w

atch
 h

im
 ch

ok
e on

 

poison
. W

an
ts to th

row
 h

im
 from

 eigh
ty stories. W

an
ts h

im
 a m

illion
 w

ays be-

yon
d dead. 

“‘M
ion

e, please,” H
arry all but w

h
im

pers. “I’m
 sorry, I can

’t feel m
y fin

gers.” 

R
eleasin

g h
im

 is lik
e pryin

g an
 in

dustrial clam
p loose, but sh

e m
an

ages, 

n
ever tak

in
g h

er eyes off Z
ach

arias’s treach
erous face. 

“Y
es, if you please,” says B

urbage prim
ly. 

H
e clears h

is th
roat again

. O
pen

s th
e diary to w

h
ere it look

s lik
e it’s been

 

book
m

ark
ed. “I —

 erm
 —

 apologize for th
e, uh

…
lan

guage,” h
e m

utters. 

M
alfoy w

ak
es from

 h
is daze en

ough
 to h

uff a laugh
. H

e’s —
 h

e m
ust b

e de-

lirious, or som
eth

in
g, at th

is poin
t. 

“R
igh

t. I’m
 —

 erm
 —

 I’m
 just goin

g to sk
ip to th

e h
igh

ligh
ted bits.” 

H
erm

ion
e h

as to sw
allow

 back
 a grow

l. O
f course. O

f course th
ey’re goin

g to 

tak
e h

is w
ords out of con

text. 

as a spectator. H
e w

on
’t b

e actin
g as judge, jury an

d execution
er, th

e w
ay Fudge 

did. W
h

ich
 is adm

irable. R
eally, it is. 

O
n

ly, today sh
e w

ish
es h

e h
adn

’t m
ade th

at decision
. T

h
en

 at least sh
e’d 

k
n

ow
 th

e verdict w
ould b

e a fair on
e. 

N
o, th

e C
h

ief W
arlock

 is actually a C
h

ief W
itch

 in
 th

is in
stan

ce. H
erm

ion
e 

sees th
e sw

ish
 of h

er h
air as sh

e com
es to replace K

in
gsley at th

e m
ain

 podium
, 

th
an

k
in

g h
im

 for th
e call to order. 

A
n

d h
er th

roat closes up. 

It’s Faith
 B

urbage. Y
oun

ger sister to C
h

arity. 

H
erm

ion
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s bein

g ph
otograph

ed. C
an

’t afford to let h
er em

otion
s 

sh
ow

 on
 h

er face —
 but if sh

e could, sh
e’d scream

. 

H
ow

 is th
is a fair trial? H

ow
 —

 h
ow

 can
 th

ey allow
 som

eon
e so em

otion
ally 

in
volved to preside over th

ese in
dictm

en
ts? Som

eon
e w

h
ose sister died in

 th
e 

h
ouse of on

e of th
e accused? 

H
er fin

gers start to sh
ak

e, an
d to m

ak
e m

atters w
orse, Faith

 glan
ces dow

n
 at 

h
er, ligh

tly aged face pursin
g in

to an
 un

readable expression
. H

er eyes flit aw
ay 

just as quick
ly, but it’s en

ough
 to assure H

erm
ion

e h
er presen

ce isn
’t appreciated, 

n
or w

elcom
e. 

P
lum

-colored rob
es sw

ish
in

g, Faith
 w

aves a h
an

d an
d th

e m
em

bers of th
e 

W
izen

gam
ot, alon

g w
ith

 th
e spectators, tak

e th
eir seats. 

“T
h

an
k

 you for bein
g h

ere,” sh
e says, rem

ovin
g a pair of glasses to perch

 on
 

h
er n

ose, an
d H

erm
ion

e fin
ds h

erself search
in

g h
er ton

e for an
y sem

blan
ce of 

len
ien

cy. 

Sh
e fin

ds n
on

e. T
h

is w
om

an
 is a ston

e w
all. 

“T
oday, w

e begin
 proceedin

gs w
ith

 a reexam
in

ation
 of th

e case for on
e —

” 

sh
e glan

ces dow
n

 at th
e parch

m
en

t in
 fron

t of h
er, “A

drian
 P

ucey, ch
arged w

ith
 

supportin
g th

e D
eath

 E
ater cause. P

lease brin
g in

 th
e accused.” 

H
erm

ion
e blow

s a slow
 breath

 out from
 betw

een
 h

er lips. A
n

d A
drian

 P
ucey 

rises in
to th

e ch
am

ber in
 a cage. 

<
 



It rem
in

ds h
er of th

ose rides at M
uggle playgroun

ds. T
h

e m
etal on

es th
at spin

 

an
d spin

 an
d spin

. T
h

at m
ak

e you w
an

t to get off. M
ak

e you w
an

t to b
e sick

. 

H
er n

otes are dog-eared an
d torn

, h
er fin

gers trem
blin

g each
 tim

e sh
e fum

-

bles for a differen
t page, certain

 —
 alw

ays so certain
 —

 th
at sh

e m
ust b

e forget-

tin
g som

eth
in

g. A
 better an

sw
er. A

 differen
t an

sw
er. O

n
e last th

in
g sh

e can
 use. 

O
n

e last piece of eviden
ce. O

n
e m

ore step back
 from

 th
e D

em
en

tor’s K
iss. 

T
h

e W
izen

gam
ot’s prosecutors are battle ready. Steadfast. T

h
ey refuse to let 

h
er com

e up for air. 

“D
escribe an

 in
stan

ce in
 w

hich
 M

r. Z
abin

i con
tributed to th

e betterm
en

t of 

W
izardin

g society.” 

“Is it n
ot true th

at M
r. P

ucey’s gran
dparen

ts w
ere schoolm

ates an
d frien

ds of 

T
om

 R
iddle?” 

“L
ook at th

is ph
otograph

, please —
 do you den

y th
at th

at is M
r. Z

abin
i, top 

righ
t?” 

“D
id M

r. P
ucey ever ex

press doubts to you about h
is fam

ily’s P
ureblood su-

prem
acist beliefs?” 

“D
o you recall M

r. Z
abin

i accom
pan

yin
g D

raco M
alfoy on

 D
eath

 E
ater pa-

trols th
e n

igh
t of M

ay 1st, 1998?” 

“C
an

 you look at th
is ph

otograph
?” 

“D
o you recogn

ize th
is h

an
dw

ritin
g?” 

“P
lease 

produce 
som

e 
eviden

ce 
of 

your 
am

icable 
relation

sh
ip 

w
ith

 
M

r. 

Z
abin

i.” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, stay w

ith
 us please.” 

“D
o you kn

ow
 w

h
o th

is m
an

 is?” 

“H
as M

r. P
ucey ever used degradin

g lan
guage w

ith
 respect to your blood sta-

tus?” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger?” 

“F
ocus please, M

iss G
ran

ger.” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger —

” 

“H
erm

ion
e?” 

“H
erm

ion
e, you’re back —

” 

A
ll th

e w
h

ile, M
alfoy stares at h

is accusers dully. E
yes glazed. A

lm
ost lik

e h
e 

m
igh

t fall asleep, w
h

ich
 is th

e last th
in

g sh
e n

eeds from
 h

im
 righ

t n
ow

. 

W
ith

out H
arry’s h

an
d tw

isted in
to h

ers, sh
e doesn

’t th
in

k
 sh

e’d still b
e up-

righ
t —

 an
d as th

ey m
ak

e th
eir m

assive case again
st h

im
, sh

e just k
eeps rem

in
d-

in
g h

erself th
at th

is is m
an

ageable. T
h

is is debatable. D
efen

sible. Sh
e can

 brin
g 

th
em

 aroun
d. Sh

e can
 tak

e th
e rein

s an
d steer th

em
 aw

ay from
 all th

is dam
n

in
g 

rh
etoric. 

Sh
e repeats it lik

e a m
an

tra in
 h

er h
ead, un

til th
e m

om
en

t everyth
in

g gets 

turn
ed upside dow

n
. 

“A
s I un

derstan
d it, th

is year h
as also b

een
 quite turbulen

t for you, M
r. M

al-

foy,” says B
urbage. 

H
erm

ion
e m

ak
es th

e m
istak

e of look
in

g at h
im

. Sh
e k

eeps doin
g it —

 

doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’ll b

e able to stop doin
g it. 

M
alfoy’s expression

 rem
ain

s flat. 

“W
e’ve received a rath

er com
pellin

g piece of eviden
ce from

 a peer of yours 

—
 on

e th
ey w

ould lik
e to sh

are w
ith

 us all n
ow

.” A
n

d B
urbage tips h

er h
ead 

sidew
ays to look

 upon
 th

e n
ew

com
er, tak

in
g th

eir place in
 th

e w
itn

ess stan
d. 

H
erm

ion
e feels lik

e th
e floor drops out from

 un
der h

er. Squeezes H
arry’s 

h
an

d un
til h

e grun
ts at th

e pain
. 

“P
lease state your n

am
e for th

e record.” 

“Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

.” 

“F
uck,” sh

e w
h

ispers un
der breath

. B
ecause sh

e k
n

ew
. Sh

e kn
ew

. Sh
e w

as so 

sure th
is w

ould com
e back

 to h
aun

t h
er, an

d th
en

 sh
e’d h

ad th
e absolutely m

o-

ron
ic n

erve to forget about it. T
o th

in
k

 it’d all blow
n

 over, as n
oth

in
g ever does. 

A
n

d n
ow

 h
ere h

e is. R
eady to do m

ore dam
age th

an
 sh

e can
 possibly im

agin
e. 

“A
n

d w
h

at eviden
ce do you h

ave for us today?” 

“A
 diary,” says Z

ach
arias, an

d sh
e can

 literally feel th
e blood drain

 out of h
er 

face. “O
n

e th
at belon

ged to M
alfoy.” H

e h
olds up th

at un
m

istak
ably purple jour-

n
al for th

e w
h

ole of th
e courtroom

 to see. 

H
ow

 did h
e get it? 

H
ow

 did h
e get it? 



 

F
ebruary 22n

d, 1999 

 D
R

A
C

O
 M

A
L

FO
Y

 IS R
A

T
H

E
R

 D
E

T
E

R
M

IN
E

D
 T

O
 D

IE. 

T
h

at m
uch

 is clear n
ot even

 five m
in

utes in
to th

e proceedin
gs. H

e sh
ifts 

aroun
d in

 h
is cage as th

e exten
sive list of ch

arges is read, sn
ortin

g an
d scoffin

g 

at tim
es an

d draw
in

g sh
rew

d eyes. T
h

e w
ay h

is body sw
ays each

 tim
e h

e push
es 

off on
e side of th

e bars in
 favor of th

e oth
er leads H

erm
ion

e to believe h
e’s som

e-

h
ow

 m
an

aged to get drun
k

. W
h

ich
 seem

s both
 im

possibly stupid an
d im

possibly 

M
alfoy. 

A
n

d if T
h

eo could bribe a guard for th
e P

roph
et, th

en
 it’s h

ardly un
th

in
k

a-

ble. H
erm

ion
e on

ly realizes sh
e’s diggin

g h
er fin

gern
ails in

to h
er palm

s w
h

en
 

H
arry’s h

an
d falls in

to h
er lap, coverin

g h
er gath

ered fists. 

“B
reath

e,” h
e says, lips barely m

ovin
g. “A

n
d rem

em
ber you h

ave eyes on
 

you.” 

Sh
e goes stiff in

stan
tly, turn

in
g an

oth
er fraction

 aw
ay from

 th
e sw

arm
s of 

press an
d tryin

g to focus solely on
 on

e bar of th
e cage. T

ryin
g n

ot to look
 past it. 

V
ery quick

ly, it becom
es clear th

at th
is trial is goin

g to go a lot lik
e P

an
sy’s. 

It’s h
ours. H

ours an
d h

ours of ch
arges again

st h
im

. E
viden

ce. W
itn

ess accoun
ts 

—
 all again

st, n
oth

in
g for. 

T
h

ey brin
g out th

e n
eck

lace h
e cursed in

 Sixth
 Y

ear —
 n

ot destroyed, appar-

en
tly —

 an
d H

erm
ion

e h
as to disguise h

er sh
arp in

tak
e of breath

 as a cough
. 

T
h

ey rem
in

d h
im

 th
at h

is fath
er is in

 A
zk

aban
, an

d th
at h

is m
oth

er m
igh

t 

as w
ell b

e, an
d th

at ’th
e apple doesn

’t fall far from
 th

e tree, you kn
ow

.’ 

T
h

ey w
h

eel in
 th

at bloody V
an

ish
in

g C
abin

et, an
d H

erm
ion

e feels sick
 to 

h
er stom

ach
. 

“‘M
ion

e?” 

“A
re you…

” 

Sh
e craw

ls n
um

bly in
to th

e depth
s of h

er four-poster, ign
orin

g every utter-

an
ce of h

er n
am

e from
 th

e G
reat H

all all th
e w

ay up th
rough

 th
e G

ryffin
dor 

com
m

on
 room

. L
ays face first in

 th
e crim

son
 pillow

s un
til sh

e can
’t breath

e, 

th
en

 sh
ifts on

to h
er back

. T
h

e tigh
t elbow

s of h
er blazer pin

ch
. H

er eyes itch
. 

H
er n

eck
 ach

es. 

“C
leared of all ch

arges.” 

A
drian

 h
ad n

ot b
een

 presen
t in

 en
ough

 D
eath

 E
ater propagan

da —
 in

 

en
ough

 dam
n

in
g ph

otograph
s —

 to garn
er a con

viction
. Sh

e’d com
e to th

at 

con
clusion

 early on
 in

 h
is trail, but h

is frigh
ten

ed blue eyes —
 lock

ed on
 h

er in
 

such
 a w

ay, so desperate, so un
sure —

 h
ad preven

ted h
er from

 givin
g an

yth
in

g 

less th
an

 every sen
ten

ce of research
 sh

e’d collected on
 h

im
. 

T
ired an

d irritated, th
e W

izen
gam

ot h
ad lik

ely ch
osen

 to save th
eir stren

gth
. 

T
h

ere w
ere m

ore im
portan

t battles to b
e fough

t, after all. T
h

ey’d released A
drian

 

after on
ly forty-five m

in
utes of testim

on
y. 

B
ut th

e w
in

gs on
 h

er h
eart w

ere sh
ort-lived, an

d soon
 to b

e pluck
ed out. 

B
laise Z

abin
i’s trial took

 n
in

e an
d a h

alf h
ours. O

n
ly brief pauses w

ere al-

low
ed for use of th

e lavatory an
d to procure w

ater. B
y th

e en
d of it, H

erm
ion

e 

could see h
is legs sh

ak
in

g in
 th

e cage, exh
austed. 

Several tim
es th

rough
out, sh

e’d rem
in

ded h
erself th

at th
is level of scrutin

y 

w
as n

eith
er good n

or bad. T
rials en

d quick
ly w

h
en

 th
ey are clear cut. 

Just as A
drian

’s h
ad, for th

e good. 

A
n

d as L
ucius M

alfoy’s h
ad, for th

e w
orst. 

T
o th

e W
izen

gam
ot —

 an
d to H

erm
ion

e, th
ough

 sh
e’d n

ever care to adm
it 

it after all th
e research

 sh
e’d don

e —
 B

laise w
as an

 en
igm

a. Sh
rouded in

 m
ystery, 

h
e’d appeared in

 m
an

y of th
ese dam

n
in

g ph
otograph

s, an
d h

e’d b
een

 stan
din

g 

on
 th

e w
ron

g side w
h

en
 it all en

ded. 

B
ut h

is cool dem
ean

or over th
e years h

ad w
ork

ed in
 h

is favor, as h
e’d m

ain
-

tain
ed silen

ce in
 th

e m
edia w

ith
 regard to blood purity an

d h
is loyalties, even

 

w
h

en
 h

is paren
ts w

ere so fiercely outspok
en

. 



T
h

at, H
erm

ion
e decided, saved h

is life —
 an

d n
ot h

er useless, n
ever-en

din
g 

testim
on

y about h
is good m

ark
s in

 class, th
at on

e great-great aun
t back

 in
 h

is 

fam
ily w

h
o turn

ed aw
ay from

 all th
in

gs P
ureblood, an

d h
is gen

eral polite m
an

-

n
er. B

y th
e en

d of it, sh
e w

as fum
blin

g. G
raspin

g for straw
s. 

A
n

d h
er stom

ach
 h

ad w
ell an

d truly dropped, eyes lock
ed on

 B
laise —

 a m
ask

 

of in
differen

ce —
 w

h
en

 th
ey delivered th

e verdict. 

“Y
ou are h

ereby sen
ten

ced to a year’s probation
, an

d you w
ill be required to 

pay dam
ages of 12,000 galleon

s.” 

H
er eyes h

ad fluttered sh
ut in

 relief, th
en

 flow
n

 back
 open

 to see B
laise’s re-

action
. 

W
as h

e relieved, too? O
r w

as h
e an

gry? D
id h

e h
ave th

e m
on

ey? W
as th

e pro-

bation
 too—

 

A
s th

e cage descen
ded, B

laise m
et h

er eyes, allow
in

g h
is m

ask
 to crack

 w
ith

 

th
e briefest of sm

iles an
d th

e sligh
test of n

ods. 

A
fter th

at, sh
e’d used th

e adren
alin

e to successfully return
 to H

ogw
arts, but 

upon
 settin

g foot on
 th

e groun
ds, every in

ch
 of h

er sh
ut dow

n
. 

Sh
e’d don

e h
ardly an

yth
in

g, an
d today w

as just day on
e. 

H
ow

 in
 god’s n

am
e is sh

e expected to save th
em

 all? 

    F
ebruary 10th

, 1999 

T
h

ere’s a on
e-day gap betw

een
 th

at first stretch
 of trials an

d P
an

sy an
d M

il-

licen
t’s arraign

m
en

ts. M
cG

on
agall h

as excused h
er from

 classes for th
e duration

 

of th
e proceedin

gs, but th
at in

 n
o w

ay m
ak

es today an
y k

in
d of respite. 

T
h

e first th
in

g sh
e lays eyes on

 w
h

en
 sh

e sits dow
n

 to break
fast is th

e P
roph

et. 

 

H
E
R
M
I
O
N

E
 
G
R
A
N

G
E
R
: 
O
U

R
 
B

R
I
G
H
T
E
S
T
 

W
I
T
C
H
 
G
O
I
N

G
 
D
A
R
K
?
 

W
a

r
 H

e
r
o

 T
u

r
n

e
d

 D
e
a

t
h

-E
a

t
e
r

 S
y

m
p
a

t
h

iz
e
r

 

 

W
h

at if sh
e can

’t do th
is? 

Sh
e’s —

 sh
e’s n

ot—
 

“M
r. M

alfoy,” bark
s B

urbage, as th
ough

 sh
e’s m

ore th
an

 aw
are th

e w
ords 

carry a h
eavy w

eigh
t. “Y

ou stan
d accused as an

 accom
plice an

d a w
eapon

ized 

agen
t of th

e D
eath

 E
ater cause. D

o you un
derstan

d th
ese ch

arges?” 

H
is face is w

an
. E

yes w
reath

ed in
 bruises eith

er brough
t on

 b
y exh

austion
 or 

violen
ce. It’s on

ly b
een

 a w
eek

 sin
ce sh

e’s last seen
 h

im
, an

d yet so m
uch

 h
as 

ch
an

ged. M
ore w

eigh
t lost, m

ore stren
gth

 depleted. 

E
ven

 less ligh
t in

 th
ose gray eyes. 

B
ut h

e stan
ds up straigh

t. R
igid. E

m
otion

less. H
is already split, bloody lips 

seem
 to bleed fresh

 as h
e parts th

em
 to speak

. 

“Y
es.” H

is ton
e is clipped. G

ives n
oth

in
g aw

ay. 

“D
o you h

ave an
yth

in
g you w

ish
 to declare before proceedin

gs begin
?” 

“Y
es.” H

e steps forw
ard in

 h
is cage, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s breath

 h
itch

es as h
e 

w
raps h

is h
an

ds aroun
d th

e bars. Says in
 a flat, perfectly serious ton

e, “A
 th

um
b 

w
ar.” 

T
h

ere’s a lon
g, con

fused, som
ew

h
at baffled silen

ce. 

O
n

e, tw
o, th

ree, four…
 w

h
ispers a voice in

 H
erm

ion
e’s h

ead. 

B
urbage’s face dark

en
s, eyes tigh

ten
in

g. “I suppose you th
in

k
 th

at’s fun
n

y.” 

“O
h

, I th
in

k
 it’s h

ilarious.” D
raco pulls h

is bloody lips back
 over h

is teeth
, 

sm
ilin

g up at h
er, face again

st th
e bars. “O

n
e, tw

o, th
ree, four…

” h
e m

urm
urs in

 

a voice th
at’s got n

oth
in

g left to lose. 

O
n

e, tw
o, th

ree, four…
 

B
urbage practically sn

arls. “L
et’s begin

.” 

I declare a th
um

b w
ar. 



H
arry’s eyebrow

s are at h
is h

airlin
e w

h
en

 sh
e com

es out, eyes question
in

g be-

h
in

d h
is glasses. “A

lrigh
t?” 

Sh
e w

ipes h
er m

outh
. P

in
ch

es h
er ch

eek
s to w

ork
 color in

to th
em

. “Fin
e. Just 

fin
e.” 

B
ut sh

e’s un
prepared for th

e crow
d in

 th
e courtroom

. T
h

ere’s barely en
ough

 

space for th
e actual m

em
bers of th

e W
izen

gam
ot. 

B
ulbs flash

 at every an
gle, question

s sh
outed from

 dozen
s of voices as sh

e 

m
oves to tak

e h
er usual —

 n
ow

 all too fam
iliar —

 place in
 th

e ever-em
pty ch

ar-

acter w
itn

ess box. A
 glan

ce to th
e side sh

ow
s H

arry tak
in

g a seat n
ext to M

cG
on

-

agall. B
ut h

er eyes catch
 tw

o row
s above th

em
, on

 B
laise an

d P
an

sy, seated to-

geth
er. 

Sh
e didn

’t th
in

k
 th

ey’d com
e. It’s both

 an
 en

couragem
en

t an
d an

 addition
al 

sh
ot of n

erves. 

B
ecause w

h
ile it’s tw

o m
ore in

 th
e room

 n
ot out to see h

er fail, it’s also tw
o 

m
ore w

h
o m

igh
t w

atch
 it h

appen
. 

H
erm

ion
e pick

s at h
er cuticles, h

an
ds folded in

 h
er lap, as th

e question
s ric-

och
et, every reporter in

 th
e room

 tryin
g to get in

 on
e last juicy detail before Faith

 

B
urbage tak

es h
er place at th

e podium
. 

A
n

d th
en

 it’s so quiet, H
erm

ion
e sw

ears sh
e can

 h
ear h

er ow
n

 blood rush
in

g 

th
rough

 h
er vein

s. 

“I see w
e h

ave a full h
ouse, today,” says B

urbage, eyes slidin
g to H

erm
ion

e to 

deal h
er usual dose of cold disdain

. T
h

en
 th

ey flit back
 to th

e crow
d. “I h

ope 

you’re all aw
are I expect silen

ce in
 m

y courtroom
 at all tim

es.” 

M
urm

ured assen
t. 

“L
et’s m

ak
e th

is quick
 an

d pain
less, th

en
. B

rin
g in

 th
e accused.” 

B
y n

ow
, H

erm
ion

e’s h
eard th

e w
ay th

at cage rattles as it rises at least tw
o 

dozen
 tim

es. A
n

d yet it’s lik
e h

earin
g it for th

e first tim
e. Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e w

as 

prepared for th
e sigh

t of h
im

 in
side it. 

B
ut w

h
en

 th
at colorless, w

h
ite-blon

d h
air catch

es th
e ligh

t of th
e courtroom

, 

it’s lik
e an

 in
dustrial grade n

eedle gets plun
ged th

rough
 h

er stom
ach

. Sh
e’s n

ot 

ready for th
is. 

Sh
e can

 barely stom
ach

 h
er toast. 

T
h

e ph
otograph

 splash
ed across th

e fron
t page un

der th
e h

eadlin
e sh

ow
s a 

sm
all, h

ollow
-look

in
g girl w

ith
 fear in

 h
er eyes. Sh

e doesn
’t even

 recogn
ize h

er-

self. E
veryon

e at th
e G

ryffin
dor table is readin

g th
e article, save G

in
n

y an
d H

arry. 

R
on

 isn
’t presen

t. 

“W
en

t for an
 early m

orn
in

g fly,” H
arry tells h

er w
h

en
 sh

e ask
s. 

N
o on

e says an
yth

in
g about th

e trials —
 th

an
k

 h
eaven

s for sm
all m

ercies —
 

but th
e air is th

ick
 w

ith
 w

ords un
spok

en
. 

O
n

ly th
ey are spok

en
. Just n

ot b
y w

h
o sh

e expects. 

A
s th

e ow
ls flutter in

 w
ith

 th
e m

ail an
d H

erm
ion

e focuses in
ten

tly on
 suc-

cessfully ch
ew

in
g an

d sw
allow

in
g on

e bite, a pair of talon
s drop a plain

, un
-

addressed en
velope on

 h
er plate. 

L
ik

e a m
agn

et, all eyes fin
d it in

stan
tly, an

d for a m
om

en
t sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t 

to pick
 it up. 

It turn
s out sh

e doesn
’t h

ave to. 

It floats upw
ard on

 its ow
n

, an
d th

ere’s a collective in
tak

e of breath
 because 

everyon
e —

 everyon
e —

 k
n

ow
s w

h
at th

at m
ean

s. 

T
h

e letter open
s, an

d th
e voice of D

raco M
alfoy explodes across th

e G
reat 

H
all. 

“G
R

A
N

G
E

R
, Y

O
U

 T
R

A
IT

O
R

O
U

S B
IT

C
H

! I M
A

D
E

 Y
O

U
 SW

E
A

R
! I 

M
A

D
E

 Y
O

U
 SW

E
A

R
 N

O
T

 T
O

. Y
O

U
 K

N
O

W
 W

H
A

T
 Y

O
U

’R
E

 U
P

 A
G

A
IN

ST
! 

Y
O

U
 C

A
N

’T
 E

V
E

N
 P

R
E

T
E

N
D

 Y
O

U
 D

O
N

’T
 B

E
C

A
U

SE
 I T

O
L

D
 Y

O
U

, Y
O

U
 

SE
L

F
ISH

 F
U

C
K

IN
G

 C
U

N
T

, H
O

W
 C

A
N

 Y
O

U
—

” 

Stun
n

ed an
d speech

less, h
er w

rist flick
s im

pulsively —
 in

stin
ctively —

 an
d 

sets th
e H

ow
ler ablaze. M

alfoy’s furious voice cuts sh
ort, ech

oin
g aw

ay in
to 

n
oth

in
g an

d leavin
g a silen

ce so h
eavy sh

e feels as th
ough

 sh
e’s w

eigh
ted to th

e 

earth
. 

T
h

e letter crum
ples to ash

. 

H
erm

ion
e drops h

er h
ead in

to h
er h

an
ds an

d doesn
’t look

 up un
til sh

e feels 

an
 em

pty table aroun
d h

er.



 

F
ebruary 11th

, 1999 

 S
H

E
 W

A
K

E
S U

P
 IN

 A
 C

O
L

D
 SW

E
A

T
 A

T
 H

A
L

F-P
A

ST
 T

W
O

 IN
 T

H
E

 M
O

R
N

IN
G

. 

In
 h

er dream
, sh

e w
atch

ed P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 sin
k

 back
 below

 th
e floor of th

e 

W
izen

gam
ot ch

am
ber, caged an

d blan
k

-faced, th
e w

ords ”hereby sen
ten

ced to 

death
” ech

oin
g off th

e w
alls. 

B
ut in

 life? 

N
o, sorry, th

at’s just n
ot good en

ough
. 

Sh
e th

row
s off th

e covers an
d leaves th

e dorm
itory beh

in
d, beltin

g h
er robe 

aroun
d h

er as sh
e tak

es th
e steps tw

o at a tim
e dow

n
 to th

e dark
, em

pty com
m

on
 

room
. W

ith
 a sw

ish
 of h

er w
an

d, a fire sprin
gs to life beh

in
d th

e grate —
 an

d in
 

it, sh
e tosses every n

ote sh
e’s ever tak

en
 in

 preparation
 for th

e trials. A
ll th

ose 

h
istories an

d records sh
e spen

t coun
tless h

ours diggin
g up. 

N
on

e of it w
ork

ed. N
ot for B

laise, n
ot for A

drian
. T

h
ose fam

ily lin
eages an

d 

w
ords of good faith

 m
ean

t less th
an

 n
oth

in
g in

 th
at courtroom

. T
h

ey h
ad n

o 

im
pact w

h
atsoever on

 th
e W

izen
gam

ot’s fin
al verdicts. W

h
at m

attered w
as on

ly 

th
e cold h

ard eviden
ce, an

d som
eth

in
g sh

e’s slow
ly realizin

g m
ean

s m
ore th

an
 

an
yth

in
g else —

 

In
ten

t. 

For B
laise an

d A
drian

, it w
as th

eir apparen
t lack

 th
ereof. T

h
eir passiven

ess —
 

th
e W

izen
gam

ot’s belief th
at th

ey h
ad seem

in
gly b

een
 pulled b

y th
e curren

t in
to 

dark
 w

aters. T
h

at th
eir drive w

en
t n

o deeper th
an

 th
at. 

For P
an

sy, it’s h
ardly th

at sim
ple. P

an
sy w

as active. L
ik

e D
raco, P

an
sy h

ad 

b
een

 sen
t on

 m
ission

s. 

U
n

lik
e D

raco, P
an

sy h
ad com

pleted th
em

. 

H
erm

ion
e’s h

an
ds sh

ak
e as sh

e slam
s dow

n
 a blan

k
 sh

eet of parch
m

en
t, quill 

Sh
e’s som

eh
ow

 both
 m

ore prepared th
an

 sh
e’s been

 for an
y of th

e oth
er trials, 

an
d sim

ultan
eously sign

ifican
tly less all at on

ce. 

B
ecause sh

e kn
ow

s M
alfoy —

 or, at th
e very least, sh

e lik
es to th

in
k

 sh
e does. 

Sh
e’s got a good h

an
dful of useful in

form
ation

 in
 h

er back
 pock

et. 

B
ut h

e’s also refused to see h
er. Flat out. 

H
is last H

ow
ler w

as dated over a w
eek

 ago. 

So th
ey h

ave n
o strategy. N

o plan
. N

o un
derstan

din
g of h

ow
 th

ey m
ean

 to 

spare h
is soul —

 h
im

. T
h

e on
e w

ith
 th

e m
ost eviden

ce m
oun

ted again
st h

im
. B

y 

far th
e m

ost h
ated. 

H
erm

ion
e h

as alw
ays loved a ch

allen
ge, but th

is is n
ot a ch

allen
ge. T

h
is is a 

rigged gam
e. 

A
n

d add to th
at, T

h
eo to follow

. O
n

ly an
 h

our later. 

If sh
e fails, sh

e w
on

’t even
 b

e able to h
old h

erself up —
 let alon

e defen
d an

-

oth
er, alm

ost equally h
ated boy from

 alm
ost equally dam

n
in

g eviden
ce. 

Sh
e’s been

 set up to fail. 

H
arry seem

s to k
n

ow
 th

is as w
ell, because w

h
en

 sh
e exits h

er dorm
itory, com

-

pulsively flatten
in

g out h
er sk

irt, h
e h

an
ds h

er a flask
. 

Sh
e tries to con

jure an
 oun

ce of h
um

or. “L
iquid luck

?” H
er sm

ile is pain
ted on

. 

H
arry tuck

s h
is lips in

 —
 a sad ech

oin
g sm

ile as h
e sh

ak
es h

is h
ead. “W

h
isk

ey.” 

H
er n

ose w
rin

k
les. “Firew

h
isk

ey?” 

“N
o, th

e M
uggle k

in
d. For your n

erves.” 

Sh
e doesn

’t n
eed m

ore en
couragem

en
t th

an
 th

at. Sh
e dow

n
s w

h
at m

ust b
e 

about tw
o sh

ots w
orth

. H
an

ds it back
 em

pty. “T
h

an
k

 you.” 

A
n

d sh
e m

arch
es out of G

ryffin
dor. 

<
 

T
h

ere’s a rum
or goin

g aroun
d th

at tick
ets are actually bein

g sold for today’s tri-

als. M
alfoy’s specifically. 

P
eople are em

ptyin
g th

eir pock
ets to see D

raco M
alfoy earn

 a death
 sen

ten
ce. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e h

as to sk
irt off to th

e lavatory five m
in

utes before th
e trial 

starts to vom
it, th

at precious w
h

isk
ey com

in
g righ

t back
 up. 



teasin
g an

oth
er stin

gin
g jin

x out of th
e W

ards. H
e sh

ak
es h

is h
an

ds out as h
e 

yells, “I n
ever fuck

in
g ask

ed! W
h

o told h
er sh

e h
ad to k

ill for m
e? A

lm
ost die, 

for m
e?” 

“N
o on

e told h
er,” says H

erm
ion

e. It’s autom
atic. “Sh

e did w
h

at sh
e felt w

as 

righ
t.” 

T
h

ere’s a strain
ed pause. W

h
en

 sh
e m

an
ages to m

eet h
is eyes again

, th
ey’re 

full of a very fam
iliar rage. R

age sh
e’s used to seein

g in
 ligh

ter, colder eyes. 

“Y
ou’d k

n
ow

 all about th
at, w

ouldn
’t you? T

h
at’s w

h
at you th

in
k

 you’re doin
g 

for h
im

 —
 isn

’t it?” H
e juts h

is h
ead dow

n
 th

e h
all, but sh

e doesn
’t n

eed to look
. 

“I’m
 tryin

g to,” sh
e w

h
ispers. 

H
e w

h
ispers, too. O

n
ly h

is ton
e is deadly. “N

o w
on

der h
e fuckin

g h
ates you.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
s slow

ly. G
lan

ces dow
n

 again
. 

Sh
e h

as to force h
erself to m

ove to T
racey’s cell. 

  

F
ebruary 22n

d, 1999 

 IT’S B
E

E
N

 H
E

L
L

 O
N

 E
A

R
T

H
. 

B
ut at least th

e H
ow

lers h
ave stopped com

in
g. E

ith
er th

e M
in

istry’s fin
ally 

stripped M
alfoy of h

is righ
ts to a quill an

d parch
m

en
t, or h

e’s fin
ally exh

austed 

h
im

self. H
e h

ad to’ve been
 usin

g w
an

dless m
agic, after all. H

is w
an

d is lock
ed up 

in
 a M

in
istry vault. 

W
h

atever th
e reason

, sh
e’s grateful. T

oday, of all days, th
at’s n

ot som
eth

in
g 

sh
e’d be able to h

an
dle. 

It’s by design
. Sh

e’s sure of it. 

Furious at h
er dum

b
 luck

 —
 h

er som
eh

ow
 bafflin

g ability to k
eep each

 an
d 

every n
am

e on
 th

at list of M
cG

on
agall’s aw

ay from
 a D

em
en

tor’s k
iss —

 th
e 

M
in

istry h
as saved th

eir best for last. 

T
h

e tw
o m

ost difficult trials, sch
eduled back

 to back
 on

 th
e sam

e day. 

M
alfoy an

d N
ott. 

T
h

e m
orn

in
g of, from

 th
e in

stan
t sh

e open
s h

er eyes, sh
e feels sick

 to h
er 

stom
ach

. L
ik

e sh
e’s sw

allow
ed a leech

 th
at’s slow

ly con
sum

in
g h

er in
sides. 

poised above it, w
aitin

g for som
eth

in
g. A

n
yth

in
g. Som

e strok
e of gen

ius to 

prove th
at P

an
sy did w

h
at sh

e did for good reason
. Sh

e doesn
’t even

 n
eed to prove 

it, sh
e just n

eeds to b
e able to argue it. Sh

e n
eeds to—

 

“‘M
ion

e?” 

Sh
e jum

ps, an
d th

e quill falls from
 h

er trem
blin

g h
an

d. 

H
arry stan

ds at th
e foot of th

e dorm
itory stairs, glasses an

d h
air ask

ew
, M

a-

rauder’s M
ap in

 h
an

d. “Sorry, erm
…

” h
e says, h

oldin
g it up, “som

etim
es it h

elps 

m
e sleep to look

 at it. I saw
 you pacin

g an
d th

en
 you, w

ell —
 you sort of stopped 

an
d w

en
t very still an

d I got a little w
orr—

” 

“I’m
 alrigh

t, H
arry,” sh

e says quietly, look
in

g at h
im

 —
 actually look

in
g at 

h
im

 for w
h

at feels lik
e th

e first tim
e in

 a lon
g w

h
ile. H

e’s th
in

. T
h

in
n

er, even
, 

th
an

 h
e w

as leadin
g up to th

e w
ar. A

n
d h

e look
s tired. A

n
d sh

e w
on

ders h
ow

 

exh
austin

g it m
ust be for h

im
 to put a sm

ile on
 h

is face every day. 

“O
h

 —
 yeah

, righ
t. A

lrigh
t.” H

e turn
s. T

ak
es a few

 steps back
 up. Som

e in
n

er 

in
stin

ct w
arn

s h
er th

at, in
 som

e un
spok

en
 w

ay, th
is is a last ch

an
ce. 

“I’m
 scared,” sh

e blurts, desperate. 

H
e goes still. T

h
e little clock

 above th
e m

an
tle tick

s en
dlessly. 

“I’m
…

” sh
e sw

allow
s a lum

p in
 h

er th
roat, “I’m

 scared an
d I’m

 very alon
e.” 

W
h

at feels lik
e an

 etern
ity passes before h

e says an
yth

in
g, an

d all th
e w

h
ile 

H
erm

ion
e feels h

erself goin
g red in

 th
e face —

 feels tears prick
in

g at h
er eyes —

 

because sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e soun

ds w
eak

 an
d ridiculous an

d path
etic an

d—
 

“T
h

at’s th
e on

e th
in

g you’ve n
ever been

 able to do, you k
n

ow
,” says H

arry, 

n
ot turn

in
g aroun

d just yet. 

Sh
e slaps aw

ay th
e first tear th

at dares to escape, sn
iffin

g. “W
h

at?” Sh
e’s fairly 

certain
 sh

e doesn
’t w

an
t to k

n
ow

 th
e an

sw
er. 

“A
sk

 for h
elp.” 

A
 m

uscle in
 h

er foreh
ead tw

itch
es —

 spasm
s. Sh

e stares at H
arry’s back

 un
til 

h
e does a little corn

er turn
 an

d m
eets h

er gaze w
ith

 on
e eye. 

A
n

oth
er lon

g silen
ce. 

T
h

en
 h

e quirk
s on

e brow
 an

d sh
e realizes h

e’s w
aitin

g for h
er. G

ivin
g h

er an
 

opportun
ity —

 th
at last ch

an
ce. H

e’s…
h

e’s offerin
g. 



T
o h

elp. 

A
n

d sh
e realizes, th

ough
 it’s lik

e a can
n

on
ball sin

k
in

g in
to h

er gut, th
at h

e’s 

righ
t. Sh

e n
ever ask

ed. N
ever k

n
ew

 h
ow

. 

T
h

e clock
 tick

s aw
ay th

irty m
ore secon

ds, an
d th

en
 H

arry starts to turn
 back

. 

T
ak

es on
e m

ore step up—
 

“H
elp,” sh

e w
h

ispers feebly. C
lears h

er th
roat. “H

-H
elp…

h
elp m

e.” T
w

o 

m
ore tears track

 lon
g, w

et streak
s dow

n
 h

er face. ”P
lease.” 

Still, m
ore silen

ce. 

B
ut th

en
 H

arry turn
s fully to face h

er, an
d th

ere’s a gh
ost of a sm

ile on
 h

is 

lips. 

<
 

“D
id sh

e h
ave an

y H
ouse E

lves?” 

“I don
’t k

n
ow

. P
ossibly. P

robably. N
on

e th
at w

ere treated w
ell, I’m

 sure of it. 

T
h

ey w
ouldn

’t speak
 on

 h
er beh

alf.” H
erm

ion
e is upside dow

n
 at th

is poin
t, lit-

erally. Sh
e’s lyin

g flopped over th
e arm

 of th
e sofa, m

an
ge of curls brush

in
g th

e 

carpet, starin
g at th

e ceilin
g. D

esperately h
opin

g a ch
an

ge of perspective m
igh

t 

h
elp h

er to th
in

k
 m

ore clearly. 

T
h

at, or sh
e’s h

opin
g all th

e blood poolin
g in

 h
er sk

ull w
ill som

eh
ow

 k
n

ock
 

an
 idea loose. 

H
arry is b

en
t over a pile of n

otes th
ey’ve tak

en
 dow

n
 over th

e past few
 h

ours, 

early m
orn

in
g ligh

t slow
ly creepin

g th
rough

 th
e diam

on
d-pan

ed w
in

dow
s lik

e 

a th
reat. 

T
h

ey’d w
asted tim

e, in
 th

e begin
n

in
g, talk

in
g about th

e ‘w
h

y’ of it. N
eces-

sary tim
e, sh

e supposes, because sh
e n

eeded H
arry to un

derstan
d. H

e deserves to 

un
derstan

d. 

T
h

at’s n
ot to say sh

e did a ban
g-up job

 of explain
in

g h
erself. 

“Sh
e’s sort of aw

ful…
” 

“I k
n

ow
.” 

“A
n

d sh
e used to m

ak
e fun

 of your teeth
—

” 

“I k
n

ow
.” 

N
ott’s eyes tigh

ten
. ”G

ran
ger.” H

e pulls it back
 an

d slam
s it again

st th
e bars 

again
. “W

h
at is th

is?” 

Sh
e tries n

ot to th
in

k
 about w

h
at P

an
sy w

ould w
an

t h
er to say in

 th
is m

o-

m
en

t. T
ries n

ot to con
sider w

h
at sh

e’ll do to h
er if sh

e doesn
’t. B

ut P
an

sy is al-

ready back
 at H

ogw
arts. A

t H
ogw

arts, w
ith

 B
laise an

d M
illicen

t an
d A

drian
 —

 

th
e best place sh

e could possibly b
e. O

n
ly, n

ow
 sh

e’s got a trace on
 h

er. 

Still, sh
e’s safe. 

Sh
e can

 forgive H
erm

ion
e for th

is. 

“T
h

e truth
,” sh

e an
sw

ers at last, doin
g h

er best to h
old h

is gaze w
ith

out fal-

terin
g. Sh

e feels sh
e’s in

trudin
g on

 som
eth

in
g. A

 very private aspect of tw
o very 

private lives. L
ives sh

e h
as n

o busin
ess bein

g in
volved in

, even
 w

h
en

 sh
e’s tryin

g 

to save th
em

. 

“T
h

is isn
’t som

e typical Sk
eeter sh

ite?” N
ott’s eyes are m

ore w
ide an

d desper-

ate th
an

 sh
e realized. “T

h
is is w

h
at h

appen
ed?” 

“For th
e m

ost part,” sh
e h

edges, blin
k

in
g an

d droppin
g h

er eyes. “W
ith

out 

all th
e tears an

d th
e h

an
dk

erch
iefs.” 

T
h

ere’s a loud ban
g. 

H
er eyes fly back

 up —
 N

ott h
as yan

k
ed on

 h
is bars so h

ard h
e’s activated 

th
eir protective W

ards. H
e staggers back

w
ard, stun

g by th
e resultin

g jin
x, th

e 

D
aily P

roph
et floatin

g to th
e floor at h

is feet. ”B
leedin

g fuckin
g h

ell,” h
e h

isses, 

pacin
g a sm

all lin
e back

 an
d forth

. 

“I’m
 sorry you foun

d out th
is w

ay,” is all H
erm

ion
e can

 m
an

age. Sh
e h

as n
o 

idea w
h

at’s goin
g th

rough
 h

is h
ead. “P

an
sy didn

’t w
an

t an
yon

e to k
n

ow
. B

ut it 

w
as all w

e could do.” 

H
is bruise-brack

eted gaze fin
ds h

er again
, sh

arp an
d yet som

eh
ow

 all at on
ce 

soft. “Sh
e’s a fool,” h

e says in
 a quiet voice. 

H
erm

ion
e can

’t h
elp but step back

. Som
eth

in
g stin

gs in
 h

er ch
est. Sh

e’s n
ot 

sure w
h

at. 

“Sh
e’s a fuck

in
g fool,” h

e says again
, h

uffin
g an

d sh
ak

in
g h

is h
ead. 

“H
ow

 can
 you say th

at?” sh
e breath

es. “A
fter everyth

in
g sh

e’s don
e for you?” 

“For m
e? I didn

’t fuckin
g ask h

er to!” H
e’s at th

e bars again
, rattlin

g th
em

, 



ask
ed M

iss G
ran

ger. ‘T
errible th

in
gs,’ said P

ark
in

son
. ’A

n
d w

h
y did you do th

ese 

th
in

gs?’ T
o w

h
ich

 P
ark

in
son

 replied, ’F
or T

h
eo.’” 

“In
 h

er closin
g statem

en
t, th

e B
righ

test W
itch

 of O
ur A

ge posed on
e fin

al 

question
 to M

iss P
ark

in
son

. ’W
h

at w
ould you do for T

h
eodore N

ott?’ A
n

 audible 

gasp fan
n

ed out across th
e courtroom

 —
 several h

eartbrok
en

 cries of outrage —
 

as P
ark

in
son

 revealed, ’A
n

yth
in

g.’” 

For better or w
orse, th

e press h
as tak

en
 th

eir side. 

T
h

ere’s on
ly a sm

all footn
ote regardin

g M
illicen

t’s trial. It’d b
een

 quick
 an

d 

rath
er pain

less, especially w
h

en
 com

pared to th
e oth

ers. M
illicen

t h
ad brok

en
 

dow
n

 alm
ost im

m
ediately an

d don
e m

ost of H
erm

ion
e’s w

ork
 for h

er —
 w

eep-

in
g, apologizin

g, optin
g for th

e V
eritaserum

 an
d th

en
 spen

din
g th

e n
ext h

alf 

h
our dren

ch
in

g th
e courtroom

 in
 just h

ow
 “utterly useless” sh

e alw
ays felt. R

id-

iculed an
d ostracized un

til sh
e w

as accepted by V
oldem

ort an
d h

is follow
ers. Sh

e 

just w
an

ted to feel in
cluded. 

A
n

d luck
y for M

illicen
t, sh

e’d n
ever used an

 U
n

forgiveable. Sh
e w

as fin
ed. 

N
ot even

 a probation
. 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e h
as a sin

k
in

g feelin
g it’s th

e best outcom
e sh

e’s goin
g to see 

from
 h

ere on
 out. N

oth
in

g’s goin
g to get easier. 

T
oday is T

racey D
avis an

d D
aph

n
e G

reen
grass. 

T
racey’s cell is som

ew
h

ere alon
g th

e m
iddle of th

e corridor, but sh
e’s stopped 

before sh
e can

 reach
 it. 

“G
ran

ger.” 

H
er sh

oes scuff on
 th

e ston
e floor. N

ott’s bruises are slow
ly h

ealin
g, but th

e 

m
ajority of h

is face is still a m
ottled sh

ade of purple. H
e’s stan

din
g at th

e bars 

lik
e h

e’s b
een

 w
aitin

g for h
er, a copy of th

e D
aily P

roph
et in

 on
e h

an
d. 

“H
ow

 did you get th
at?” sh

e blurts w
ith

out th
in

k
in

g. Surely, th
ere are m

ore 

im
portan

t question
s to ask

. 

“B
ribed th

e guard,” h
e says plain

ly, but before sh
e can

 ask
 w

h
at h

e could’ve 

possibly offered, h
e flatten

s th
e paper again

st th
e bars so th

at sh
e can

 see th
e 

h
eadlin

e. “T
h

e fuck
 is th

is?” 

“T
oday’s paper,” sh

e deadpan
s. 

“A
n

d your h
air—

” 

“I kn
ow

, I just —
 I see m

ore to h
er, H

arry. I’m
 —

 I’m
 logical, an

d I h
ave to 

th
in

k
 about th

e circum
stan

ces, an
d w

h
en

 you th
in

k
 about th

e circum
stan

ces you 

—
 you just…

w
ell, sh

e m
ak

es m
ore sen

se. T
h

e w
orld sh

e grew
 up in

.” 

“W
h

at about w
h

en
 you w

ere stayin
g w

ith
 Slyth

erin
?” H

e sort of w
in

ced as h
e 

said it. “W
as sh

e n
ice to you, th

en
?” 

“N
o.” 

H
arry open

ed h
is m

outh
. Sh

e beat h
im

 to th
e pun

ch
. 

“B
ut sh

e let m
e stay.” 

A
n

d th
at w

as th
e exten

t of it. A
fter th

at, H
arry let it go. D

idn
’t ask

 an
y m

ore 

question
s w

ith
 regard to th

e ‘w
h

y,’ an
d in

stead th
e tw

o of th
em

 sh
ifted focus to 

th
e ever-elusive ’h

ow
?’ 

Four lon
g h

ours of tryin
g to fin

d som
e spin

 on
 P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 th

at could 

m
ak

e h
er look

 redeem
able. 

Four lon
g h

ours of n
oth

in
g. 

Sh
e’s tryin

g to h
ide h

ow
 m

uch
 sh

e’s pan
ick

in
g, w

h
ich

 is possibly a th
ird rea-

son
 for lyin

g upside dow
n

. H
arry’s eyes are bloodsh

ot w
ith

 exh
austion

. 

“O
k

ay, ok
ay.” H

e stan
ds up sudden

ly, voice a little louder th
an

 it’s been
. H

e 

claps h
is h

an
ds togeth

er. “O
k

ay. N
ew

 plan
. C

an
 I see h

er journ
al again

?” 

H
erm

ion
e th

row
s out an

 arm
 sidew

ays an
d slides th

e peach
-colored diary to-

w
ards h

is feet. L
et’s h

er h
ead flop back

 again
. N

ot on
ly h

ad P
an

sy h
ad seen

 fit to 

h
ex th

e w
ords ‘ST

U
P

ID
 FU

C
K

E
R

Y
’ in

to its cover, but sh
e’d also tak

en
 th

e tim
e 

to W
ard-guard its con

ten
ts, so th

at w
h

en
ever an

yon
e open

s it th
ey fin

d on
ly 

blan
k

 pages. 

B
ecause it couldn

’t possibly be an
y m

ore difficult to defen
d th

is girl. 

“Y
ou w

on
’t b

e able to break
 th

em
, I already tried,” sh

e says, fin
ally sittin

g up 

an
d en

durin
g th

e h
ead rush

 of a cen
tury. 

H
arry low

ers h
is w

an
d an

d sigh
s. “I un

derstan
d w

an
tin

g privacy, but th
is 

seem
s excessive.” 

H
erm

ion
e gath

ers a pillow
 in

to h
er arm

s an
d squish

es h
er face in

to it. “A
 bit, 

yeah
,” sh

e m
um

bles in
to th

e fabric. “P
robably didn

’t w
an

t T
h

eo to read it.” 



“W
h

o?” 

Sh
e drops th

e pillow
 an

d lays back
 again

st th
e arm

rest. M
assages h

er tem
ples. 

“T
h

eo. T
h

eodore N
ott. H

e’s in
 our year—

” 

“N
o, I k

n
ow

 w
h

o h
e is, ‘M

ion
e, I’m

 just —
 I m

ean
, w

h
y h

im
? W

h
at does it 

m
atter if h

e sees it?” 

“O
h

, erm
…

” Sh
e’s put h

er foot in
 h

er m
outh

, sh
e realizes. Sw

ore n
ever to tell 

an
yon

e. “W
ell, it’s sort of private.” 

H
arry cock

s h
is h

ead at h
er, a very fam

iliar look
 on

 h
is face. T

h
e sam

e look
 

h
e’s alw

ays given
 h

er w
h

en
 h

e th
in

k
s sh

e’s bein
g un

reason
able or un

realistic. 

“H
erm

ion
e—

” 

“H
arry, I prom

ised h
er—

” 

“I really don
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’ll care at th

is poin
t—

” 

“It’s n
ot even

 im
portan

t, it’s just—
” 

“H
erm

ion
e, tell m

e.” 

Sh
e h

eaves a great sigh
 an

d rubs circles in
to h

er eyes, a sh
arp prick

le of guilt 

in
 h

er ch
est. H

e’s righ
t. Sh

e h
as to con

cede th
at h

e’s righ
t. 

“Fin
e. Fin

e. It’s just —
 sh

e’s in
 love w

ith
 h

im
. So th

at’s probably w
h

y. Sh
e 

didn
’t w

an
t h

im
 to h

appen
 upon

 it because I’m
 guessin

g sh
e m

en
tion

ed it m
ore 

th
an

 on
ce in

 h
er en

tries. Y
ou see? U

seles—
” 

“‘M
ion

e, th
at’s it!” H

arry exclaim
s, so sudden

ly an
d so loudly sh

e alm
ost falls 

off th
e sofa. Som

eon
e rolls over in

 b
ed above th

em
, th

e dorm
itory floor creak

-

in
g. H

erm
ion

e look
s at h

im
 lik

e h
e’s grow

n
 a secon

d h
ead. 

“D
on

’t you see?” H
e w

aves th
e journ

al out in
 fron

t of h
er. “T

h
at’s w

h
at you 

tell th
em

, H
erm

ion
e! T

h
at’s h

ow
 you spin

 it.” H
e drops it trium

ph
an

tly on
 th

e 

coffee table w
ith

 a h
ollow

 sm
ack

. “It’s a love story.” 

“H
arry, I don

’t—
” 

“T
h

eodore N
ott w

as a D
eath

 E
ater, yes?” 

Sh
e h

esitates, brow
s furrow

ed. “Y
es. U

n
m

ark
ed, but yes.” 

“A
n

d don
’t w

e do everyth
in

g in
 our pow

er to stay close to th
e on

es w
e love? 

T
o protect th

em
?” 

“I’m
 sorry, M

iss G
ran

ger.” 

A
n

d sh
e sudden

ly rem
em

bers h
er day isn

’t over. 

Sh
e h

as to speak
 to M

illicen
t B

ulstrode. 

“T
h

an
k

 you, H
eadm

aster,” H
erm

ion
e deadpan

s. “T
w

en
ty m

in
utes sh

ould be 

m
ore th

an
 en

ough
.” 

Sh
e clips on

 th
e badge w

ith
 clam

m
y h

an
ds an

d steps in
to th

e lift. 

    

F
ebruary 12, 1999 
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Sk
eeter’s article is burstin

g w
ith

 flow
ery, decidedly less-th

an
-accurate details. O

f 

P
an

sy w
ipin

g aw
ay ”glisten

ing tracks of tragic tears” an
d ”lam

en
tin

g th
e con

se-

quen
ces of th

is brutal love.” O
f H

erm
ion

e h
an

din
g h

er h
an

dk
erch

iefs an
d urgin

g 

th
e W

izen
gam

ot to ”find their h
um

an
ity” —

 a com
pletely fabricated quote. 

T
h

ere are, h
ow

ever, a few
 truth

s stitch
ed in

to th
e m

ess. 

“A
n

d w
h

en
 our G

olden
 G

irl in
quired as to th

e n
ature of th

is relation
sh

ip, 

P
ark

in
son

 —
 sigh

in
g w

istfully —
 described it as ’purely on

e-sided.’” 

“P
ausin

g h
ere to rem

in
d m

y lovely readers on
ce m

ore th
at M

iss P
ark

in
son

 

w
as un

der th
e in

fluen
ce of V

eritaserum
 at th

is tim
e.” 

“‘W
h

at do you th
in

k about w
h

en
 you th

in
k of T

h
eodore N

ott?’ our W
ar H

er-

oin
e pressed h

er, to w
h

ich
 P

ark
in

son
 replied, starry-eyed, ’M

an
y th

in
gs. H

is 

voice, m
ostly. It’s the m

ost com
fortin

g soun
d I kn

ow
. T

h
e on

ly th
in

g th
at calm

s 

m
e dow

n
. M

akes m
e feel safe.’” 

“‘D
id [(Y

ou K
n

ow
 W

h
o) —

 our G
olden

 G
irl n

eglected to use th
is reader-

frien
dly term

] m
ake you do thin

gs?’ M
iss P

ark
in

son
 could on

ly n
od. ’B

ad th
in

gs?’ 



 

F
ebruary 11th

, 1999 

 W
H

E
N

 P
A

N
SY

 H
E

A
R

S T
H

E
 W

O
R

D
 ‘P

R
O

B
A

T
IO

N
,’ H

E
R

 ST
E

E
L

 W
A

L
L

 FA
L

L
S. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es h

er go slack
 again

st th
e side of th

e cage, all th
e fear sh

e so 

resolutely refused to sh
ow

 n
ow

 plain
 on

 h
er face. A

n
d th

en
 th

eir eyes m
eet. 

A
n

d sh
e feels as th

ough
 sh

e’s seein
g P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 for th

e first tim
e. 

B
ecause th

e bloodsh
ot eyes th

at stare back
 at H

erm
ion

e regard h
er as an

 

equal. For th
e first tim

e, H
erm

ion
e h

as a sen
se of w

h
at it m

ust be lik
e to kn

ow
 

P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

. T
o stan

d on
 th

e in
side of h

er w
alled-in

 life. 

A
n

d h
er w

ords from
 before sudden

ly rin
g true. 

Sh
e can

 see h
er. 

P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 is m
ore th

an
 a cold, pretty face. 

A
s h

er cage starts to low
er back

 in
to th

e h
oldin

g cells, from
 w

h
ich

 sh
e’ll soon

 

b
e released, th

e silen
t m

em
bers of th

e crow
d begin

 to rustle for th
eir th

in
gs. 

H
erm

ion
e’s k

n
ees are stiff —

 n
um

b. H
er face is blan

k
. 

L
uck

. P
ure luck

 —
 th

at’s w
h

at th
is w

as. 

H
ad on

e w
ron

g w
ord com

e out of h
er m

outh
, on

e poorly ph
rased question

, 

th
e atm

osph
ere of th

e room
 w

ould’ve been
 en

tirely differen
t righ

t n
ow

. 

Faith
 B

urbage deals h
er a w

ith
erin

g look
 from

 th
e podium

 before disappear-

in
g beh

in
d it. N

o doubt to recollect h
erself before th

e n
ext retrial. 

A
n

d as H
arry appears at h

er side, w
alk

in
g H

erm
ion

e from
 th

e room
 —

 still 

too stun
n

ed an
d speech

less to feel relief —
 Joh

n
 D

aw
lish

 stares h
oles in

to h
er 

back
. 

It w
ill on

ly get h
arder from

 h
ere. 

“T
w

en
ty m

in
utes w

as all I could secure for you,” says M
cG

on
agall on

ce th
ey 

reach
 th

e atrium
, h

an
din

g H
erm

ion
e an

oth
er visitor badge.  

H
erm

ion
e sits up straigh

t, lips partin
g. 

“So, th
at’s it, th

en
.” H

e taps th
e cover of th

e journ
al on

e m
ore tim

e for good 

m
easure. R

igh
t on

 th
e w

ord ‘FU
C

K
E

R
Y

.’ “E
veryth

in
g sh

e did, sh
e did for h

im
. 

For love.” 

If h
is w

ords h
adn

’t blow
n

 h
er eyes so w

ide, th
ey w

ould’ve m
ade h

er laugh
 —

 

lik
e som

eth
in

g out of a truly terrible rom
an

ce n
ovel. B

ut in
stead, sh

e’s silen
t. 

Speech
less. 

U
n

til—
 

“O
h

 m
y god,” sh

e breath
es. 

A
 gen

uin
e sm

ile splits H
arry’s face. 

“O
h

 m
y god!” Sh

e leaps up from
 th

e sofa an
d tak

es h
is face in

 h
er h

an
ds, k

iss-

in
g h

im
 square on

 th
e n

ose. “Y
ou are brillian

t, H
arry P

otter. W
ell an

d truly bril-

lian
t.” 

H
e dips in

to a m
ock

 bow
, but stops sh

ort w
h

en
 sh

e tak
es h

old of h
is arm

, eyes 

serious. T
h

e h
um

or bleeds aw
ay. 

“W
ill you com

e w
ith

 m
e?” sh

e ask
s. Squeezes. “If it’s n

ot too m
uch

 to ask
…

” 

H
e puffs out a breath

, an
d in

 th
e n

ext in
stan

t, h
e’s draggin

g h
er h

ead up 

again
st h

is ch
est, sm

ellin
g w

arm
 an

d fam
iliar. L

ik
e H

arry. “Y
ou just h

ave to ask, 

’M
ion

e.” 

It’s on
ly w

h
en

 sh
e pulls aw

ay an
d fin

ds h
is sh

irt dam
p th

at sh
e realizes sh

e’s 

cryin
g. 

<
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It’s th
e h

eadlin
e bein

g sold all across th
e M

in
istry atrium

 th
is m

orn
in

g, but sh
e 

doesn
’t tak

e th
e tim

e to read it. H
er focus is sh

arp lik
e a n

eedle poin
t, an

d every-

th
in

g else is back
groun

d n
oise. 

B
esides, today it isn

’t h
er th

ey’re tak
in

g pictures of. Isn
’t h

er th
ey’re bom

-

bardin
g w

ith
 question

s an
d brigh

t flash
es. It’s H

arry. 



A
 few

 paces beh
in

d h
er, in

 step w
ith

 M
cG

on
agall, h

e h
olds a h

an
d in

 fron
t 

of h
is face to guard again

st th
e assault, repeatedly sayin

g, “Sorry, I h
ave n

o com
-

m
en

t,” as th
ey pass th

rough
 as quick

ly as possible. 

M
cG

on
agall w

astes n
o tim

e ch
arm

in
g th

e lift doors to sh
ut early as th

ey slip 

in
side, an

d th
e n

oise falls aw
ay as th

ey sin
k

 dow
n

. 

“Sorry, H
arry,” H

erm
ion

e says, but h
e on

ly sh
rugs. A

ccustom
ed to it, after 

all th
ese years. M

cG
on

agall excused h
im

 from
 classes so h

e could accom
pan

y h
er, 

an
d sh

e’s grateful for it in
 m

ore w
ays th

an
 on

e. 

T
h

e m
oral support is on

ly a part of it. Sh
e’ll adm

it, sh
e feels a great deal m

ore 

pow
erful w

alk
in

g in
to th

e courtroom
 w

ith
 h

im
 at h

er side. Feels un
stoppable, 

lik
e sh

e used to, w
h

en
 it w

as just th
e th

ree of th
em

 again
st th

e w
orld. 

“H
eadm

aster,” H
erm

ion
e says as th

ey reach
 th

e doors. Sh
e n

early forgot. 

“W
ould it b

e possible for you to request visitor access to th
e h

oldin
g cells again

? 

For th
is aftern

oon
?” 

T
h

e doors sw
in

g open
. M

cG
on

agall m
ak

es a flustered n
oise, but squeezes h

er 

sh
oulder n

on
e th

e less. “I’ll see w
h

at I can
 do.” 

C
am

eras flash
. P

urple robes sw
ish

. K
in

gsley calls everyon
e to order, just as h

e 

did th
e first day, an

d as H
arry m

oves to sit am
on

gst th
e spectators (several 

w
itch

es an
d w

izards actively get up an
d m

ove to b
e closer to h

im
), H

erm
ion

e 

m
ak

es h
er w

ay to th
e em

pty ch
aracter w

itn
ess box. 

Faith
 B

urbage resum
es h

er position
 at th

e podium
 —

 delivers an
 iden

tical 

greetin
g —

 th
ough

, if possible, th
e an

gle of h
er jaw

 is even
 sh

arper today. N
o 

doubt sh
e w

as disappoin
ted, too, by T

uesday’s outcom
e. 

O
ut th

e corn
er of h

er eye, H
erm

ion
e catch

es sigh
t of D

aw
lish

 in
 th

e crow
d, 

am
on

gst som
e of h

is follow
ers, an

d a rush
 of ice floods h

er vein
s. H

e m
ust’ve felt 

th
e n

eed to com
e after th

ose in
itial verdicts. M

ust’ve assum
ed h

is presen
ce w

ould 

som
eh

ow
 ch

an
ge som

eth
in

g. 

H
erm

ion
e squares h

er sh
oulders. It w

on
’t. Sh

e decides th
en

 an
d th

ere th
at it 

w
on

’t. 

“B
rin

g in
 th

e accused,” B
urbage orders, an

d H
erm

ion
e bites dow

n
 on

 th
e in

-

side of h
er ch

eek
, w

atch
in

g P
an

sy rise up in
 th

e cage. H
er dream

 com
es back

 to 

P
an

sy’s gaze is razor sh
arp. B

ut H
erm

ion
e can

 see th
e fain

test, trem
blin

g 

breath
 escape h

er ch
est. 

“T
rust m

e.” 

Sh
e can

 feel P
an

sy’s fin
gers sh

ak
in

g. C
an

 see w
h

at just m
igh

t possibly, m
aybe, 

b
e th

e glisten
 of tears form

in
g in

 h
er eyes. B

ut sh
e closes th

em
 before H

erm
ion

e 

can
 b

e sure an
d straigh

ten
s up. G

oes h
ard an

d stiff, th
e practiced posture of a true 

P
ureblood. 

“O
k

ay.” 

H
erm

ion
e lets h

er spell fall an
d w

h
ips aroun

d, m
eetin

g B
urbage’s im

patien
t 

gaze. “W
e’re ready.” 

“M
iss P

ark
in

son
, do you con

sen
t?” 

P
an

sy crosses h
er arm

s an
d glares at B

urbage lik
e sh

e’s picturin
g h

er burn
in

g 

alive. “G
ran

ger ask
s th

e question
s,” sh

e sn
aps. “I con

sen
t if G

ran
ger ask

s th
e 

question
s.” 

“M
adam

 B
urbage, you can

’t possibly allow
 th

—
” It’s D

aw
lish

, from
 th

e 

crow
d, but sh

e cuts h
im

 off. 

“Spectators w
ill b

e silen
t.” 

T
h

ere’s a lon
g pause. 

B
urbage’s eye tw

itch
es. Sh

e glares from
 h

er podium
, but n

ot at P
an

sy. A
t H

er-

m
ion

e. 

“B
rin

g in
 th

e serum
,” sh

e bark
s. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
ey’ve just w

on
.



fists to h
ide th

eir sh
ak

in
g. “A

 —
 a m

om
en

t, please?” 

B
urbage gives an

 exaggerated sigh
 but w

aves h
er h

an
d. “V

ery w
ell.” 

H
erm

ion
e rush

es to th
e cage, castin

g a sw
ift M

uffliato aroun
d th

em
 an

d 

reach
in

g th
rough

 to tak
e P

an
sy’s w

rist —
 givin

g h
er a sh

ak
e. “P

an
sy? P

an
sy, are 

you listen
in

g?” sh
e rasps. 

O
h

, P
an

sy is absolutely listen
in

g. Sh
arp, h

eavy eyes stare back
 at h

er beh
in

d 

low
ered lids, com

pletely at odds w
ith

 h
er slum

ped posture. “Faith
less M

udblood 

bitch
,” sh

e breath
es, barely audible, lean

in
g back

 an
d lettin

g h
er eyes fall sh

ut. 

“I don
’t care w

h
at you call m

e.” Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er again
 —

 grips h
er h

arder. 

U
rgen

tly. “Y
ou an

d I both
 k

n
ow

 it w
as th

e on
ly w

ay. A
n

d I k
n

ow
 it’s th

e truth
. 

A
t th

is poin
t, th

e V
eritaserum

 can
 on

ly h
elp your—

” 

“Y
ou’ve just con

dem
n

ed m
e,” sh

e m
urm

urs, eyes still closed. “Y
ou k

n
ow

 th
at, 

don
’t you?” 

It feels lik
e sh

e’s just sw
allow

ed a rock
. 

P
an

sy’s lids crack
 slow

ly an
d sh

e lean
s forw

ard, voice ven
om

ous, “Y
ou really 

th
in

k
 th

at’s all th
ey’re goin

g to ask
 m

e? ’D
id you love the boy? O

h
, sw

eet P
an

sy, 

w
ere you h

eartsick? W
as th

at it?’” H
er lip curls up. “N

o. Stupid girl. T
h

ey’ll ask
 

m
e w

h
o I’ve m

urdered. T
h

ey’ll ask
 m

e w
h

o I’ve tortured. W
h

at in
form

ation
 I 

gave up. Y
ou just got m

e k
illed.” 

H
erm

ion
e digs h

er fin
gern

ails in
to h

er palm
s. “N

ot if I ask
 th

e question
s.” 

T
h

e expression
 on

 P
an

sy’s face doesn
’t budge. 

“L
isten

 to m
e.” Sh

e sh
ak

es h
er again

, w
orried a little m

ore each
 secon

d th
at 

sh
e m

igh
t lash

 out an
d bite h

er, of all th
in

gs. “T
h

at’ll b
e your con

dition
. Y

ou’re 

allow
ed to con

sen
t w

ith
 con

dition
s. I k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to w
ord th

e question
s.” 

P
an

sy’s gaze flick
ers w

ith
 som

eth
in

g, but h
er jaw

 rem
ain

s h
ard. Set. 

“P
an

sy, trust m
e.” H

erm
ion

e lets go of h
er w

rist an
d forces h

er fin
gers in

to 

P
an

sy’s stiff h
an

d, en
tan

glin
g th

em
. “I can

 see you,” sh
e says, on

ly a desperate 

w
h

isper n
ow

. “B
eh

in
d all of it, I can

 see you. I k
n

ow
 you aren

’t th
is.” Sh

e squeezes 

h
ard. U

n
til sh

e’s sure it h
urts. “T

rust m
e. I h

ave your back
—

” 

A
 scoff. “N

o on
e ever h

as—
” 

“I do.” Sh
e yan

k
s h

er h
an

d. “I h
ave your back

.” 

h
er, playin

g on
 repeat in

side h
er h

ead —
 an

 en
dless loop. 

P
an

sy look
s gaun

t. 

T
h

at’s th
e first th

in
g sh

e n
otices. M

aln
ourish

ed, h
er birdlik

e arm
s an

d 

ch
eek

bon
es even

 m
ore pron

oun
ced. Som

eh
ow

, th
ough

, sh
e’s m

an
aged to tie up 

h
er h

air flaw
lessly —

 an
 elegan

t updo. E
ven

 on
 D

eath
’s door, it appears P

an
sy 

w
ill n

ot b
e seen

 look
in

g rum
pled. 

“M
iss P

ark
in

son
, you h

ave been
 ch

arged as an
 accom

plice to th
e D

eath
 E

ater 

cause. D
o you un

derstan
d th

ese ch
arges?” 

P
an

sy’s n
ose scrun

ch
es up, but sh

e k
eeps h

er voice flat an
d steady. “I do.” 

“D
o you h

ave an
yth

in
g you w

ish
 to declare before proceedin

gs begin
?” 

Sh
e lean

s carefully again
st on

e of th
e spik

ed w
alls of th

e cage, liftin
g up a 

h
an

d to study h
er fin

gern
ails. “O

n
ly th

at th
e livin

g quarters you provided for us 

are filth
y an

d un
m

ain
tain

ed.” 

M
urm

urs scatter th
rough

out th
e h

all, an
d H

erm
ion

e grits h
er teeth

. C
atch

es 

P
an

sy’s eye an
d gives h

er h
ead a fain

t sh
ak

e. 

D
on

’t m
ake th

is an
y h

arder th
an

 it already is. 

P
an

sy seem
s surprised to see h

er. O
n

e of h
er th

in
, dark

 brow
s arch

es up in
to 

h
er h

airlin
e, but sh

e gives n
oth

in
g else aw

ay in
 h

er gaze before turn
in

g back
 to 

face B
urbage. 

“Is th
at all?” sh

e dron
es from

 th
e podium

. 

“Y
es,” says P

an
sy. 

“V
ery w

ell. L
et’s begin

.” 

<
 

T
h

e case th
e W

izen
gam

ot presen
ts again

st h
er is aggressive, to put it ligh

tly. 

T
h

rough
out th

e first few
 h

ours, H
erm

ion
e isn

’t even
 called upon

 to speak
 

because th
ey’re too busy sh

uck
in

g out in
ciden

t after in
ciden

t as eviden
ce. H

er 

n
am

e sign
ed on

 a m
eetin

g ledger. H
er picture w

ith
 G

reyback
 an

d D
oloh

ov. H
er 

w
ords on

 th
e n

igh
t of th

e battle. 

A
ll th

e w
h

ile, P
an

sy m
ain

tain
s a strict pok

er face, appearin
g alm

ost bored —
 

but H
erm

ion
e can

 see th
e fain

test trem
ble in

 h
er h

an
ds, grippin

g th
e bars. 



A
n

d th
en

 B
urbage calls out, “Is th

ere an
yon

e h
ere w

h
o w

ish
es to speak

 on
 

beh
alf of th

e accused?” an
d H

erm
ion

e decides sh
e h

as to b
e even

 m
ore aggressive. 

Sh
e stan

ds, lik
e sh

e did th
e last tw

o tim
es, except n

ow
 h

er arm
s aren

’t over-

flow
in

g w
ith

 n
otes. A

n
d n

ow
 sh

e tak
es th

e liberty of steppin
g dow

n
 an

d out of 

th
e w

itn
ess box to stan

d on
 th

e courtroom
 floor, beside P

an
sy. 

“I do,” sh
e says, m

eetin
g B

urbage’s gaze an
d fun

n
elin

g every oun
ce of 

stren
gth

 sh
e possesses in

to h
er voice. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, is th

is goin
g to becom

e routin
e?” draw

ls B
urbage, eyes n

ar-

row
in

g beh
in

d h
er spectacles. 

“U
n

til I h
ave n

o on
e left to speak

 for, M
adam

, yes,” sh
e replies. 

A
 h

eavy sigh
 from

 th
e podium

. T
h

ey both
 k

n
ow

 th
ere’s n

oth
in

g B
urbage can

 

do to stop h
er. It’s perfectly legal to operate as a ch

aracter w
itn

ess for as m
an

y of 

th
e accused as sh

e lik
es, provided sh

e’s m
et th

em
 all in

 person
. 

H
erm

ion
e double-ch

eck
ed th

is m
orn

in
g. 

“P
roceed, th

en
,” deadpan

s B
urbage. 

“T
h

an
k

 you, M
adam

.” Sh
e turn

s h
er back

 on
 h

er, m
ovin

g in
 a slow

 circle to 

address th
e en

tirety of th
e W

izen
gam

ot. “L
adies an

d gen
tlem

en
, I am

 n
ot h

ere 

to den
y M

iss P
ark

in
son

’s participation
 in

 th
ese crim

es.” 

A
 low

 h
iss from

 th
e cage beside h

er —
 it’s lik

ely P
an

sy believes sh
e’s about to 

seal h
er fate, rath

er th
an

 restore it. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e is very aw

are of h
ow

 m
uch

 sh
e’s goin

g to h
ate h

er after th
ese 

n
ext w

ords. 

“Y
ou h

ave provided eviden
ce of an

 im
pressive volum

e, an
d I am

 n
ot goin

g to 

dispute th
at. B

ut I do th
in

k
 it’s very im

portan
t th

at you are all aw
are of th

e rea-

son
 w

h
y. H

er reason
.” Sh

e feels P
an

sy’s h
eavy gaze on

 th
e back

 of h
er n

eck
. Fin

ds 

H
arry’s eyes in

 th
e crow

d, fueled b
y h

is en
couragin

g n
od. “E

veryth
in

g M
iss P

ar-

k
in

son
 did, sh

e did in
 th

e n
am

e of som
eon

e sh
e loved. T

o protect th
em

.” 

Scattered gasps. 

“G
ran

ger,” sh
e h

ears —
 a h

ard, flat w
arn

in
g from

 P
an

sy. 

“Y
ou’d do w

ell to rem
ain

 silen
t, M

iss P
ark

in
son

,” bark
s B

urbage. 

P
oin

tedly avoidin
g P

an
sy’s gaze, H

erm
ion

e pick
s a spot on

 th
e far w

all an
d 

speak
s to it. “P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 join

ed th
e D

eath
 E

aters because, in
 h

er eyes, it w
as 

th
e on

ly w
ay to en

sure th
e safety of T

h
eodore N

ott, w
h

o sh
e’s b

een
 in

 love w
ith

 

for —
” 

T
h

e w
ave of gasps is drow

n
ed out b

y P
an

sy’s rasped cry, “I’m
 goin

g to R
IP

 

Y
O

U
R

 H
A

IR
 O

U
T

!” Sh
e yan

k
s at th

e bars lik
e sh

e’d lun
ge at h

er in
 th

eir ab-

sen
ce, teeth

 bared, but B
urbage flick

s h
er w

an
d an

d an
 electric sh

ock
 scatters 

across th
e cage, k

n
ock

in
g P

an
sy back

 w
ith

 a sick
en

in
g zap. 

Sh
e slum

ps again
st th

e oth
er side of th

e cage, con
scious, but barely, ten

drils 

of sm
ok

e risin
g off h

er sk
in

. 

H
erm

ion
e’s m

outh
 h

an
gs sligh

tly ajar. 

“W
h

at proof do you h
ave?” ask

s B
urbage, voice bored —

 as th
ough

 th
e past 

ten
 secon

ds h
aven

’t h
appen

ed. 

It tak
es H

erm
ion

e a secon
d to refocus. T

o m
eet h

er eyes. “I…
w

ell…
” Sh

e ges-

tures lim
ply at P

an
sy in

 th
e cage, “I sh

ould th
in

k
 th

at’s proof in
 an

d of itself.” 

T
h

en
 sh

e turn
s in

 an
oth

er circle, search
in

g th
e m

an
y eyes of th

e W
izen

gam
ot, 

im
plorin

g, pleadin
g, “Sh

e’s scared. C
an

’t you see it? Sh
e’s alw

ays been
 scared. For 

h
im

. For h
erself. For w

h
at w

ould h
appen

 to eith
er of th

em
 if sh

e didn
’t follow

 

th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s w
ish

es.” 

A
 resoun

din
g silen

ce. Sh
e fin

ds H
arry again

, an
d h

e gives an
oth

er, firm
er 

n
od. “N

oth
in

g sh
e did w

as don
e in

 h
er ow

n
 self-in

terest,” sh
e adds. A

 last-ditch
 

attem
pt to plan

t th
at seed of doubt. T

h
at’s all sh

e n
eeds. Just a prick

le of doubt. 

B
urbage lean

s back
, a brow

 quirk
ed. H

um
s in

 th
ough

t. “A
n

d if w
e w

ere to 

give h
er V

eritaserum
—

” 

“T
h

at’s illegal,” H
erm

ion
e sn

aps before sh
e can

 stop h
erself. 

“N
ot if sh

e con
sen

ts.” 

T
h

is tim
e, th

e silen
ce is deafen

in
g. 

H
erm

ion
e’s m

outh
 form

s soun
dless w

ords, gaze flittin
g back

 an
d forth

 be-

tw
een

 P
an

sy, un
m

ovin
g, an

d th
e rest of th

e room
. 

“W
ell?” prob

es B
urbage. “D

oes sh
e con

sen
t?” 

Sh
e h

as to sw
allow

 all th
e saliva poolin

g in
 h

er m
outh

. C
lasps h

er h
an

ds in
to 


