
“Fifteen
 poin

ts from
 G

ryffin
dor,” H

estia says, as th
ough

 it m
atters. A

s 

th
ough

 an
yon

e still cares about th
e H

ouse C
up. “A

n
d you are dism

issed for to-

day.” 

N
ow

 th
at —

 th
at m

atters. T
h

at is m
uch

 m
ore m

ean
in

gful. 

Sh
e feels h

er face go h
ot w

ith
 sh

am
e, sw

allow
in

g th
ick

ly as sh
e turn

s an
d col-

lects h
er book

 bag. Sh
e’s careful n

ot to look
 M

alfoy’s w
ay as sh

e m
ak

es a h
asty 

exit, h
ead dow

n
. 

W
h

at’s gotten
 in

to h
er? 

Sh
e n

ever w
ould’ve pulled som

eth
in

g lik
e th

at in
 previous years. H

ad to duel 

M
alfoy on

 m
ore th

an
 on

e occasion
 for classes an

d alw
ays m

an
aged to k

eep h
er 

tem
per in

 ch
eck

. 

Sh
e’s bein

g careless. H
e m

ak
es h

er careless. M
ak

es h
er em

otion
s run

 too h
ot 

an
d too h

igh
, alw

ays on
 th

e verge of boilin
g over. 

A
n

d as sh
e m

ak
es h

er w
ay dow

n
 th

e staircases, un
sure w

h
at to w

ith
 h

erself 

for th
e n

ext h
alf h

our, sh
e’s even

 m
ore con

vin
ced th

at rem
ovin

g h
im

 from
 h

er 

life is th
e on

ly solution
. T

h
e best option

. 

Sh
e’ll cut h

im
 out lik

e a can
cer if sh

e h
as to. 

<
 

T
h

ey’re leavin
g P

otion
s w

h
en

 it h
appen

s. 

D
espite bein

g off to a particularly bad start, th
e rest of th

e day h
as b

een
 good 

to h
er. R

on
, h

avin
g loved seein

g M
alfoy lan

d on
 h

is arse, is in
 h

igh
 spirits. H

e’s 

b
een

 m
ore open

 an
d talk

ative —
 h

e’s even
 m

ade a few
 jok

es. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if it’s possible th

at R
on

’s on
ly h

appy w
h

en
 M

alfoy isn
’t, but 

doesn
’t lin

ger on
 th

e th
ough

t. 

A
s th

ey ascen
d from

 th
e D

un
geon

s, H
arry, R

on
 an

d G
in

n
y split off to play 

an
 in

form
al roun

d of Q
uidditch

 before din
n

er. Sh
e decides sh

e’ll spen
d th

e n
ext 

h
our in

 th
e L

ibrary —
 possibly draftin

g a w
ritten

 apology to H
estia an

d practic-

in
g som

e spells. Sh
e h

as loads to catch
 up on

, after all. 

B
ut as th

e corridors clear out aroun
d h

er an
d sh

e roun
ds a corn

er in
to an

 

em
pty h

allw
ay, th

ere’s a flash
 an

d a little crack
 an

d th
en

 th
e trippin

g jin
x h

as 

h
er n

erve. T
h

e m
ore lik

ely sh
e is to lose R

on
…

lose H
arry, forever. 

A
n

d th
e fear of th

at is m
uch

 stron
ger. 

G
ath

erin
g h

er fin
gers in

to bloodless fists, sh
e sw

allow
s th

e k
n

ot in
 h

er th
roat 

an
d tak

es th
e few

 rem
ain

in
g steps in

to th
e ligh

t. T
h

e w
arm

 glow
 of th

e fireplace 

is alm
ost caustic as it pulls h

er from
 th

e protection
 of th

e sh
adow

s. 

B
ut h

er presen
ce isn

’t im
m

ediately n
oticed. 

A
n

d sh
e can

 on
ly stare. 

R
on

 is…
 

R
on

 is in
 tears. 

H
e’s slouch

ed in
 on

e of th
e arm

ch
airs, h

an
ds m

atted in
to h

is scarlet h
air, an

d 

h
e’s listen

in
g to som

eth
in

g D
ean

’s tryin
g to say to h

im
. Som

e form
 of com

fort 

or sage advice —
 som

eth
in

g. H
is eyes are rim

m
ed w

ith
 red, h

is breath
in

g sh
allow

 

an
d pan

ick
ed, an

d w
et track

s m
ark

 th
e len

gth
s h

is ch
eek

s. 

Sh
e —

 sh
e’s on

ly seen
 R

on
 cry on

ce. 

For Fred. 

T
h

e sigh
t of it k

n
ock

s th
e breath

 out of h
er. A

n
d th

e soun
d it m

ak
es exposes 

h
er to th

em
. 

A
ll of th

eir h
eads w

h
ip to th

e side —
 a pack

 of w
olves settin

g eyes on
 a th

reat 

—
 an

d sh
e actually falters. F

alters. Stum
bles on

e step back
 at th

e sh
eer force of 

it. O
f th

e expression
s on

 th
eir faces. 

Furious. P
rotective. P

oised to figh
t. 

L
ik

e sh
e’s dan

gerous. 

E
xcept for R

on
. 

H
is gaze is brok

en
. G

on
e is all of th

e violen
ce an

d aggression
 sh

e’s seen
 over 

th
e past w

eek
. G

on
e is th

e disgust an
d th

e rage. W
h

at’s tak
en

 its place is w
orse. 

Far w
orse. 

B
ecause h

e look
s lik

e a ch
ild. 

L
ik

e th
is con

fused, h
urt little boy w

h
o doesn

’t un
derstan

d. D
oesn

’t un
der-

stan
d, an

d can
n

ot un
derstan

d, an
d h

e look
s desperate. D

esperate an
d betrayed. 

“Y
ou n

eed to leave,” sn
aps Seam

us, an
d sudden

ly h
e’s cuttin

g off h
er view

. 

Stan
din

g in
 fron

t of R
on

. A
n

d th
ere —

 th
ere’s th

at G
ryffin

dor courage, on
ly sh

e 



n
ever expected it to be aim

ed again
st h

er. 

“I n
eed to speak

 to h
im

,” sh
e says, an

d h
er voice is barely th

ere. A
 w

h
eeze. A

ll 

sh
e can

 m
an

age. 

“N
o. N

o, you don
’t. Y

ou n
eed to leave.” 

“Seam
us, please…

” H
ow

 did sh
e get h

ere? H
ow

 is it th
at sh

e’s pleadin
g? P

lead-

in
g w

ith
 Seam

us Fin
n

egan
 to speak

 to h
er closest an

d dearest frien
d? 

“L
eave!” 

“Seam
us…

” 

G
in

n
y’s voice. G

in
n

y’s voice is a —
 it’s lik

e a salve on
 a th

ird-degree burn
. 

“M
ove out of th

e w
ay,” sh

e says. H
erm

ion
e can

’t see h
er beh

in
d h

im
. 

“Y
ou’re jokin

g.” 

“C
om

e on
, Seam

us. Just…
just m

ove.” 

Seam
us’s face w

rin
k

les up an
d h

e breath
es h

otly, an
grily, in

 H
erm

ion
e’s di-

rection
 for a m

om
en

t m
ore before th

row
in

g up h
is h

an
ds an

d ch
argin

g a few
 

feet aw
ay to on

e of th
e book

sh
elves. 

A
n

d R
on

’s w
ren

ch
in

g face com
es back

 in
to view

, but so do G
in

n
y an

d H
arry 

beh
in

d h
im

, lean
in

g again
st th

e m
an

tle. G
in

n
y’s expression

 is a com
plicated 

m
ixture of pity an

d un
certain

ty, an
d H

arry’s —
 H

arry’s is blan
k

. 

Sh
e’s k

n
ow

n
 h

im
 lon

g en
ough

 to k
n

ow
 h

ow
 w

ell h
e can

 h
ide h

is em
otion

s. 

Som
eth

in
g R

on
 h

as n
ever been

 capable of. 

H
er eyes fin

d h
im

 again
, reluctan

tly —
 afraid, afraid of th

e agon
y it sen

ds 

ripplin
g th

rough
 h

er ch
est. 

“R
on

…
” sh

e says. It’s a w
h

im
per, at best. Sh

e tak
es a few

 un
con

scious, stun
ted 

steps forw
ard, but h

er h
eart rate k

ick
s up, because th

e an
im

osity of th
e gath

ered 

G
ryffin

dors is palpable. L
ik

e a black
 cloud. 

Sh
e push

es th
rough

 it. 

C
om

es to stan
d in

 fron
t of R

on
’s arm

ch
air. H

is h
an

ds slide from
 h

is h
air 

dow
n

 th
e sides of h

is face, w
arpin

g h
is features before pressin

g togeth
er in

 fron
t 

of h
is n

ose, as th
ough

 in
 prayer. 

“Y
ou…

” sh
e starts, but h

er voice crack
s. Forces h

er to start again
. “Y

ou w
ere 

n
ever m

ean
t to see th

at.” Sh
e figh

ts back
 tears, but th

ey prove h
eavy an

d 

A
 bizarre an

d rath
er in

ten
se w

ave of pleasure rips th
rough

 h
er as sh

e w
atch

es 

h
im

 slow
ly fin

d h
is feet, rubbin

g th
e back

 of h
is h

ead w
h

ere it h
it th

e ston
e. A

 

few
 studen

ts turn
ed an

d w
atch

ed it h
appen

. Seam
us is laugh

in
g, an

d sh
e th

in
k

s 

sh
e sees R

on
 an

d H
arry exch

an
ge sm

iles. 

M
aybe th

ey th
ough

t sh
e’d go easy on

 h
im

. 

M
aybe th

ey th
ough

t h
e still h

ad h
er w

rapped aroun
d h

is fin
ger. 

H
er th

ough
ts fly un

bidden
 to th

e n
igh

t of th
e H

allow
’s E

ve B
all. T

o T
h

eo’s 

w
ords. Sh

e push
es th

em
 aw

ay, fin
gers goin

g w
h

ite an
d bloodless aroun

d th
e base 

of h
er w

an
d. 

M
alfoy is w

atch
in

g h
er w

arily, h
is ow

n
 stan

ce m
uch

 m
ore defen

sive th
an

 it 

h
ad been

 before. A
n

d sh
e sees th

ey’ve also caugh
t H

estia’s atten
tion

; sh
e’s alw

ays 

on
 th

e look
out for situation

s in
 w

h
ich

 sh
e m

igh
t n

eed to in
terven

e. 

H
erm

ion
e w

on
ders w

h
eth

er th
is w

ill b
e on

e of th
em

. 

B
ut th

en
 M

alfoy calls out, ”E
x

pelliarm
us!” an

d h
er m

in
d goes blan

k
 as sh

e 

block
s it —

 block
s th

e secon
d th

at follow
s. 

“R
ictusem

pra!” 

M
alfoy block

s th
at on

e righ
t back

. Sh
e grits h

er teeth
. If it w

ork
ed before, 

it’ll w
ork

 again
. 

“F
lipen

do!” sh
e cries, an

d th
en

 quick
ly as h

e block
s it, in

stin
ctively blurts out, 

”In
carcerous!” 

H
estia’s cut gasp from

 th
e corn

er is oversh
adow

ed b
y M

alfoy’s, an
d before sh

e 

realizes w
h

at sh
e’s don

e h
e’s w

rith
in

g on
 th

e groun
d in

 th
e ever-tigh

ten
in

g bin
d 

of h
er con

jured ropes. 

Sh
e falters. Steps back

 an
d lifts h

er w
an

d to stop it, but H
estia is m

uch
 faster. 

“F
in

ite!” 

M
alfoy rem

ain
s pan

tin
g on

 th
e groun

d for several secon
ds after th

e ropes are 

gon
e, but H

estia steps in
 fron

t of h
im

 an
d block

s h
er view

. 

“T
h

at is n
ot a spell w

e use durin
g classroom

 duels. Surely, you are aw
are of 

th
at, M

iss G
ran

ger.” 

H
erm

ion
e can

 on
ly brin

g h
erself to n

od. T
h

e rest of th
e classroom

 h
as gon

e 

silen
t. 



A
side from

 losin
g h

er virgin
ity to M

alfoy, on
 w

h
at n

ow
 appears to h

ave b
een

 

a w
h

im
. A

n
d th

en
 proceedin

g to go back
 for m

ore. W
h

ich
 is a terrible direction

 

for h
er th

ough
ts to go. 

O
th

er pairs h
ave already started th

eir duels, th
e room

 aligh
t w

ith
 th

e glow
s 

an
d crack

les of differen
t spells, but sh

e can
’t even

 brin
g h

erself to look
 at h

im
. 

H
ears h

im
 aw

k
w

ardly clear h
is th

roat as th
ey fin

d an
 em

pty spot over in
 th

e cor-

n
er. “W

h
ich

 do you —
” h

e starts, but sh
e cuts h

im
 off. 

“O
ffen

sive.” T
h

at, at least, sh
e’s certain

 of. 

T
h

ere’s a draw
n

 out silen
ce. Sh

e fin
ally forces h

erself to glan
ce h

is w
ay, fin

d-

in
g h

im
 a tall, lan

k
y sh

adow
 a few

 feet from
 h

er, w
an

d loose in
 h

is h
an

d. 

“R
igh

t,” h
e even

tually replies. A
s usual, sh

e can
’t read h

is ton
e. H

e’s flatten
ed 

it out, lik
e an

 iron
 to a sh

irt. A
n

d sh
e’s already glan

ced aw
ay, but sh

e sees th
e 

sh
ape of h

im
 settle in

to a duelin
g stan

ce in
 h

er periph
eral. “W

h
en

 you’re ready.” 

It isn
’t m

ean
t to b

e con
descen

din
g, but sh

e ch
ooses to tak

e it as such
, eyes 

tigh
ten

in
g as sh

e m
eets h

is eyes on
ce m

ore. Sh
e uses th

e an
ger to fuel h

er first 

spell. 

“Stupefy!” sh
e sh

outs w
ith

 a rough
 flick

 of h
er w

an
d, un

duly disappoin
ted 

w
h

en
 h

is casual P
rotego bats it aw

ay. 

Sh
e sin

k
s in

to a better stan
ce, facin

g h
im

 h
ead on

 n
ow

. C
asts it again

, th
is 

tim
e w

ith
 m

ore stren
gth

. A
gain

, h
e deflects it, but h

e h
as to m

ove quick
er. Seem

s 

a little surprised. 

Sh
e lik

es th
e look

 of th
at. 

“Stupefy!” sh
e casts on

ce m
ore, h

opin
g to lull h

im
 in

to a false sen
se of com

-

fort. H
opin

g h
e’ll th

in
k

 th
at’s all sh

e in
ten

ds to w
ork

 on
 today. B

ut h
is protective 

ch
arm

 h
as on

ly just escaped th
e tip of h

is w
an

d w
h

en
, in

 quick
 succession

, sh
e 

rattles off, ”R
educto! F

lipen
do! L

evicorpus!” 

Sh
ock

ed an
d un

prepared, h
e’s on

ly able to deflect th
e first on

e, fum
blin

g for 

a tigh
ter grip on

 h
is w

an
d. T

h
e secon

d k
n

ock
s h

im
 back

, an
d th

en
 h

e’s cata-

pulted several feet in
to th

e air w
ith

 th
e th

ird, h
ittin

g th
e groun

d h
ard on

 th
e 

w
ay dow

n
. 

adam
an

t. Start to roll dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s. ”I…

I n
ever m

ean
t for you to see th

at.” 

R
on

 blin
k

s h
ard up at h

er. O
n

ce. T
w

ice. Sh
e’s n

ever seen
 h

is eyes lik
e th

is. 

“W
h

y are you doin
g th

is?” h
e w

h
ispers again

st h
is h

an
ds. ”W

h
y? W

h
y are you 

doin
g th

is? W
h

y?” 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead desperately —

 sen
ds tears flyin

g off th
e edges of h

er jaw
. 

“I didn
’t —

 I didn
’t ch

oose to. I sw
ear, I n

ever w
an

ted th
is. I tried…

I tried to tell 

you, I couldn
’t ch

oose—
” 

“Y
ou’re breakin

g m
y heart,” h

e rasps. H
is h

an
ds fold in

to on
e tigh

t, collective 

fist. A
n

d a sob
 w

ren
ch

es free of h
er lips. Sh

e ch
ok

es on
 it. C

h
ok

es back
 an

oth
er. 

”N
o, I n

ever w
an

ted th
is —

 I’m
 sorry. I’m

 so, so sorry. R
on

 —
 I can

’t, I’m
 so 

sorry. I n
ever w

an
ted—

” 

H
e sh

oots out of h
is ch

air so sudden
ly sh

e alm
ost falls over, staggerin

g back
. 

“H
e doesn

’t love you!” R
on

 sh
outs, th

row
in

g a h
an

d out to h
is side —

 star-

tlin
g h

er. Startlin
g everyon

e. “H
e doesn

’t! H
e n

ever w
ill. I —

 I am
 th

e on
e w

h
o 

loves you.” A
n

d h
e jabs a fin

ger so h
ard in

to h
is ow

n
 ch

est th
at it h

as to h
urt. “I 

h
ave alw

ays loved you!” 

Sh
e back

s in
to th

e opposite ch
air, th

igh
s k

n
ock

in
g pain

fully again
st its arm

. 

“R
on

, I…
” Sh

e can
’t see th

rough
 h

er tears. 

“W
h

y am
 I n

ot good en
ough

?!” h
e cries. “W

h
at does h

e fuck
in

g h
ave th

at I 

don
’t? W

h
at does he —

 w
h

y does h
e get to —

 w
h

y…
” H

e can
’t even

 fin
ish

 a sen
-

ten
ce. H

is w
ords are com

in
g in

 desperate, pan
ted bursts. H

is ch
est is puffin

g in
 

an
d out, an

d h
e’s pan

ick
in

g. H
e’s —

 “W
h

at’s w
ron

g w
ith

 m
e? W

h
at’s w

ron
g 

w
ith

 m
e? W

h
y n

ot —
 w

h
y —

 w
h

y n
ot m

e, I don
’t—

” 

Sh
e can

’t stop h
erself. 

Sh
e rush

es forth
 an

d yan
k

s h
im

 in
to h

er arm
s. B

uries h
er h

ead in
 h

is over-

w
arm

 sh
oulder an

d h
ears h

im
 release th

is agon
ized little h

ow
l —

 feels it rip out 

of h
is ch

est. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
is h

an
ds are fistin

g in
 h

er curls an
d h

e’s droppin
g h

is face to h
er 

crow
n

, an
d h

e cries. H
e just cries. Sh

e h
olds h

im
 an

d h
e cries an

d h
e h

olds h
er 

lik
e h

e’s goin
g to fall th

rough
 th

e floor if h
e lets go. 



T
h

e space aroun
d th

em
 is death

ly silen
t. It’s on

ly th
e tw

o of th
em

. O
n

ly th
eir 

ragged sobs an
d un

even
 breath

s. 

Sh
e k

n
ots up th

e h
eavy k

n
ittin

g of h
is sw

eater in
 h

er fin
gers, soak

in
g th

e 

space on
 h

is ch
est w

ith
 h

er tears. Sh
e isn

’t sure w
h

at w
ill h

appen
 w

h
en

 sh
e lets 

go. Isn
’t sure w

h
eth

er sh
e’ll ever get to feel th

is again
. So sh

e doesn
’t. W

on
’t. 

H
olds on

 an
d presses in

to h
im

 an
d fills h

er n
ose w

ith
 h

is fam
iliar scen

t —
 h

is 

w
arm

, sw
eet, m

usk
y scen

t sh
e k

n
ow

s so w
ell an

d m
isses so dearly. 

A
n

d it’s m
in

utes. Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 m

an
y. D

oesn
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 lon
g th

ey 

stay lik
e th

is. 

B
ut th

ey stay un
til R

on
’s ch

est stops jerk
in

g again
st h

er an
d h

er sh
oulders 

stop sh
ak

in
g. 

W
h

en
 sh

e feels h
im

 start to loosen
 h

is grip, sh
e pan

ics. C
an

’t let go un
til sh

e’s 

sure h
e k

n
ow

s —
 un

til sh
e’s sure h

e un
derstan

ds. 

A
n

d sh
e pulls h

er face free of h
is ch

est an
d stretch

es up on
 h

er tiptoes an
d says 

in
to h

is ear, “I w
ill alw

ays love you.” Sh
e tak

es h
is sh

oulders in
 h

an
d an

d gives 

h
im

 a little sh
ak

e. “A
lw

ays. K
n

ow
 th

at. Y
ou h

ave to k
n

ow
 th

at.” 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e lets h

im
 go. 

H
er fin

gers ach
e in

stan
tly at th

e em
ptin

ess —
 at h

avin
g h

eld on
 so tigh

tly 

for so m
an

y m
in

utes. H
er face is sw

ollen
 an

d h
ot an

d h
er eyes stin

g. H
er h

ead 

ach
es. Sh

e forces h
erself to step back

, an
d th

e room
 sw

im
s back

 in
to focus. 

R
on

 is in
 a sim

ilar state, face w
et w

ith
 tears, n

ose run
n

in
g. B

ut h
is brow

s are 

sloped lik
e sk

i jum
ps an

d h
is expression

 is —
 it’s sad. It’s h

eartbreak
in

gly sad. 

B
ut it isn

’t an
gry. 

E
veryon

e aroun
d th

em
 is starin

g. T
h

ey’re sh
ufflin

g un
com

fortably an
d w

h
is-

perin
g th

in
gs to on

e an
oth

er, an
d th

ey clearly h
ave n

o idea w
h

at to do. W
h

at to 

say, if an
yth

in
g. 

Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at to say, eith

er. 

N
or does R

on
. 

B
ut sh

e fin
ds h

er sore gaze pulled alm
ost m

agn
etically to H

arry. 

A
n

d h
is face is n

o lon
ger blan

k
. 

It’s a com
bin

ation
 of sadn

ess an
d con

fusion
 an

d un
certain

ty, but it also h
as 

D
un

geon
s, an

d togeth
er th

ey reach
ed th

e con
clusion

 th
at n

oth
in

g positive could 

com
e from

 th
is. T

h
at Jack

son
 P

ollock
 w

as a dead en
d. P

eriod. 

Sh
e’s decided. 

Sh
e fin

ally tak
es h

er seat. Jack
k

n
ifes h

erself again
st th

e back
 of th

e ch
air, 

starin
g straigh

t ah
ead an

d fruitlessly tryin
g to force all of h

er atten
tion

 on
to 

H
estia. 

Sh
e h

as to start breath
in

g th
rough

 h
er m

outh
 as soon

 as h
is scen

t gusts up 

again
st h

er. 

It rem
in

ds h
er of too m

an
y th

in
gs. It’s too easy, n

ow
, for h

er to pin
poin

t 

exactly w
h

ere each
 subtle aspect of h

is m
usk

 com
es from

. T
h

e oak
y citrus from

 

h
is cologn

e. T
h

e w
atery fresh

n
ess from

 th
e soap h

e uses. T
h

e clean
 lin

en
 from

 

h
is cloth

es. A
n

d th
e pepperm

in
t. O

f course th
e pepperm

in
t, from

 th
ose breath

 

m
in

ts sh
e’s tasted on

 h
is ton

gue —
 th

e on
es sh

e’s stolen
 from

 h
is m

outh
 on

 oc-

casion
 an

d sw
allow

ed h
erself. 

Sh
e flush

es a deep red —
 m

an
ually adjusts h

er atten
tion

 on
ce m

ore, starin
g 

at H
estia w

ith
 so m

uch
 force h

er eyes start to w
ater. 

M
alfoy h

asn
’t m

oved. Sh
e can

 sen
se h

is eyes are straigh
t ah

ead as w
ell, an

d 

sh
e’s relieved at th

at. C
an

’t be sure w
h

at h
is gaze could do to h

er at th
is poin

t. 

A
n

d sh
e soldiers on

 th
rough

 th
e first h

alf of th
e lecture b

y rem
in

din
g h

erself 

th
at th

is is on
e of th

e last tim
es sh

e’ll h
ave to b

e th
is close to h

im
. Sh

e’s decided. 

From
 h

ere on
 out, it’ll b

e easier. A
n

d by god, sh
e’ll n

ever b
e late again

. 

B
ut th

en
 H

estia an
n

oun
ces th

e in
teractive portion

 of th
e lesson

, an
d it b

e-

com
es abun

dan
tly clear th

at all th
e odds are stack

ed again
st h

er. 

“I w
an

t n
ice, clean

 duels. P
air up w

ith
 your desk

 m
ates. O

n
e of you w

ill ch
oose 

to act prim
arily on

 th
e offen

sive, th
e oth

er defen
se.” 

E
veryon

e stan
ds, an

d H
erm

ion
e feels as th

ough
 th

e floor drops out from
 un

-

der h
er as sh

e follow
s suit. Feels th

at all of h
er stren

gth
 an

d con
viction

 van
ish

es 

w
ith

 th
e desk

s as H
estia ch

arm
s th

em
 aw

ay. 

Sh
e casts a desperate look

 in
 G

in
n

y’s direction
 an

d fin
ds on

ly sym
path

y. N
o 

brigh
t ideas. N

o escape plan
. 

W
h

at? W
h

at h
as sh

e don
e to deserve such

 bad luck
? 



    

F
ebruary 1st, 1999 

 IT’S O
N

E
 O

F T
H

E
 O

N
L

Y
 T

IM
E

S SH
E’S L

A
T

E
 —

 A
N

D
, C

O
N

V
E

N
IE

N
T

L
Y, IT’S A

L
SO

 O
N

E
 

O
F T

H
E

 W
O

R
ST

 T
IM

E
S SH

E
 C

O
U

L
D

 B
E. 

B
ut sh

e h
asn

’t b
een

 sleepin
g w

ell. 

T
h

erefore, on
 th

e rare occasion
s sh

e does m
an

age it, it’s im
m

en
sely difficult 

for h
er to w

ak
e back

 up, an
d today sh

e’s slept th
rough

 all of break
fast as w

ell as 

th
ose precious fifteen

 m
in

utes leadin
g up to D

efen
se A

gain
st th

e D
ark

 A
rts. 

Sh
e scram

bles in
, h

air ask
ew

, just as H
estia’s goin

g over th
e day’s lesson

, an
d 

it’s em
barrassin

g en
ough

 to in
terrupt w

ith
 h

er tardin
ess. 

It’s so m
uch

 w
orse th

at th
e last seat available h

appen
s to be n

ext to h
im

. 

W
orse still th

at n
ow

, out of n
ow

h
ere, h

e’s ch
osen

 to start atten
din

g classes 

again
. W

h
y today, of all days? W

h
y? A

fter sh
e’s resolved —

 m
ade a bloody pact 

w
ith

 h
erself —

 to stay aw
ay from

 h
im

? 

Sh
e stops dead a few

 feet from
 th

e door, everyon
e starin

g at h
er —

 in
cludin

g 

h
im

. A
n

d H
estia. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, w

on
derful of you to join

 us.” T
h

ere’s n
o real bite to H

estia’s 

ton
e, but sh

e m
ay as w

ell h
ave slapped h

er. T
h

e w
h

ole situation
 h

as spiraled so 

w
ildly out of con

trol so fast. “H
ave a seat.” 

M
alfoy w

ears a n
eutral expression

 as sh
e m

ak
es a h

altin
g approach

, h
er h

an
d 

cram
pin

g in
 its fist aroun

d th
e strap of h

er book
 bag. H

er eyes fin
d h

is left arm
 

in
stan

tly, a safer target th
an

 h
is eyes. N

oth
in

g seem
s am

iss —
 all of h

er real w
ork

 

is h
idden

 ben
eath

 th
e w

h
ite sleeve of h

is sh
irt an

d h
is h

an
d appears to b

e restin
g 

n
orm

ally on
 th

e desk
. 

Still, th
ough

, th
at’s on

ly w
h

at it looks lik
e. A

ll m
an

n
er of th

in
gs could’ve 

gon
e w

ron
g in

tern
ally. 

B
ut sh

e’s n
ot about to ask

 h
im

. N
ot about to guide h

erself tow
ards an

y situa-

tion
 th

at in
volves talk

in
g to h

im
. Sh

e’s decided. Sh
e’s decided. 

Sh
e stayed up h

alf th
e n

igh
t talk

in
g to G

in
n

y after com
in

g back
 from

 th
e 

th
e fain

test tin
ge of w

h
at m

igh
t b

e h
ope. Just m

igh
t be. D

an
gerous, in

defin
ite 

h
ope. 

It’s en
ough

. 

A
n

d seein
g it puts th

e sturdin
ess in

to h
er sh

oulders an
d th

e stren
gth

 sh
e 

n
eeds in

to h
er voice to say, “I’ll go, n

ow
. I’ll go.” 

Sh
e leaves beh

in
d a silen

t G
ryffin

dor T
ow

er —
 m

ore silen
t th

an
 sh

e th
in

k
s 

it’s ever been
 —

 on
ly th

is tim
e, w

h
en

 th
e Fat L

ady falls in
to place beh

in
d h

er, it 

doesn
’t feel fin

al. 

D
oesn

’t feel perm
an

en
t. 

T
h

at n
igh

t sh
e sleeps on

 a h
ard, un

forgivin
g cot in

 th
e H

ospital W
in

g, w
ith

 

a stom
ach

 full of D
ream

less Sleep P
otion

 an
d a disquieted h

eart.



 

 

—

…

  

 

January 
30th, 

1999 

D
iary, 

I
 
forgot. 

I
 
d
id
n
’t 

think 
it 
w
as 
actually 

fucking 
possible 

to 
forget 

w
hat 

it’s 
like 

to 
feel 

norm
al, 

but 
I
 
fucking 

forgot. 

A
nd
 
now

 
I
 
have 

to 
figure 

out 
w
hat 

to 
do 

w
ith 

m
yself. 

B
ecause 

I
 
don

’t 
know

 
w
ho 

I
 
am
 
w
ithout 

that 
pain. 

F
or 
tw
o 

years 
now

 
—
 
fuck, 

alm
ost 

three 
—
 
I
’ve 

based
 
everything 

off 
of 

it. 
B
een 

m
aking 

room
 
for 

it. 
A
ccom

m
od
ating 

it. 
A
ccounting 

for 
it. 

E
xpecting 

and
 
preparing 

for 
it. 

B
ut 

now
, 
no 

thanks 
to 

you 
lot, 

it’s 
gone. 

A
nd
 
of 

course 
—
 
of 

fucking 
course 

she 
had
 
to 

be 
the 

one 
to 

take 
it 

aw
ay. 

B
ecause 

it 
w
ould

n
’t 

be 
m
y 
life 

and
 
m
y 
luck 

if 

I
 
d
id
n
’t 

have 
to 

ow
e 
her 

one 
m
ore 

thing. 
A
lw
ays 

one 
m
ore 

thing. 

I
 
feel

…
blank 

now
, 
w
ithout 

the 
pain. 

N
one 

of 
m
y 
other 

feelings 

can 
possibly 

function 
as 

aggressively 
as 

it 
d
id
, 
have 

as 
m
uch 

pow
er 

over 
m
e 
as 

it 
d
id
. 

F
uck, 

I
’m
 
w
ond

ering 
if 
I
 
actually 

fucking 
m
iss 

it. 

N
o. 

N
o, 
that’s 

not 
w
hat 

I
 
m
iss. 

I
 
m
iss 

the 
life 

I
 
had 

before 
it. 

D
raco 



lean
in

g in
 an

d sh
e is too an

d it’s too h
ot an

d h
er fin

gers are sh
ak

in
g an

d sh
e tries 

in
 earn

est to ch
ase aw

ay th
at creepin

g fear, th
at creepin

g doubt, but—
 

“D
on

’t,” sh
e breath

es, pullin
g back

 just before h
is lips can

 fin
d h

ers. Sh
e 

squeezes h
er eyes sh

ut. ”D
on

’t.” 

M
om

en
ts of frozen

 silen
ce pass. 

T
h

en
 sh

e h
ears th

e w
ater lap as h

e sits back
 in

to th
e bath

. O
n

ly th
en

 decides 

th
at it’s safe to open

 h
er eyes again

. 

T
h

e cotton
 an

d w
ires are in

 place. 

Sw
iftly an

d w
ith

out pream
ble —

 w
ith

out look
in

g at h
im

 —
 sh

e casts th
e 

spells sh
e’d practiced before to restitch

 h
is sk

in
 an

d give life to h
is fin

gers. 

H
e gasps audibly, because th

e M
ark

 is gon
e. Sh

e m
ade certain

 of th
at. 

“I cut it out of you,” sh
e says, eyes on

 th
e tile. “Figured you deserved at least 

th
at.” A

n
d th

en
 sh

e’s stan
din

g on
 stiff legs an

d gath
erin

g h
er dam

p, bloodied 

rob
e in

 tigh
t aroun

d h
er. “I’m

 sure your frien
ds w

ill w
an

t to k
n

ow
 you’re al-

righ
t.” 

Sh
e leaves before h

e can
 get an

oth
er w

ord out.

Jan
uary 22n

d, 1999 

 IT
 R

E
M

IN
D

S H
E

R
 O

F T
H

E
 W

A
Y

 A
 B

A
L

L
O

O
N

 D
E

FL
A

T
E

S. 

Slow
ly. P

ath
etically. G

oin
g from

 full an
d colorful an

d sm
ooth

 to sm
all an

d 

dark
 an

d w
rin

k
led w

ith
out m

uch
 w

arn
in

g at all. 

T
h

at’s w
h

at it’s lik
e w

atch
in

g h
im

. A
n

d it’s all sh
e can

 do. 

W
atch

. 

In
 a m

atter of days, M
alfoy h

as becom
e a m

ere sh
adow

 of h
im

self. H
e’s lost 

w
eigh

t. Five poun
ds, if sh

e h
ad to guess. H

is ch
eek

s are gaun
t, th

e sk
in

 un
der h

is 

eyes a violen
t an

d obvious sh
ade of purple. H

is lips are still blue —
 sh

e k
n

ow
s w

h
y 

n
ow

. B
ut everyth

in
g else is n

ew
. H

is posture, h
is beh

avior. H
e even

 blin
k

s m
ore 

slow
ly, th

ough
 sh

e’s rath
er furious at h

erself for h
avin

g an
y idea at w

h
at rate h

e 

sh
ould b

e blin
k

in
g. 

A
s far as sh

e can
 tell, h

e h
asn

’t atten
ded a sin

gle lesson
 sin

ce th
at n

igh
t in

 th
e 

A
stron

om
y T

ow
er —

 w
h

ich
 m

ean
s h

e’s prob
ably failin

g m
ost of h

is classes. H
e 

doesn
’t even

 both
er w

ith
 robes. H

e cycles th
rough

 th
e sam

e th
ree jum

pers over 

an
d over again

 —
 black

, ch
arcoal gray, forest green

, black
, ch

arcoal gray, forest 

green
. 

A
n

d th
is is on

ly w
h

at sh
e’s observed from

 m
eals. 

Sh
e’s been

 sittin
g n

ext to G
in

n
y, back

 at th
e G

ryffin
dor table. 

T
h

at first m
orn

in
g after, sh

e’d h
ad to w

ill quite th
e artificial back

bon
e in

to 

bein
g in

 order to get h
er legs to m

ove in
 th

at direction
. 

B
ut w

h
en

 sh
e’d m

an
aged it, G

in
n

y h
ad tak

en
 h

er h
an

d in
stan

tly un
der th

e 

table. Squeezed. A
n

d even
 w

ith
out th

e verbal con
firm

ation
 of an

yon
e, it seem

ed 

gen
erally accepted th

at sh
e w

as allow
ed to sit th

ere. 

A
fter all, th

ey’d n
ever actually forced h

er to leave. 

M
ost of th

at h
ad b

een
 h

er ow
n

 doin
g. H

er ow
n

 fear an
d un

certain
ty m

ulti-

plyin
g an

d spreadin
g lik

e a virus each
 tim

e sh
e got a dirty look

. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s full w
ell it w

ill tak
e tim

e to b
e on

 speak
in

g term
s w

ith
 R

on
. B

ut 

H
arry did m

an
age a ‘good m

orn
in

g’ today, an
d G

in
n

y h
as b

een
 gradually brin

g-

in
g h

er in
to con

versation
s. 



It’s tim
id. T

epid. 

B
ut it’s m

ore reassuran
ce th

an
 sh

e’s h
ad in

 w
eek

s, an
d sh

e refuses to push
 it. 

R
egardless of h

ow
 ch

ildish
 sh

e fin
ds it all to b

e. 

M
alfoy’s situation

, on
 th

e oth
er h

an
d, seem

s to b
e rapidly spiralin

g out of 

con
trol. If h

is appearan
ce isn

’t en
ough

, th
e beh

avior of th
e oth

er Slyth
erin

s cer-

tain
ly fun

ction
s as its ow

n
 brigh

t, flash
in

g red flag. 

T
h

ey’re w
atch

in
g h

im
 as th

ough
 th

ey’re w
aitin

g for h
im

 to deton
ate. 

A
n

d sh
e realizes sh

e is too. 

R
ealizes th

at, at an
y given

 m
om

en
t, all of th

e traum
a an

d th
e fury an

d th
e 

abom
in

ably bad ch
oices th

at m
ak

e up D
raco M

alfoy could fin
ally culm

in
ate 

in
to som

eth
in

g explosive. C
ould fin

ally brin
g h

im
 dow

n
. C

ollapse h
is crack

ed, 

teeterin
g ston

e pillar of stoicism
 —

 th
e on

ly th
in

g k
eepin

g h
im

 stan
din

g. 

T
h

ey’re all just w
aitin

g for it to h
appen

. 

T
h

is is about m
ore th

an
 th

e A
stron

om
y T

ow
er. H

as to be. 

B
ut sh

e sh
ouldn

’t care. Sh
ouldn

’t b
e w

orried or even
 curious. W

h
at h

e did w
as 

vile. A
lw

ays w
ill b

e. 

A
n

d sh
e isn

’t th
e sort to forgive easily —

 if at all. 

B
esides. 

D
raco M

alfoy doesn
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to apologize. 

“Flin
t w

as just arrested,” says D
ean

 sudden
ly aroun

d h
is pum

pk
in

 juice. Sh
e 

rips h
er eyes from

 M
alfoy’s pale, expression

less face —
 turn

s to listen
 in

, careful 

n
ot to lean

 too far forw
ard. C

areful n
ot to overuse h

er w
elcom

e. D
ean

’s readin
g 

th
e P

roph
et. “P

ick
ed h

im
 up in

 M
arseille.” 

“M
arcus?” ask

s H
arry, glan

cin
g up from

 h
is break

fast. “W
h

at for?” 

“W
ar crim

es. A
idin

g an
d abettin

g D
eath

 E
aters.” 

“H
e w

as already tried for th
at,” says G

in
n

y. 

D
ean

 n
ods, speak

in
g aroun

d th
e rim

 of h
is cup. “R

etrial. Says th
ey h

ave 

groun
ds to reopen

 th
e case.” 

“It’s h
appen

in
g,” H

erm
ion

e breath
es aloud —

 doesn
’t m

ean
 to. M

ost of 

th
em

 turn
 to look

 at h
er, save Seam

us, w
h

o m
igh

t n
ever w

arm
 back

 up, an
d R

on
, 

but…
w

ell, th
at m

ak
es m

ore sen
se. 

prom
ised, an

d idly sh
e realizes h

e m
ust n

ot b
e squeam

ish
. H

e seem
s perfectly 

calm
 as h

e stares at h
is ow

n
 bon

e. 

B
ut perh

aps h
e’s in

 sh
ock

. 

Sh
e’s glad to h

ave h
er h

an
ds preoccupied, th

ough
, because h

e starts talk
in

g 

an
d sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e’d h
ave n

oth
in

g better to do th
an

 fidget. 

“Surprised you cam
e,” h

e m
urm

urs, th
e w

ater th
resh

in
g as h

e pulls out h
is 

oth
er arm

 to sw
eep back

 h
is sw

eat-soak
ed h

air. T
h

e h
eat of th

e bath
 h

as brough
t 

color to h
is ch

eek
s. It’s an

 un
usual sigh

t, an
d sh

e’s careful to on
ly catch

 a glim
pse 

of it before refocusin
g. 

“P
an

sy said it w
as urgen

t.” 

“A
n

d you trust P
an

sy, n
ow

?” 

H
erm

ion
e sn

iffs, th
e spik

e of usual an
n

oyan
ce alm

ost com
fortin

g. “W
h

at 

does it m
atter?” 

Sh
e feels h

im
 sh

rug —
 h

is arm
 tugs again

st h
er h

old. “Suppose it doesn
’t.” 

Sh
e look

s up to com
pare th

e size of h
is oth

er forearm
 to th

e sh
ape of th

e cag-

in
g, acciden

tally catch
in

g h
is stare. 

“B
ut I’m

 w
on

derin
g w

h
y you’ve gon

e to all th
is trouble. C

ertain
ly n

ot for th
e 

sak
e of m

orality. I th
in

k
 th

at sh
ip h

as sailed.” 

H
er eyes tigh

ten
. “H

asn
’t an

yon
e ever told you h

ow
 to say ‘th

an
k

 you?’” 

H
is respon

se is in
stan

t an
d un

ash
am

ed. “N
o.” 

Sh
e h

uffs, look
in

g aw
ay an

d startin
g to tug an

grily on
 th

e w
ires. B

ut w
h

en
 

h
is free h

an
d tak

es h
er w

rist, sh
e starts —

 acciden
tally jam

s h
er already sore k

n
ee 

in
to th

e h
ard w

all of th
e tub

 as h
e sits up. 

“I also don
’t really k

n
ow

 h
ow

 to say th
at I’m

 sorry…
” h

e m
urm

urs. “N
o on

e 

told m
e h

ow
 to do th

at eith
er.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s th

e th
ick

 k
n

ot in
 h

er th
roat. W

ills h
erself n

ot to look
 at h

im
. 

B
ut it’s lik

e a m
agn

et tryin
g to avoid m

etal. 

T
h

eir eyes m
eet on

ce m
ore. T

h
e look

 sh
e fin

ds in
 th

ose blue-gray depth
s h

as 

th
e breath

 w
h

istlin
g out th

rough
 h

er teeth
. W

ater drips from
 h

is ch
in

 an
d h

is 

ch
est rises an

d falls deeply, sm
ooth

ly, w
h

ite dress sh
irt plastered to it lik

e tissue 

paper. T
h

e steam
 billow

s up aroun
d h

im
 in

 curlin
g w

isps an
d sudden

ly h
e’s 



it. H
e k

n
ow

s w
h

at it is. 

H
erm

ion
e sits back

 on
 th

e dam
p tile, join

ts ach
in

g, h
ead th

rob
bin

g. “T
h

e, 

erm
…

th
e M

ark
 w

as cursed. It w
ould’ve eaten

 everyth
in

g aw
ay if I h

adn
’t rem

oved 

th
e en

tire in
fection

. I th
in

k
 it m

ust h
ave som

eth
in

g to do w
ith

 you tryin
g to 

tam
per w

ith
 it. T

h
e M

ark
 m

ust’ve h
ad som

e dark
 m

agic in
 place to preven

t th
at 

sort of th
in

g. I don
’t k

n
ow

. T
h

at’s m
y th

eory. A
n

d I —
 I k

n
ow

 it m
ust b

e a 

sh
ock

, an
d I’m

 sorry, really, I am
 —

 I didn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at else to do. I —
 I’ll stuff 

it w
ith

 cotton
 w

rapped in
 w

ire an
d m

en
d th

e sk
in

 aroun
d it, an

d —
 an

d th
ere 

are a few
 ch

arm
s I can

 cast to k
eep your fin

gers fun
ction

in
g, but —

 w
ell, erm

, 

th
e arm

 itself w
on

’t h
ave an

y feelin
g. I…

I’m
 sorry. I’m

 sorry.” Sh
e stops h

er ram
-

blin
g. G

ath
ers a deep breath

, look
in

g an
yw

h
ere but h

is eyes. 

A
n

d for a lon
g w

h
ile, th

e silen
ce is filled on

ly by th
e quiet th

resh
 of th

e w
ater 

aroun
d h

is body as h
e breath

es. W
ater sh

e’s drain
ed an

d refresh
ed tw

ice to clean
 

all th
e blood out. 

“So…
” h

e says at last, an
d sh

e’s on
ly sligh

tly relieved to h
ear som

e of th
at reg-

ular sn
ark

 in
 h

is ton
e, “you’ve taxiderm

ied m
e.” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 on

 h
er bottom

 lip. “E
ssen

tially. A
n

d on
ly a piece of you.” 

H
e h

uffs. It m
igh

t b
e a laugh

. 

“H
ow

 does it feel?” 

“I don
’t feel an

yth
in

g.” 

Sh
e w

in
ces. T

ruly, th
is isn

’t h
er best w

ork
 an

d sh
e k

n
ow

s it. B
ut sh

e’d been
 

too pan
ick

ed in
 th

e face of h
is certain

 death
 oth

erw
ise, an

d sh
e doesn

’t really 

w
an

t to th
in

k
 about w

h
at th

at m
ean

s. “I’m
 sorry.” 

T
h

eir eyes m
eet at th

e sam
e tim

e. 

“I don
’t feel pain

, eith
er,” h

e says, gaze direct. U
n

com
prom

isin
g. Sober. Sh

e 

h
asn

’t seen
 h

is eyes lik
e th

is in
 w

eek
s. “It’s n

ot burn
in

g.” 

Sh
e glan

ces aw
ay quick

ly w
h

en
 th

eir stare lin
gers too lon

g. “T
h

at’s…
th

at’s 

good, th
en

.” A
n

d sh
e lets go of h

is w
rist for a m

om
en

t. Slips off h
er k

n
ees to sit 

m
ore com

fortably, k
n

ees stiff an
d ach

in
g from

 w
h

ere th
ey’ve b

een
 pressed in

to 

th
e tile. H

er bath
rob

e is destroyed. 

M
alfoy w

atch
es on

 in
 silen

ce as sh
e con

jures th
e cotton

 caged in
 w

ire sh
e 

“W
h

at is?” ask
s H

arry. 

Sh
e covers feebly. Isn

’t sure h
ow

 th
ey’d feel about th

at con
versation

 in
 th

e 

D
un

geon
s. “N

oth
in

g. I…
I suppose I just assum

ed th
e first trials w

eren
’t th

e en
d 

of it.” 

“Serves ‘em
 righ

t,” bark
s Seam

us, th
ough

 it’s very clear h
e isn

’t talk
in

g to 

h
er. “If you ask

 m
e, th

e lot of th
em

 got off easy th
e first tim

e roun
d.” T

h
en

 h
e 

does turn
 th

ough
 —

 m
eets H

erm
ion

e’s gaze for th
e first tim

e in
 days an

d sh
oots 

h
er th

e m
ost poin

ted look
 h

e can
 m

an
age. “E

specially th
e on

es th
ey let back

 in
to 

H
ogw

arts.” 

Sh
e bites dow

n
 h

ard on
 h

er ton
gue, but G

in
n

y’s h
an

d is on
 h

er forearm
 un

-

der th
e table in

 a m
illisecon

d. 

“O
h

, sh
ove off, Seam

us,” sh
e scoffs, k

eepin
g h

er ton
e casual. “Is th

ere ever a 

tim
e w

h
en

 you aren
’t startin

g fires?” 

Seam
us goes an

 an
gry red, ch

eek
s puffin

g out, but N
eville quick

ly ch
an

ges 

th
e subject, talk

in
g about h

ow
 h

is cactus h
as grow

n
 over a foot th

is m
on

th
. 

H
erm

ion
e bum

ps h
er sh

oulder again
st G

in
n

y’s —
 a silen

t th
an

k
s. 

“So,” sh
e m

urm
urs w

h
en

 th
e con

versation
 h

as split off in
 several differen

t 

direction
s, “h

ow
’s th

at Jack
son

 P
ollock

 project goin
g?” 

H
erm

ion
e struggles to sw

allow
 a piece of toast. M

an
ages, just barely, an

d th
en

 

quick
ly sips som

e w
ater. Sh

e’d forgotten
. It seem

s lik
e ages ago th

ey’d com
e up 

w
ith

 it. A
n

d, sh
e guesses, a part of h

er h
adn

’t th
ough

t th
ere w

as a poin
t an

ym
ore. 

B
ut G

in
n

y can
’t support h

er outrigh
t. N

ot yet. Sh
e k

n
ow

s th
at. 

T
h

is is th
e best sh

e can
 do. 

“I…
” sh

e says at last. “I th
in

k
 I’ve given

 up on
 it.” A

n
d sh

e glan
ces reluctan

tly 

to th
e side —

 m
eets G

in
n

y’s eyes. Sh
e h

as a fiery brow
 quirk

ed. 

“W
h

y?” 

Sh
e’s a little surprised b

y th
e question

. T
ries to w

ord it properly. “B
ecause…

I 

don
’t th

in
k

 I lik
e w

ritin
g about h

im
. H

is w
ork

 is too m
essy. T

oo ch
aotic.” 

G
in

n
y blin

k
s on

ce. “I th
ough

t th
at w

as w
h

at you lik
ed best about h

im
.” 

H
er eyes slide aw

ay —
 fin

d M
alfoy again

, in
 h

is corn
er. “So did I.” 

H
e h

as th
e journ

al out on
 th

e table, but h
e isn

’t w
ritin

g. H
e’s absen

tly tracin
g 



h
is fin

gers over th
e cover. H

is k
n

uck
les are bruised. Scabbed over. 

Sh
e gath

ers a slow
 breath

, “B
ut I’ve reach

ed th
e poin

t w
h

ere I h
ave to w

rite 

about th
e parts of h

is life th
at I don

’t lik
e. A

n
d…

an
d I don

’t k
n

ow
 if I’m

 th
e 

righ
t person

 to w
rite about th

em
. I can

’t.” C
an

’t deal w
ith

 it. C
an

’t self-destruct 

alon
gside h

im
. 

W
h

en
 sh

e look
s back

 at G
in

n
y, th

e expression
 sh

e fin
ds sw

irlin
g in

 th
e deep 

brow
n

 is un
n

ervin
g. A

n
 expression

 th
at alm

ost says sh
e k

n
ow

s som
eth

in
g. Som

e-

th
in

g H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t. 

It m
ak

es h
er feel h

elpless. 

A
n

d th
en

 sh
e says som

eth
in

g sh
e could’ve n

ever expected. 

“I th
in

k
 you sh

ould w
rite th

e en
d.” Sh

e turn
s back

 an
d starts to butter a fresh

 

slice of toast, ign
orin

g th
e sh

ock
 in

 H
erm

ion
e’s eyes. “Just to see if it turn

s out 

differen
tly.” 

  

Jan
uary 29th

, 1999 

 IT’S E
L

E
V

E
N

-T
H

IR
T

Y
 IN

 T
H

E
 E

V
E

N
IN

G
 A

N
D

 T
H

E
 F

A
T

 L
A

D
Y

 IS SC
R

E
A

M
IN

G
. 

H
erm

ion
e sh

oots uprigh
t in

 b
ed, yan

k
in

g aside th
e curtain

s aroun
d h

er four-

poster. G
in

n
y is already on

 h
er feet, an

d P
arvati h

as fallen
 from

 h
er m

attress 

on
to th

e floor. 

“W
h

at in
 M

erlin
—

” sh
e sh

riek
s, stum

blin
g up from

 th
e groun

d, tan
gled in

 

h
er scarlet sh

eets. 

T
h

ey yan
k

 on
 bath

rob
es an

d rush
 dow

n
 th

e spiral staircase in
to th

e com
m

on
 

room
, R

om
ilda’s h

air still in
 rollers, H

erm
ion

e’s a bush
y, riotous m

ess. 

T
h

ey alm
ost collide w

ith
 a good portion

 of th
e boys’ dorm

itory at th
e foot 

of th
e stairs. 

“W
h

at’s h
appen

in
g?” 

“I don
’t k

n
ow

—
” 

“W
h

o is—
” 

“W
h

at in
—

” 

N
eville sh

outs over th
e ch

aos, rippin
g h

is w
an

d from
 th

e pock
et of h

is striped 

th
at P

om
frey w

ould am
putate it. 

B
ut sh

e —
 sh

e can
’t. Sh

e can
’t. 

“M
alfoy,” sh

e sn
aps again

 w
ith

out look
in

g at h
im

. H
e’s gon

e quiet. T
h

e sub-

m
erged parts of h

is body h
ave gradually begun

 to fade from
 blue to w

h
ite, but 

sh
e’s quick

ly realizin
g th

at th
e w

arm
er h

e gets, th
e faster th

e M
ark

 decays. 

It’s dark
 m

agic. A
 curse, m

aybe. Sh
e’s n

ever read about an
yth

in
g lik

e it. W
h

y 

h
im

? W
h

y h
is M

ark
, an

d n
ot th

e oth
ers? 

B
ut in

 th
e tim

e sh
e w

astes th
in

k
in

g about it, sh
e w

atch
es on

e of th
e last ten

-

don
s in

 fron
t of th

e exposed bon
e of h

is forearm
 m

elt aw
ay. Sh

e sw
allow

s back
 

bile. Sh
e h

as to m
ak

e a decision
. 

A
n

d th
e Im

perius C
urse isn

’t th
e cure for everyth

in
g. 

Sw
iftly, w

ith
 sh

ak
in

g fin
gers, sh

e con
jures clean

 ban
dages, dittan

y an
d th

e 

on
ly th

in
g sh

e can
 th

in
k

 of —
 em

balm
in

g fluid. 

M
alfoy’s un

con
scious. T

h
ere’s n

o h
elpin

g it. N
o ask

in
g h

is perm
ission

. 

Sh
e steadies h

erself, tigh
ten

s h
er grip on

 h
is w

rist an
d gets to w

ork
. 

<
 

“W
h

—
w

h
at are you doin

g?” 

H
is voice startles h

er, an
d h

er w
an

d slips from
 h

er blood-soak
ed grip. 

It’s b
een

 tw
o h

ours, an
d th

e steam
 from

 th
e n

ow
 h

ot bath
 is m

ak
in

g h
er 

sw
eat. 

H
e’s aw

ak
e. 

A
n

d h
e’s starin

g at h
er h

an
diw

ork
 w

ith
 w

ide, w
eary eyes an

d sh
e’s tryin

g n
ot 

to allow
 h

erself to b
e terrified th

at h
e’ll h

ate h
er for it. 

Sh
e clears h

er th
roat, voice raw

 from
 lon

g silen
ce. “I…

I did w
h

at I h
ad to do.” 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t blam

e h
im

 for th
e h

orror in
 h

is gaze. B
ecause M

alfoy is look
-

in
g at th

e rem
n

an
ts of h

is forearm
, w

h
ich

 sh
e’s spen

t th
e past h

ours clearin
g of 

all m
uscle, fat, blood an

d livin
g tissue. From

 h
is w

rist to h
is elbow

, all th
at re-

m
ain

s is bon
e, an

d sh
e’s rin

sin
g th

e loose sk
in

 aroun
d it w

ith
 th

e em
balm

in
g 

fluid. 

From
 th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes an

d th
e w

rin
k

le in
 h

is n
ose, it’s clear h

e can
 sm

ell 



on
ly th

e sleepy glow
 of th

e B
lack

 L
ak

e past th
e w

in
dow

s to illum
in

ate th
e sh

ad-

ow
s of th

e beds. T
h

ey aren
’t in

 a circle lik
e G

ryffin
dor, but rath

er in
 straigh

t, 

equidistan
t row

s leadin
g all th

e w
ay back

 to a fireplace on
 th

e far w
all, its flam

es 

lon
g dead. 

Sh
e can

 on
ly assum

e th
e door to h

er im
m

ediate left leads to th
e lavatory —

 

drags M
alfoy tow

ards it as h
e grow

s h
eavier an

d h
eavier again

st h
er. 

T
h

e w
ash

room
 is black

-tiled. R
eptilian

. C
old, w

h
en

 sh
e so badly n

eeds 

w
arm

th
. B

ut th
ere’s a black

 m
arble tub

 ben
eath

 on
e of th

e glow
in

g w
in

dow
s, 

an
d sh

e decides h
er excuse about w

arm
 w

ater is h
ardly th

e w
orst idea. 

Sh
e’s run

n
in

g out of option
s as it is. 

M
alfoy groan

s, h
is face sm

ush
ed in

to h
er sh

oulder. Sh
e can

’t let h
im

 fall 

asleep. 

Q
uick

ly, th
ough

 it’s a struggle to prop h
im

 up an
d free h

er w
an

d arm
, sh

e 

m
an

ages to fill th
e tub

 w
ith

 luk
ew

arm
 w

ater. A
n

yth
in

g h
otter w

ould surely 

sh
ock

 an
d burn

 h
is frozen

 body. 

Sh
iverin

g, h
er k

n
ees w

ob
blin

g, sh
e slow

ly h
elps h

im
 to sit on

 th
e tub

’s rim
, 

an
d th

en
 can

 do n
oth

in
g m

ore elegan
t th

an
 give h

im
 a push

 so h
e slides over th

e 

edge. W
ater slosh

es all over th
e floor at th

e great splash
, an

d h
er cold fin

gers 

ach
e as sligh

tly w
arm

 droplets strik
e th

em
. 

R
igh

t. Sh
e n

eeds to focus. 

“M
alfoy, stay aw

ak
e,” sh

e sn
aps, proddin

g h
is icy sh

oulder as h
e settles in

to 

th
e bath

, sh
irt goin

g distractedly tran
sparen

t. H
e crack

s open
 on

e bloodsh
ot eye, 

th
ough

 sh
e can

’t b
e sure h

e’s really seein
g h

er. “It’s very im
portan

t you stay 

aw
ak

e,” sh
e repeats, m

ore to h
erself, as sh

e casts a ch
arm

 to gradually h
eat th

e 

w
ater. 

M
alfoy’s arm

 slips off th
e edge of th

e rim
 an

d splash
es in

to th
e bath

, an
d 

in
stan

tly both
 h

is eyes fly open
 an

d h
is body goes rigid. A

 cut scream
 rips out of 

h
is th

roat as sh
e rush

es aroun
d to th

e oth
er en

d of th
e tub

 to pull it back
 out. 

B
lood an

d pieces of burn
t, dead sk

in
 start to tain

t th
e w

ater. 

H
er stom

ach
 h

eaves as sh
e h

olds h
is arm

 —
 so m

uch
 ligh

ter th
an

 it sh
ould 

b
e, so m

uch
 flesh

 already m
issin

g. Sh
e can

’t fath
om

 w
h

at to do. K
n

ow
s already 

pajam
a trousers. “I’ll in

vestigate!” h
e an

n
oun

ces, w
ith

 all th
e bravado on

e could 

possibly build up from
 cuttin

g th
e h

ead off a cursed sn
ak

e. 

H
arry an

d R
on

 h
ave w

an
ds out too, an

d as th
ey follow

 beh
in

d N
eville, H

er-

m
ion

e feels h
erself reach

in
g for h

er ow
n

. 

Slow
ly, a good th

ree-quarters of G
ryffin

dor H
ouse crow

ds in
to th

e pitch
 

black
 h

allw
ay leadin

g to th
e portrait h

ole. T
h

e Fat L
ady’s sh

riek
s h

ave tripled in
 

volum
e, an

d n
ow

 it’s possible to catch
 fragm

en
ts of w

ords. 

“ST
A

Y
 A

W
A

Y
! H

E
A

T
H

E
N

! B
A

C
K

! G
E

T
 B

A
C

K
! D

U
M

B
L

E
D

O
R

E
 W

IL
L

 

H
A

V
E

 Y
O

U
R

 W
A

N
D

 SN
A

P
P

E
D

 F
O

R
 T

H
IS —

 I’L
L

 SE
E

 T
O

 IT
! T

H
R

E
A

T
-

E
N

IN
G

 A
 L

A
D

Y
! H

O
W

 D
A

R
E

—
” 

“I’m
 open

in
g it on

 th
ree!” sh

outs N
eville. “O

n
e! T

w
o!” 

H
e sh

oves th
e back

 of th
e portrait aside, an

d th
e Fat L

ady’s scream
s spik

e up 

to an
 ear-sh

atterin
g level as th

e ligh
t from

 th
e corridor floods th

rough
 th

e en
-

tryw
ay. 

“Fuck
in

g fin
ally,” sn

aps an
 all too fam

iliar voice. 

N
eville’s w

an
d is poin

ted at P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

. 

H
erm

ion
e stretch

es up on
to h

er tiptoes to see over H
arry an

d R
on

’s sh
oulders. 

P
an

sy look
s ruffled —

 sligh
tly. A

s ruffled as sh
e can

 look
, bein

g th
e w

ay sh
e is. 

L
ik

e everyon
e in

 th
e h

allw
ay, sh

e appears to h
ave th

row
n

 on
 h

er rob
e in

 h
aste. 

Sh
e’s barefoot an

d h
er raven

 h
air is tousled from

 sleep. Sh
e h

as h
er w

an
d out an

d 

th
at usual perturbed expression

 on
 h

er face, but th
ere’s an

 un
derton

e of pan
ic in

 

h
er eyes th

at H
erm

ion
e recogn

izes in
stan

tly. 

“P
ark

in
son

? W
h

at’s goin
g on

?” dem
an

ds N
eville. 

“SH
E

 T
H

R
E

A
T

E
N

E
D

 M
E

!” scream
s th

e Fat L
ady, th

ough
 n

o on
e can

 see h
er 

—
 h

er portrait is pressed again
st th

e w
all, h

er cries m
uffled. “SA

ID
 SH

E
’D

 H
E

X
 

M
E

 IN
T

O
 B

L
A

C
K

 A
N

D
 W

H
IT

E
 IF I D

ID
N

’T
 L

E
T

 H
E

R
 IN

, H
O

W
 D

R
E

A
D

-

F
U

L
!” 

“Y
ou h

ave n
o busin

ess h
ere,” says N

eville, an
d H

erm
ion

e can
 h

ear w
ith

out 

look
in

g th
at h

e’s puffed out h
is ch

est. “W
h

y are you tryin
g to get in

?” 

“O
h

, get th
e h

ell out of m
y face, L

on
gbottom

 —
 I’ve w

asted en
ough

 tim
e 

tryin
g to get past th

is fat oaf—
” 



“F
A

T
 O

A
F

?!?” 

H
erm

ion
e casts Silen

cio on
 th

e Fat L
ady alm

ost in
stin

ctively, push
in

g 

th
rough

 th
e tigh

tly pack
ed crow

d un
til sh

e’s stan
din

g at th
e fron

t beside N
eville. 

“W
h

at’s goin
g on

?” sh
e ask

s. H
er h

eart rate h
as pick

ed up, an
d th

ere’s a sin
k

-

in
g in

 h
er gut. A

 w
orry. A

 fear sh
e can

’t quite describe, lik
e a cold h

an
d squeezin

g 

h
er stom

ach
. 

“Y
ou n

eed to com
e w

ith
 m

e,” says P
an

sy, face h
ard. “N

ow
.” 

“Sh
e’s n

ot goin
g an

yw
h

ere w
ith

 you.” 

A
n

d h
er h

eart th
robs pain

fully, because it’s R
on

. A
n

d h
e’s tryin

g to protect 

h
er an

d sh
e craves th

at. W
an

ts th
at elem

en
t of th

eir frien
dsh

ip back
 m

ore th
an

 

an
yth

in
g. B

ut —
 sh

e k
n

ow
s. Sh

e h
as to disappoin

t h
im

. Sh
e h

as to go. It’s M
alfoy. 

It’s som
eth

in
g to do w

ith
 M

alfoy. Sh
e k

n
ow

s. Sh
e kn

ow
s. 

P
an

sy w
ouldn

’t com
e h

ere un
less it w

as h
er on

ly ch
oice. 

Sh
e slides past N

eville. Steps off th
e sm

all ledge on
to th

e carpet of th
e corri-

dor. “Is it…
” sh

e starts to ask
, but P

an
sy’s jaw

 goes tigh
t. 

“N
ow

, G
ran

ger.” A
n

d sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d, ch
argin

g off. 

H
erm

ion
e casts a feeble glan

ce over h
er sh

oulder at all th
e con

fused, starin
g 

faces. “I —
 I’ll b

e back
 soon

. I —
” Sh

e m
an

ages a h
elpless sh

rug. “I’m
 sorry, I 

don
’t—

” 

“G
ran

ger!” 

Sh
e jolts an

d rush
es to follow

, leavin
g G

ryffin
dor beh

in
d, h

er th
ough

ts rac-

in
g a m

ile a m
in

ute. 

<
 

T
h

ey’ve m
ade it all th

e w
ay to th

e D
un

geon
s, an

d P
an

sy h
asn

’t stopped to say a 

w
ord. H

asn
’t slow

ed h
er pace even

 a fraction
 or glan

ced back
 to b

e sure sh
e’s 

follow
in

g. 

H
erm

ion
e’s sligh

tly out of breath
 —

 about h
alfw

ay dow
n

 sh
e’d n

oticed h
er 

h
an

ds h
ad started sh

ak
in

g. Sh
e h

as th
em

 gath
ered in

to fists at h
er sides, sw

eat 

collectin
g betw

een
 h

er fin
gers. 

W
h

en
 th

ey reach
 th

e false w
all, P

an
sy h

isses out a passw
ord sh

e can
’t discern

, 

  

T
h

e m
eltin

g ice is floodin
g th

e com
m

on
 room

. 

It’s soak
in

g th
e carpets an

d dousin
g th

e fire th
at k

eeps resilien
tly tryin

g to 

com
e back

 to life. 

L
eft an

d righ
t, Slyth

erin
s of all years are castin

g dryin
g ch

arm
s in

 efforts to 

figh
t m

ildew
 an

d m
old an

d, w
ell —

 drow
n

in
g. 

H
erm

ion
e h

as M
alfoy’s arm

 slun
g over h

er sh
oulder. 

A
s sh

e’d predicted, th
e m

om
en

t th
e cold started to fade, th

e pain
 took

 its 

place, an
d h

is k
n

ees buck
led. H

e’s n
early dead w

ith
 h

ypoth
erm

ia an
d also w

ith
 

decay. T
h

ere isn
’t tim

e for fan
cy explan

ation
s or decorum

. 

B
ut sh

e tries h
er best to k

eep h
er w

ord as P
an

sy, T
h

eo an
d B

laise sw
arm

 th
em

. 

“M
erlin

’s bollocks, m
ate, w

h
at w

ere you th
in

kin
g?” 

“D
raco! D

raco? Is h
e even

 con
scious?” 

“M
ate—

” 

“I —
” Sh

e’s forced to th
in

k
 on

 h
er feet, even

 as th
e blood is rush

in
g pain

fully 

back
 in

to h
er extrem

ities. “I n
eed to get h

im
 in

to w
arm

 w
ater. Im

m
ediately. 

W
h

ere’s th
e dorm

itory?” 

P
an

sy, for on
ce, leads th

e w
ay w

ith
out a sin

gle com
plain

t. W
ith

out question
. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e does h

er best to adopt M
adam

 P
om

frey’s stern
est of ton

es as 

th
ey en

ter. 

“G
et everyon

e out.” 

“Sh
ouldn

’t I—
” 

“E
veryon

e. O
ut. N

ow
.” 

N
ot a m

om
en

t later, P
an

sy’s corralled w
h

at few
 boys m

an
aged to sleep 

th
rough

 th
at ch

aos out in
to th

e com
m

on
 room

, h
urlin

g abuse at th
em

 th
e 

w
h

ole w
ay —

 an
d th

en
 th

e door is closin
g beh

in
d th

em
. Sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’s 

tak
en

 a full breath
 yet. 

M
alfoy is slum

ped again
st h

er side, silen
t. B

arely h
oldin

g up h
is ow

n
 w

eigh
t. 

A
n

d an
 odd part of h

er brain
 is w

on
derin

g w
h

eth
er sh

e’s seen
 h

im
 n

ear death
 

m
ore tim

es th
an

 oth
erw

ise. 

Sh
e tries to gath

er h
er bearin

gs. T
h

e Slyth
erin

 boys’ dorm
itory is dark

, w
ith

 



h
er lips stin

g in
stan

tly as th
e air h

its th
em

. 

“W
e all h

ave our prob
lem

s.” 

A
 n

ervous laugh
 buck

s out of h
er lik

e a con
vulsion

 —
 perh

aps a last ditch
 

effort to stay w
arm

. “R
-R

igh
t…

” sh
e says aroun

d clack
in

g teeth
. “B

-B
ecause be-

com
in

g a l-livin
g corpse is just —

 just on
e of th

ose…
th

in
gs…

” 

M
alfoy cock

s h
is h

ead to th
e side, studyin

g h
er passively. “Y

ou’re cold.” 

Sh
e belts h

er arm
s aroun

d h
erself, diggin

g h
er n

ails in
to h

er sk
in

. “A
n

d 

you’re dyin
g.” 

H
e blin

k
s. Slow

ly. H
e’s every sh

ade of blue. 

“D
-D

rop th
e en

ch
an

tm
en

t. So I can
 —

 can
 h

elp you.” 

T
h

e h
an

d of h
is good arm

 flexes at h
is side. H

ers are frozen
 in

to a fists again
st 

h
er ch

est. N
um

b. 

“T
h

ough
t you h

ated m
e. W

h
y sh

ould you h
elp m

e?” 

Sh
e suck

s in
 a frigid, furious breath

 th
rough

 h
er n

ose. It stabs th
e w

alls of h
er 

th
roat on

 th
e w

ay dow
n

. ”D
rop th

e en
ch

an
tm

en
t.” 

H
is ston

e expression
 crack

s. Sh
e sees an

 in
k

lin
g of vuln

erability sprin
g to th

e 

surface, lik
e th

e last drops of w
ater m

in
ed from

 a dryin
g w

ell. “I don
’t w

an
t th

em
 

all to see.” A
n

d h
e juts h

is h
ead past h

er sh
oulder —

 past th
e w

all of ice. 

“T
-T

h
en

…
th

en
 th

ey w
on

’t. I’ll —
 w

e’ll fin
d a w

ay to fix it. In
 private. J-Just 

drop th
e en

ch
an

tm
en

t.” 

Sh
e w

atch
es h

is th
roat con

strict as h
e sw

allow
s, all th

e th
ick

 vein
s visible an

d 

dark
er th

an
 ever. 

“G
ive m

e your w
ord.” 

Sh
e’s alm

ost in
 tears, sh

e’s so cold. C
an

 h
ardly fun

ction
. ”M

alfoy—
” 

“Y
our w

ord.” 

Sh
e stam

ps on
e foot in

to th
e groun

d, desperate to k
eep it aw

ak
e. ”A

lrigh
t. Y

-

Y
es. Y

es. Y
ou h

ave m
y w

ord.” 

H
e blin

k
s at h

er on
e last tim

e. A
 resign

ed, sleepy blin
k

. 

“F
in

ite.” 

 <
 

an
d in

stan
tly th

e tem
perature drops at least tw

en
ty degrees. Sh

e gasps audibly as 

th
e cold rush

es over h
er sk

in
, passin

g th
rough

 th
e brick

s after P
an

sy an
d stop-

pin
g sh

ort at th
e sigh

t. 

H
er sen

ses are overw
h

elm
ed. 

It’s brigh
t an

d cold an
d loud. 

Several people are sh
outin

g, an
d spells are bein

g cast left an
d righ

t at w
h

at 

look
s to b

e a solid w
all of ice in

 th
e m

iddle of th
e Slyth

erin
 com

m
on

 room
. 

“W
h

at took
 you so lon

g?” som
eon

e sh
outs, an

d sudden
ly T

h
eo is crow

din
g 

in
 fron

t of h
er view

, an
d h

er sh
ock

ed eyes are strugglin
g to refocus on

 h
im

. 

“Stupid fat bin
t w

ouldn
’t let m

e in
,” says P

an
sy. “H

as an
yth

in
g ch

an
ged?” 

“H
aven

’t even
 m

ade a den
t.” 

“W
h

at’s h
appen

in
g?” H

erm
ion

e breath
es, strugglin

g to see past N
ott’s broad 

form
. T

h
e w

all of ice span
s all th

e w
ay aroun

d th
e couch

es b
y th

e h
earth

, stretch
-

in
g up to m

eet th
e ceilin

g. It’s foggy an
d blurred, at least a few

 feet th
ick

, but 

th
rough

 its pale blue glaze, sh
e can

 see a sh
adow

 sittin
g on

 on
e of th

e black
 

leath
er sofas. 

Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave to ask

 w
h

o it is. 

“W
h

at did h
e do?” 

O
ut th

e corn
er of h

er eye, sh
e sees Z

abin
i blast th

e w
all w

ith
 a h

earty in
cen

-

diary h
ex, th

e com
m

on
 room

 glow
in

g red for a m
om

en
t. T

h
e ice crack

s but 

doesn
’t budge. 

“It’s th
e pain

,” says T
h

eo. “Fin
ally m

ade h
im

 lose h
is fuck

in
g m

in
d.” 

“H
is arm

?” 

T
h

eo sh
oots h

er a com
plicated glan

ce. “M
ostly,” h

e says. 

Sh
e stares. A

ll sh
e can

 do is stare. 

M
alfoy’s sh

adow
 is un

m
ovin

g. 

“W
ell, for fuck

’s sak
e, do som

eth
in

g,” sn
aps P

an
sy, givin

g h
er sh

oulder a 

sh
ove. “T

h
at’s w

h
y w

e brough
t you h

ere. Y
ou’re th

e k
n

ow
-it-all.” 

“W
e n

eed M
cG

on
agall,” sh

e deadpan
s. 

“U
se your h

ead.” N
ott’s voice is gruff. “If M

cG
on

agall sees h
e’s at th

is poin
t, 

h
e’ll b

e com
m

itted. St. M
un

go’s P
sych

iatric W
ard for th

e rest of th
e term

, if n
ot 



lon
ger.” 

“W
h

at do you expect m
e to do?” Sh

e couldn
’t force em

otion
 in

to h
er ton

e if 

sh
e tried. C

an
’t th

in
k

 straigh
t. C

an
’t feel an

yth
in

g. Sh
e can

 on
ly stare. 

B
laise join

s th
em

 in
 th

e corn
er, sw

eat beadin
g on

 h
is brow

. “H
e’s b

een
 in

 

th
ere over an

 h
our. H

e’ll freeze to death
 soon

 en
ough

.” 

Sh
e sh

ifts h
er gaze aw

ay from
 th

e th
ree of th

em
. A

 group of con
fused First 

Y
ears h

as h
uddled in

 th
e opposite corn

er. Sh
e can

’t im
agin

e w
h

at th
ey’re th

in
k

-

in
g. N

ott grabs h
er arm

 w
ith

 an
 alm

ost bruisin
g pressure, but h

is voice is gen
tle 

—
 pleadin

g, as h
e fills h

er eye lin
e again

. Forces th
eir gazes to m

eet. “D
o som

e-

th
in

g. A
n

yth
in

g.” 

Sh
e draw

s in
 an

 un
steady breath

. Sh
e doesn

’t w
an

t to h
elp h

im
. In

 fact, it’s 

th
e last th

in
g sh

e w
an

ts to do. T
h

at look
 in

 h
is eyes, th

e n
igh

t in
 th

e A
stron

om
y 

T
ow

er, is stain
ed in

to h
er m

in
d. W

h
at ligh

t sh
e’d started to see h

im
 in

 th
rough

-

out th
e previous w

eek
s seem

s to h
ave collapsed in

to black
. 

N
ott squeezes tigh

ter. Sh
e lets out a little h

iss of pain
. 

“I don
’t care if you h

ate h
im

,” h
e says th

rough
 gritted teeth

, as th
ough

 h
e 

can
 read h

er th
ough

ts. ”D
o som

eth
in

g. D
o som

eth
in

g, or its m
urder.” 

“D
on

’t you dare try to put h
is on

—
” 

“P
lease.” H

is grip falters. So does h
is voice. A

n
d it silen

ces h
er im

m
ediately. 

T
h

e w
h

ole of th
e com

m
on

 room
 is death

ly quiet. 

“Y
ou’re th

e on
ly on

e h
e’ll listen

 to.” 

In
 th

e m
om

en
ts th

at follow
, all sh

e’s really aw
are of is th

e ten
se, im

patien
t 

tappin
g of P

an
sy’s foot off to th

e side. 

T
h

ey’re all lik
e h

er. 

N
ott, Z

abin
i, B

ulstrode, stan
din

g in
 differen

t places. E
ven

 P
ucey an

d G
oyle. 

A
ll sw

eatin
g, exerted. A

ll ten
se. 

For w
h

atever it’s w
orth

, h
e m

ean
s som

eth
in

g to th
em

. 

A
n

d sh
e tries to k

eep th
at at th

e forefron
t of h

er brain
 as sh

e push
es past th

em
 

an
d approach

es th
e w

all. T
ries to sh

ove h
er ow

n
 stubborn

 feelin
gs back

 in
to th

e 

dark
 —

 tries to preten
d th

ey n
o lon

ger exist. 

sh
e’s about to roll h

er eyes. A
bout to ch

ew
 h

im
 out for usin

g th
at bloody M

ark
 

again
 as an

 excuse for all of h
is vile beh

avior. 

B
ut…

 

Sh
e sm

ells it. Sm
ells it before sh

e sees it. 

B
urn

in
g flesh

. 

Som
eth

in
g sh

e h
asn

’t sm
elled sin

ce th
ey crem

ated th
e un

iden
tifiab

le bodies 

after th
e battle. 

Sh
e recoils in

stan
tly, back

in
g aw

ay, but h
er eyes h

ave already lock
ed on

to it. 

W
on

’t budge. Sh
e can

’t even
 blin

k
. 

“W
h

at…
” sh

e breath
es, but h

er voice is sw
allow

ed up by th
e icy air. Sh

e back
s 

in
to th

e w
all. H

isses at th
e cold stin

g. 

W
h

at h
ad on

ce b
een

 a festerin
g, in

fected w
oun

d h
as m

orph
ed in

to a rottin
g, 

ch
arred, un

recogn
izable slab of decayin

g flesh
. T

h
e top layers of sk

in
 on

 h
is fore-

arm
 are eaten

 aw
ay —

 an
d for a m

om
en

t h
er eyes can

’t com
preh

en
d th

at brigh
t 

w
h

ite gleam
. 

T
h

e brigh
t w

h
ite of bon

e. 

H
is arm

 is decom
posin

g. 

“A
 cry for h

elp,” h
e ech

oes, an
d sh

e’s on
ly too h

appy to look
 aw

ay. T
o h

ave 

an
 excuse to look

 at an
yth

in
g but th

e gore. 

B
ut m

eetin
g h

is eyes straigh
t after h

as an
 un

expected effect. M
ak

es h
er sud-

den
ly appreciate h

ow
 beautiful th

ey are —
 w

h
ich

 is idiotic an
d distractin

g an
d 

th
e last th

in
g sh

e sh
ould b

e th
in

k
in

g about righ
t n

ow
. 

Sh
e sh

ould b
e tryin

g n
ot to vom

it. 

“W
ron

g again
, G

ran
ger.” T

h
en

 h
e laugh

s h
um

orlessly an
d drops h

is arm
 

aw
ay. Sh

e’s glad for it. “D
o you k

n
ow

, I th
in

k
 th

e on
ly th

in
g stan

din
g betw

een
 

you an
d gen

ius level in
telligen

ce is h
ow

 m
uch

 you th
in

k
 you already k

n
ow

. Y
ou 

th
in

k
 you k

n
ow

 everyth
in

g.” 

Sh
e tries to sh

ak
e h

er h
ead, but th

e cold h
as cem

en
ted h

er join
ts —

 k
eeps h

er 

n
eck

 straigh
t. Sh

e can
’t feel h

er fin
gers. 

A
n

d yet h
e’s m

ovin
g so fluidly. H

is voice doesn
’t trem

ble. 

“W
h

y…
w

h
y didn

’t you tell som
eon

e?” sh
e m

an
ages at last, an

d th
e in

sides of 



useless spell tryin
g to save your life.” 

H
e blin

k
s at h

er. 

Sh
e fum

es. “P
an

sy h
ad to go to G

ryffin
dor to get m

e. Sh
e h

ad to th
reaten

 h
er 

w
ay in

. Y
ou m

ade h
er do th

at. Y
ou.” 

H
e sn

orts, th
en

. E
xam

in
es h

is fin
gern

ails. “P
an

sy, in
 G

ryffin
dor. T

h
at’s an

 

im
age.” 

“W
h

y don
’t you take anyth

in
g seriously?!” sh

e sh
outs, voice boun

cin
g off th

e 

icy w
alls. 

A
n

d just a fraction
 of th

e stran
ge, in

differen
t fog over h

is eyes clears. H
e 

look
s up at h

er. “W
h

y do you alw
ays assum

e I’m
 tryin

g to die?” 

Sh
e folds h

er arm
s over h

er ch
est —

 a dual purpose, to guard again
st th

e cold 

an
d again

st h
im

. “P
erh

aps because you’re alw
ays puttin

g yourself in
 deadly situ-

ation
s. C

orrect m
e if I’m

 w
ron

g.” 

“Y
ou soun

ded m
uch

 m
ore polite on

 th
e oth

er side of th
at ice,” h

e says. 

“W
ell, n

ow
 th

at I can
 see h

ow
 m

uch
 of a ch

ild you’re bein
g…

” Sh
e can

’t stop 

h
erself. C

an
’t put an

y restrain
ts on

 th
e an

ger th
at’s built up from

 th
at n

igh
t, 

even
 th

ough
 sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e n
eeds to b

e m
ore careful. K

n
ow

s th
is is precarious. 

B
ut sh

e can
’t stop it. It’s com

pulsive. 

M
alfoy crack

s h
is k

n
uck

les. R
esum

es h
is bored expression

. “Isn
’t th

at w
h

at 

you’ve alw
ays th

ough
t of m

e?” 

Sh
e sn

iffs w
ith

 fury. “D
on

’t pity yourself.” 

H
e drops both

 elbow
s on

to h
is k

n
ees. R

ubs on
e eye. “W

h
y are you h

ere, 

G
ran

ger?” 

A
n

d sh
e splutters —

 gestures aim
lessly, tryin

g an
d failin

g to form
 som

e sort 

of respon
se to th

at. 

“T
h

is h
as n

oth
in

g to do w
ith

 you,” h
e says. 

“Y
ou’re jokin

g, M
alfoy.” Sh

e starts to pace. It feels lik
e th

e blood is freezin
g 

in
 h

er vein
s, an

d sh
e’s tryin

g to k
eep h

er k
n

ees from
 lock

in
g up. “Y

ou —
 look

 at 

you, you’re self-destructin
g! T

h
is is a cry for h

elp —
” 

H
e w

ren
ch

es h
im

self free of th
e couch

, an
d th

e ice th
at’s form

ed aroun
d h

im
 

crack
s loudly as h

e gets to h
is feet. H

e drags up h
is frozen

 sleeve, an
d sh

e sw
ears 

“C
an

 h
e h

ear m
e th

rough
 th

e ice?” sh
e h

ears h
erself ask

, but sh
e’s operatin

g 

on
 autopilot. 

“Y
es.” 

Sh
e puts h

er h
an

d again
st th

e scorch
in

gly cold w
all, feelin

g it start to fuse to 

h
er sk

in
 alm

ost in
stan

tly, lik
e dry ice. It’s a pow

erful spell, w
h

atever it is. 

“D
raco,” sh

e says loudly. It ech
oes. 

For a m
om

en
t, th

e dark
 sh

adow
 doesn

’t m
ove —

 an
 eerie spot of blurry 

black
. B

ut th
en

 sh
e sees h

is h
ead sh

ift tow
ard h

er voice. 

“I un
derstan

d th
is tak

es aw
ay th

e pain
.” Sh

e doesn
’t soun

d lik
e h

erself. “I’m
 

sure it even
 feels good. B

ut I…
” Sh

e th
in

k
s carefully on

 h
er n

ext w
ords. T

h
in

k
s 

back
 to everyth

in
g sh

e k
n

ow
s or th

ough
t sh

e k
n

ew
 about h

is person
ality. B

ecause 

th
is is th

at deton
ation

 th
ey’ve all b

een
 w

aitin
g for, an

d if sh
e isn

’t cautious —
 

h
e could…

h
e…

 

Sh
e sw

allow
s back

 a sudden
 surge of pan

ic an
d pain

. H
er voice is scratch

y. A
 

rasp. “I th
in

k
 som

eth
in

g m
ay’ve gon

e w
ron

g w
ith

 your spell. W
h

y…
w

h
y don

’t you 

let m
e see if w

e can
 alter it?” A

n
d h

er ow
n

 ton
e rem

in
ds h

er of th
at w

ay sh
e h

ates 

bein
g spok

en
 to. T

h
at sk

ittish
 an

im
al ton

e. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if h

e h
ates it as m

uch
 as sh

e does. 

H
is sh

adow
 h

as gon
e still again

. T
h

ere’s a pregn
an

t pause. 

“D
raco…

” sh
e says again

, un
able to preven

t som
e of th

e fear from
 leech

in
g 

out. B
ut th

en
 th

e ice m
ak

es a stran
ge n

oise. A
 crack

lin
g. Som

eth
in

g’s sh
iftin

g. 

A
n

d sh
e h

ears h
is cold, m

uted voice float th
rough

. H
e soun

ds lik
e a gh

ost. 

“Y
ou can

 com
e in

.” 

Som
eth

in
g dark

 an
d h

eavy settles in
 h

er ch
est. It’s a sim

ple en
ough

 ph
rase, 

but it bears a m
assive w

eigh
t. 

W
ith

 a sh
ak

in
g breath

, sh
e tests th

e w
all. W

atch
es as h

er fin
ger glides 

th
rough

, in
stan

tly en
veloped in

 cripplin
g cold. 

Sh
e glan

ces back
 to N

ott an
d th

e oth
ers, un

certain
. It’s th

e first tim
e sh

e 

th
in

k
s sh

e’s seen
 P

an
sy look

 at h
er w

ith
 an

yth
in

g oth
er th

an
 an

n
oyan

ce. 



B
ecause th

ey all k
n

ow
, an

d sh
e k

n
ow

s —
 h

e isn
’t in

 h
is righ

t m
in

d. Isn
’t safe 

righ
t n

ow
. Isn

’t san
e righ

t n
ow

. 

A
n

d if sh
e w

alk
s th

rough
 th

at w
all, h

e m
igh

t n
ot let h

er back
 out. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s. 

A
n

d trustin
g h

im
 is lik

e trustin
g a starvin

g dog n
ot to eat a plate of m

eat set 

in
 fron

t of h
im

. T
rustin

g h
im

 got h
er in

to th
is m

ess. T
rustin

g h
im

 ruin
ed h

er 

life in
 a lot of w

ays. 

Sh
e look

s back
 at h

is sh
adow

. Sees h
im

 turn
 aw

ay. H
ears th

e crack
le of th

e ice 

startin
g to reseal. 

Sh
e steps th

rough
.
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O

W
 FR

E
E

Z
IN

G
. A

t least. 

W
h

en
 sh

e steps th
rough

 th
e w

all, it feels lik
e sh

ards of ice are bein
g driven

 

th
rough

 h
er sk

in
. E

very m
uscle ten

ses, every join
t lock

s in
to place. H

er eyes fly 

sh
ut in

stin
ctively, as th

ough
 to guard again

st it, an
d sh

e sh
oves h

er h
an

ds in
to 

th
e already cold pock

ets of h
er bath

rob
e. 

B
ut som

eh
ow

 sh
e forces h

er lids to open
. W

atch
es th

e steam
 cloud of h

er 

breath
 rise in

 fron
t of h

er as h
er gaze settles on

 h
im

. 

H
e’s sittin

g on
 th

e sofa th
e w

ay on
e w

ould as th
ey read th

e m
orn

in
g paper. 

C
asually. L

oosely. O
n

e k
n

ee propped up, h
is elbow

 restin
g on

 it. A
s th

ough
 h

is 

fin
gers aren

’t dark
 blue. A

s th
ough

 h
e isn

’t frozen
 again

st th
e leath

er. Sh
e can

 

see w
h

ere it’s fused to h
is cloth

es. H
is sk

in
. 

H
e glan

ces sidew
ays at h

er, an
d h

is eyes are vacan
t. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e n

ods. Soun
ds bored. 

A
n

d sh
e w

an
ts to slap h

im
 again

. C
ruel, un

feelin
g bastard. 

“W
h

at are you doin
g?” sh

e ask
s in

stead, voice trem
blin

g w
ith

 th
e cold. Sh

e’s 

already lost feelin
g in

 h
er toes. 

“E
n

joyin
g an

 even
in

g to m
yself,” is h

is an
sw

er, an
d just lik

e th
at, all of h

er 

caution
 flies out th

e w
in

dow
, suck

ed out of h
er just lik

e th
e w

arm
th

. 

“N
o, you aren

’t,” sh
e spits. “Y

ou’re bein
g selfish

. D
isgustin

gly selfish
.” 

H
is gaze doesn

’t ch
an

ge, but h
is posture adjusts. H

e sits back
 a little. L

ook
s 

h
er up an

d dow
n

. Says n
oth

in
g. 

“Y
our frien

ds are out th
ere.” Sh

e poin
ts beh

in
d h

er an
grily, breath

 com
in

g 

in
 steam

y bursts. “W
orried sick

. Y
ou’ve dragged th

em
 all out of b

ed to stan
d 

aroun
d th

is ridiculous bloody igloo of yours, an
d th

ey’re castin
g useless spell after 


