
B
ut M

adam
 P

om
frey is expectin

g h
er —

 less th
an

 an
 h

our from
 n

ow
, in

 fact 

—
 an

d w
h

en
 sh

e lurch
es out of b

ed, h
er stom

ach
 lurch

es too. Sh
e sh

uffles in
to 

th
e lavatory, k

n
ock

in
g in

to th
in

gs an
d cradlin

g h
er h

ead. 

Sh
e doesn

’t truly start w
ork

 in
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g un

til n
ext w

eek
, but today 

w
as sch

eduled as a train
in

g day. Sh
e w

on
’t allow

 h
erself to m

iss it because of a 

self-in
flicted m

igrain
e. 

A
voidin

g m
irrors at all costs, sh

e uses h
er w

an
d to w

ash
, dress an

d repair w
h

at 

is un
doubtedly an

 ow
l’s n

est on
 top of h

er h
ead. T

h
e stairs leadin

g dow
n

 to th
e 

com
m

on
 room

 are a m
uch

 larger beast to slay, an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself grippin
g th

e 

w
alls to k

eep h
er balan

ce th
e w

h
ole w

ay dow
n

. 

T
h

e com
m

on
 room

 is som
eth

in
g of a m

ess. C
on

fetti an
d stream

ers litter th
e 

floor. E
m

pty bottles clutter every surface. T
h

e stain
s on

 th
e ruby red carpet could 

b
e an

y n
um

ber of th
in

gs. A
n

d yet th
e m

ajority of G
ryffin

dor is already aw
ak

e 

an
d sittin

g am
on

gst it, talk
in

g over tea an
d en

joyin
g a slow

 Saturday m
orn

in
g. 

Sh
e sigh

s, flick
in

g h
er w

an
d to rid th

e room
 of th

e m
ess as sh

e passes th
rough

, 

fin
din

g an
 em

pty sofa in
 th

e corn
er on

 w
h

ich
 to dow

n
 a few

 sh
ots of espresso. 

G
aze in

 h
er lap, foreh

ead buried in
 h

er palm
, sh

e’s on
e sh

ot in
 w

h
en

 sh
e first 

starts to feel th
e eyes on

 h
er. 

Sh
e look

s up on
ce —

 quick
ly, expectin

g to pass it off as n
oth

in
g. B

ut th
ey are 

m
ost certain

ly starin
g. A

ll of th
em

. D
ean

, Seam
us, P

arvati, H
arry, G

in
n

y…
every 

G
ryffin

dor already aw
ak

e. T
h

ey aren
’t even

 tryin
g to h

ide it. 

Sh
e bristles, sittin

g up straigh
ter. H

ad th
ey n

ever seen
 h

er drun
k

 before? L
ast 

n
igh

t can
’t h

ave b
een

 th
at scan

dalous. N
ot en

ough
 to deserve th

is. E
ach

 of th
em

 

look
 equal parts con

fused an
d sh

ock
ed in

 th
eir ow

n
 righ

t. 

“W
h

at?” sh
e sn

aps. “H
ave I got som

eth
in

g on
 m

y face?” 

For a lon
g m

om
en

t, n
o on

e says a w
ord, but th

ey h
ave th

e n
erve to con

tin
ue 

to stare, un
ash

am
ed. It’s H

arry, th
ough

, w
h

o break
s th

e silen
ce at lon

g last. 

“…
L

ittle low
er…

” h
e m

urm
urs. 

It surprises h
er. T

h
at’s it? Som

eth
in

g on
 h

er ch
in

 or n
eck

? W
h

at, a stain
? 

V
om

it, god forbid? E
ven

 th
en

, th
ere’d b

e n
o n

eed to stare. N
ot lik

e th
at. Sh

e 

h
uffs an

grily, h
eavin

g h
erself back

 on
to h

er feet as sh
e sw

allow
s an

oth
er bitter 

corn
er, dressed in

 fin
e velvet rob

es. Sh
e w

ears h
er h

air in
 a lon

g braid over h
er 

sh
oulder, an

d h
er glasses are perch

ed on
 th

e en
d of h

er n
ose. 

“G
ood aftern

oon
, H

eadm
aster,” says H

aversh
im

, straigh
ten

in
g up an

d ad-

justin
g th

e tilt of h
er green

, poin
ted h

at. “I’m
 sorry to b

e visitin
g un

der such
 

circum
stan

ces.” 

M
cG

on
agall’s w

atch
ful eyes h

ave m
oved past h

er —
 settled on

 H
erm

ion
e an

d 

M
alfoy, a sligh

tly arch
ed brow

 th
e on

ly sh
ift in

 h
er expression

. “A
n

d w
h

at cir-

cum
stan

ces are th
ose, exactly?” Sh

e m
oves to sit at h

er desk
, th

e h
igh

 back
 of th

e 

ch
air m

uch
 furth

er from
 h

er h
ead th

an
 it’d been

 from
 D

um
bledore’s. H

erm
ion

e 

is surprised sh
e n

otices. 

“I’m
 afraid I h

appen
ed upon

 th
ese tw

o in
 th

e girl’s lavatory, dow
n

 in
 th

e 

dun
geon

s. T
h

e place w
as blow

n
 to bits. Sin

k
s an

d toilets everyw
h

ere —
 an

d h
ere’s 

th
ese tw

o stan
din

g in
 th

e m
iddle of all of it. L

ook
ed as th

ough
 th

ey’d been
 du-

elin
g.” 

A
t th

is, M
cG

on
agall’s brow

 furrow
s deeply. Sh

e m
otion

s w
ith

 tw
o fin

gers for 

th
em

 to com
e forw

ard as sh
e ask

s H
aversh

im
, “D

o w
e k

n
ow

 th
e cause?” 

H
erm

ion
e open

s h
er m

outh
 th

en
, but H

aversh
im

 is already speak
in

g. 

“It appears th
e M

alfoy boy w
as look

in
g for trouble.” 

A
 n

oise leaps out of H
erm

ion
e’s th

roat. Sort of an
 in

credulous, little squeak
. 

Sh
e w

h
ips h

er h
ead aroun

d to look
 at H

aversh
im

 —
 w

h
o seem

s quite con
ten

t 

w
ith

 h
er sum

m
ation

 —
 an

d th
en

 at M
alfoy, w

h
o doesn

’t try to defen
d h

im
self. 

D
oesn

’t even
 look

 an
gry, or surprised. H

e just sets h
is jaw

 an
d stares straigh

t 

ah
ead. 

“I im
agin

e M
iss G

ran
ger acted in

 self-defen
se, seein

g as—
” 

“P
rofessor, n

o,” H
erm

ion
e m

an
ages at last. “N

o. Y
ou’re w

ron
g.” A

n
d sh

e 

turn
s —

 com
es to stan

d at th
e edge of M

cG
on

agall’s desk
. “P

lease, H
eadm

aster, 

sh
e’s w

ron
g.” 

M
cG

on
agall regards h

er w
ith

 a calm
, even

 gaze. “Y
ou w

ere n
ot actin

g in
 self-

defen
se, M

iss G
ran

ger?” 

“N
o, H

eadm
aster.” 

“So it w
as you w

h
o attack

ed M
r. M

alfoy?” 



Sh
e can

’t believe h
ow

 tw
isted it’s all gotten

 w
ith

in
 th

e span
 of a h

alf h
our. 

“N
o —

 I…
n

o, H
eadm

aster, it isn
’t w

h
at it look

s lik
e at all,” sh

e says, exasperated. 

Sh
e glan

ces back
 at M

alfoy, an
d h

e look
s con

fused, if an
yth

in
g. Still, th

ough
, h

e 

doesn
’t speak

. 

H
erm

ion
e sigh

s an
d look

s back
 to M

cG
on

agall. “It w
as m

e, H
eadm

aster. I 

destroyed th
e lavatory. A

n
d —

 an
d M

alfoy just h
appen

ed upon
 m

e.” 

“Y
ou?” P

rofessor H
aversh

im
 splutters. “W

h
at ever for?” 

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t an
sw

er h
er. Just h

olds M
cG

on
agall’s gaze —

 h
opes sh

e’ll 

un
derstan

d, in
 som

e w
ay, th

at it isn
’t som

eth
in

g sh
e can

 explain
. T

h
at th

ere is 

n
o rulebook

 for copin
g. T

h
at h

er h
ead is a m

ess an
d h

er action
s are a byproduct. 

“I’ll fix it m
yself,” is all sh

e says. “A
n

d I’ll do deten
tion

, for h
ow

ever lon
g 

you’d lik
e.” 

“M
iss G

ran
ger—

” M
cG

on
agall starts, an

d h
er eyes are startin

g to fill w
ith

 

th
at pity H

erm
ion

e can
’t bear to see. 

“P
lease, H

eadm
aster,” sh

e breath
es. 

M
cG

on
agall pauses. Sh

uts an
d purses h

er lips. Sh
e look

s betw
een

 H
erm

ion
e 

an
d M

alfoy for an
oth

er lon
g m

om
en

t an
d th

en
 sits back

. “A
 w

eek
 th

en
,” sh

e 

says gen
tly. “I’ll h

ave you brew
in

g an
tidotes w

ith
 H

orace.” It’s h
ardly a deten

-

tion
. E

veryon
e in

 th
e office k

n
ow

s th
at. B

ut M
cG

on
agall’s w

ord is fin
al, despite 

w
h

at H
aversh

im
 seem

s to th
in

k
. A

s sh
e an

d M
alfoy are dism

issed, sh
e h

ears 

H
aversh

im
 start to argue w

ith
 h

er in
 h

ush
ed ton

es. B
ut M

alfoy h
as th

e greater 

h
alf of h

er atten
tion

. H
e’s fast. B

y th
e tim

e sh
e’s m

ade it dow
n

 th
e spiral staircase, 

h
e’s h

alfw
ay across th

e h
all. Sh

e ch
ases after h

im
 —

 calls out “M
alfoy, w

ait!” 

before sh
e even

 k
n

ow
s w

h
at sh

e plan
s to say. O

r w
h

y. Sh
e h

as to call out tw
ice 

m
ore to get h

im
 to stop, an

d w
h

en
 h

e does, h
is back

 is rigid. H
e doesn

’t turn
 to 

h
er, even

 w
h

en
 sh

e stops about a foot aw
ay. 

“I —
 I’m

 sorry,” sh
e says after a m

om
en

t, an
d sh

e w
on

ders w
h

y sh
e feels th

e 

n
eed. 

“W
h

at do you care?” is h
is clipped reply. 

“I —
 I just am

. It w
asn

’t fair.” Sh
e feels aw

k
w

ard w
h

ere sh
e stan

ds. O
verex-

posed an
d clum

sy. 

 

O
ctober 

3rd
, 
1998 

D
iary, 

I
…
 

W
ell 

it’s 
really 

none 
of 
your 

business, 
is 
it? 

A
s 
for 

your 
prom

pt: 

“L
ist 

som
e 
of 

the 
scents 

that 
bring 

you 
calm

. 
C
onsid

er 
placing 

them
 
around

 
your 

bed 
at 

night.” 

D
on
’t 

tell 
m
e 
how

 
to 

organize 
m
y 
nightstand. 

B
ut, 

if 
you 

m
ust 

know
 
—
 
cham

om
ile, 

teakw
ood
 
and

 
pine. 

I
’d
 
say 

m
int, 

but 

I
’m
 
sick 

of 
it. 

T
hat’s 

all 
I
 
have 

for 
you. 

I
’m
 
sure 

you
’ll 

chew
 
m
e 
out 

for 

it. D
raco 

  

O
ctober 3rd, 1998 

 IT’S A
 H

A
N

G
O

V
E

R
. 

N
ot h

er w
orst, but decidedly h

er m
ost recen

t —
 an

d it alw
ays feels lik

e th
e 

w
orst in

 th
e m

om
en

t. Sh
e w

ak
es up in

 stick
y, sw

eat-laden
 sh

eets w
ith

 h
er h

air 

dam
p an

d tan
gled an

d h
er tem

ples th
robbin

g. 

It’s overcast, th
an

k
 god, but even

 th
e pale ligh

t leak
in

g in
 th

rough
 th

e b
ed 

curtain
s is too m

uch
. M

ak
es h

er squin
t. 

Sh
e w

an
ts to stay in

 bed. L
ie th

ere all day an
d sw

ear off B
utterbeer forever. 

W
an

ts to piece togeth
er h

er m
em

ories of th
e party last n

igh
t an

d determ
in

e ex-

actly h
ow

 m
uch

 sh
e h

ad. A
n

y oth
er Saturday, an

d sh
e m

igh
t’ve. 



M
alfoy stum

bles back
, startled an

d sh
e h

as to grip on
e of th

e sh
elves to k

eep 

from
 collapsin

g w
ith

out h
is body supportin

g h
er. E

very in
ch

 of h
er sk

in
 prick

les. 

Feels raw
. H

er lips tin
gle. H

er ch
est h

eaves. 

A
n

d sh
e stares at h

im
 because sh

e can
’t form

 w
ords. 

H
e run

s a h
an

d th
rough

 h
is dish

eveled h
air —

 did sh
e do th

at? Straigh
ten

s 

h
is tie an

d un
tuck

s h
is sh

irtfron
t. D

rags it dow
n

 over —
 oh

. 

H
e stan

ds th
ere, gath

erin
g breath

 for a lon
g w

h
ile. B

ut w
h

en
 h

e open
s h

is 

m
outh

 to speak
, th

e full w
eigh

t of reality com
es crash

in
g dow

n
 on

 h
er, an

d sh
e 

can
’t bear to h

ear w
h

atever h
e h

as to say. C
an

’t bear to try an
d m

ak
e sen

se of th
e 

last ten
 m

in
utes. 

So sh
e run

s.

“V
ery little in

 th
is life is fair, G

ran
ger.” 

“N
o, I kn

ow
, I just—

” W
h

y is sh
e stutterin

g? “I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y H
aversh

im
 

th
ough

t—
” 

H
e cuts h

er off, face juttin
g to th

e side, in
 profile, “Sh

e th
ough

t. M
cG

on
agall 

th
ough

t. T
h

ey’ll all th
in

k
 tom

orrow
.” A

n
d th

en
 h

e turn
s th

at last quarter of th
e 

w
ay to m

eet h
er eyes, gaze searin

g. “T
h

at’s bias for you, G
ran

ger.” 

Sh
e falters. 

“A
n

d you sh
ould k

n
ow

 all about th
at.” 

A
 m

om
en

t later h
e’s gon

e.



 

Septem
ber 

17th, 
1998 

D
iary, 

Saint 
P
otter 

has 
it 
out 

for 
m
e. 
I
’m
 
w
riting 

this 
so 
you

’ll 
know

 

w
ho 

killed
 
m
e 
w
hen 

it 
eventually 

happens, 
yeah? 

T
ake 

notes. 

H
e’s 

been 
glaring 

at 
m
e 
all 

w
eek, 

d
uring 

m
eals, 

and
 
I
’ll 

be 

honest 
—
 
it 
w
ould

 
be 

a 
lot 

m
ore 

threatening 
w
ithout 

those 
rid
iculous 

glasses. 
I
’ve 

no 
id
ea 

w
hat 

the 
W
easlette 

sees 
in 

him
. 
Square-faced

, 

round
-spectacled

 
ponce. 

Surprised
 
he’s 

not 
on 

a 
victory 

tour 
across 

E
urope. 

Soaking 
in 

the 
glory. 

B
ut 

he’s 
here, 

and
 
he’s 

going 
to 

try 
and

 
kill 

m
e, 
alright? 

A
nd
 

he’ll 
m
ake 

it 
look 

like 
an 

accid
ent. 

H
e 
thinks 

I
 
w
ent 

after 
G
ranger, 

w
hich 

is 
just 

—
 
M
erlin

’s 
right 

tit, 
d
on
’t 

get 
m
e 
started

. 
A
s 
if 
I
’d
 

w
aste 

m
y 
tim

e 
on 

som
ething 

like 
that. 

I
 
d
on
’t 
even 

have 
the 

blood
y 

energy. 
G
ive 

m
e 
a 
little 

cred
it. 

A
nyhow

. 
H
ere’s 

your 
prom

pt. 

“T
hink 

of 
som

e 
constructive 

m
antras 

to 
help 

you 
through. 

L
ist 

them
.” 

1. 
“D
rugs 

w
ould

 
be 

really 
helpful.” 

2. 
“H
ow
 
about 

som
e 
d
rugs?” 

3. 
“O
h 

—
 
I
 
know

! 
D
rugs.” 

I
’m
 
assum

ing 
you

’ve 
sent 

them
 
along 

and
 
the 

parcel
’s 

just 
been 

d
elayed

 
by 

a 
w
ayw

ard
 
ow
l. 

F
or 
your 

ow
n 
good

, 
that’d

 
better 

be 
true. 

D
raco 

w
ak

es up an
d falls asleep all at on

ce. 

Sh
e m

ak
es h

er ow
n

 soun
d —

 a desperate sort of k
een

 sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 sh

e w
as 

capable of m
ak

in
g an

d sh
e w

an
ts h

im
 closer an

d sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y an

d h
er 

ton
gue m

eets h
is —

 flutters again
st it an

d it m
ak

es h
is h

an
ds tigh

ten
 in

 h
er h

air. 

K
n

ot in
 it an

d draw
 h

er in
 furth

er, if possible. In
crease th

e pressure of th
e k

iss. 

A
n

d it’s just about th
en

 th
at sh

e realizes h
ow

 m
uch

 sh
e w

an
ts th

is. Som
e-

w
h

ere betw
een

 h
is ton

gue delvin
g deep an

d h
is eyelash

es brush
in

g again
st h

ers. 

B
etw

een
 th

e glass crun
ch

in
g un

der th
eir feet an

d th
e ch

ill of h
is touch

. Sh
e —

 

sh
e w

an
ts th

is. 

H
er trem

blin
g h

an
d leaves h

is tie. Fin
ds th

e sm
ooth

 expan
se alon

g th
e side 

of h
is th

roat. H
e gasps. D

rops h
is h

an
ds from

 h
er h

air. B
elts h

is arm
s aroun

d h
er 

low
er back

 in
stead an

d draw
s h

er body up again
st h

is. 

H
e’s cold. H

e’s so cold. W
h

y is h
e—

 

H
e spin

s th
em

 aroun
d. P

resses h
er back

 again
st on

e of th
e book

sh
elves. P

ulls 

h
er h

ips forw
ard an

d slam
s th

em
 back

 again
st th

e w
ood as h

e k
isses h

er, over an
d 

over again
. A

n
d it’s w

arm
, sudden

ly —
 h

ot —
 an

d h
e tastes lik

e —
 h

e tastes good 

—
 an

d h
er h

eart’s stutterin
g an

d h
er brain

 is scram
bled an

d h
eat pulses low

 an
d 

sh
e doesn

’t —
 sh

e doesn
’t —

 sh
e can

’t recon
cile th

e feel of h
is body again

st h
ers. 

T
h

e distin
ct, un

speak
able h

ardn
ess sh

e feels again
st h

er in
n

er th
igh

, an
d th

e rac-

in
g pulse of h

is h
eart again

st h
er ch

est an
d—

 

H
e break

s aw
ay from

 h
er m

outh
, lips seek

in
g som

eth
in

g differen
t, som

e-

th
in

g n
ew

, an
d sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at it is to b
e k

issed lik
e th

is. B
ut h

is m
outh

 

is w
h

ere h
er pulse h

am
m

ers —
 righ

t beside h
er jugular an

d sh
e idly th

in
k

s th
at 

h
e could rip h

er th
roat out w

ith
 h

is teeth
 righ

t n
ow

 if h
e w

an
ted to. E

xcept it’s 

h
is ton

gue —
 oh —

 h
is ton

gue th
at’s tracin

g th
e vein

s in
 h

er n
eck

, sw
eepin

g up 

an
d dow

n
 w

h
ere th

ey run
 th

ick
 w

ith
 blood an

d pausin
g every n

ow
 an

d th
en

 so 

th
at h

e can
 w

arm
 th

e sk
in

 w
ith

 h
is lips —

 suck
le at it. Sh

e feels th
e bruises form

-

in
g. Feels th

e ration
al th

ough
ts escapin

g. B
ut th

e soun
ds are w

et an
d w

an
ton

 an
d 

h
e’s righ

t below
 h

er ear an
d h

is h
ips are m

olded again
st h

ers an
d sh

e can
’t, sh

e 

can
’t, sh

e can
’t, sh

e—
 

O
n

e of th
e flyin

g book
s m

isses its m
ark

 an
d crash

es in
to a w

all. 



it’s just as cold an
d th

e w
ords are ripped out of h

er th
roat an

d h
e’s—

 

H
e’s th

ere. 

H
is lips are on

 h
ers. H

is frozen
, frosted lips. A

gain
st h

ers. L
eech

in
g th

e 

w
arm

th
 out of th

em
. C

old lik
e ston

e. U
n

m
ovin

g. Just h
is m

outh
, folded over 

h
ers, w

aitin
g th

ere. 

H
er pulse seem

s to pan
ic. Stutters to a h

alt, th
en

 desperately tries to start up 

again
. B

eats too fast. 

M
alfoy’s m

outh
 is on

 h
ers. H

e’s —
 h

e’s n
ot quite k

issin
g h

er, but h
e’s th

ere. 

H
e’s righ

t th
ere, an

d it’s n
ot k

issin
g. N

ot quite, n
ot yet, but—

 

It’s h
er gasp th

at does it. O
pen

s h
er m

outh
 for h

im
. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e’s k

issin
g h

er. 

H
is h

an
ds fin

d th
e edges of h

er jaw
 an

d h
e slan

ts h
is m

outh
 over h

ers an
d h

is 

lips force h
ers to part an

d —
 an

d h
e sw

allow
s th

at gasp. Sw
allow

s it an
d h

er n
ext 

breath
 in

 on
e, an

d th
en

 h
is ow

n
 breath

 gusts out again
st h

er lips —
 sh

ak
y, cold, 

w
ith

 h
in

ts of pepperm
in

t —
 an

d h
is fin

gers bury in
to h

er curls an
d h

is n
ose 

brush
es again

st th
e stretch

 of sk
in

 ben
eath

 h
er ch

eek
bon

e th
at sh

e’d n
ever foun

d 

im
portan

t un
til n

ow
 an

d h
e’s kissin

g h
er. 

W
h

at…
w

h
at is th

is? 

H
er m

in
d reels. H

er fin
gers sh

ak
e w

h
ere th

ey’ve stalled h
alfw

ay from
 stop-

pin
g h

im
. H

alfw
ay betw

een
 push

in
g h

im
 aw

ay —
 an

d startin
g som

eth
in

g else. 

Sh
e…

sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
. D

oesn
’t un

derstan
d. D

oesn
’t—

 

O
h

. 

H
is ton

gue brush
es across th

e edges of h
er teeth

. Flick
s up in

 som
e erotic, 

en
igm

atic w
ay sh

e doesn
’t un

derstan
d but it sen

ds a pulse th
rough

 h
er. Form

s a 

k
n

ot in
 h

er low
er stom

ach
, n

o —
 low

er —
 th

at tigh
ten

s an
d builds ten

sion
. A

n
d 

h
e m

ak
es th

is soun
d. T

h
is quiet, little, soft sort of —

 sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
at it 

is. N
ot a gasp, n

ot a groan
. Som

eth
in

g subtle, som
eth

in
g th

at’s a m
ix betw

een
 

th
e tw

o. 

It does som
eth

in
g, th

ough
. L

igh
ts up w

h
atever n

erve cen
ter th

at con
trols h

er 

h
an

ds an
d n

ot h
er h

ead, an
d sh

e’s sudden
ly tan

glin
g h

er fin
gers in

 h
is sh

irtfron
t. 

T
w

istin
g on

e aroun
d h

is tie. P
ullin

g h
im

 in
. P

ullin
g h

im
 closer. A

n
d it’s lik

e sh
e 

Septem
ber 19th

, 1998 

 

IT’S A
 B

A
D

 D
A

Y. Sh
e can

 feel it com
in

g on
, even

 as sh
e w

ak
es. T

h
e loom

in
g sen

se 

of dread. L
ik

e a h
eavy black

 curtain
 fallin

g from
 above. Sh

e’s h
ad m

an
y m

orn
-

in
gs lik

e th
ese. 

A
n

d so sh
e tak

es coun
teractive m

easures. 

Sh
e’s got on

e m
ore deten

tion
 w

ith
 Slugh

orn
 th

is aftern
oon

, but oth
erw

ise 

it’s a Saturday, an
d sh

e’s fin
ish

ed h
er h

om
ew

ork
 ages ago. 

T
h

e dappled ligh
t slippin

g in
 th

rough
 th

e w
in

dow
 beside h

er b
ed suggests it’s 

as early as six o’clock
. A

n
d yet sh

e can
’t sleep an

oth
er m

om
en

t. Sh
e sits up. Slips 

h
er w

an
d off th

e n
igh

tstan
d an

d casts a spell to tam
e h

er curls, feelin
g th

em
 righ

t 

th
em

selves aroun
d h

er h
ead. 

Sh
e m

oves quietly th
rough

 th
e dorm

itory, m
an

euverin
g aroun

d th
e sleepin

g 

girls as sh
e sh

rugs in
to a th

ick
, ch

en
ille sw

eater —
 tuck

s h
er feet in

to a pair of 

boots. T
h

e days h
ave been

 w
arm

, but Septem
ber m

orn
in

gs are an
yth

in
g but. A

n
d 

sh
e w

an
ts to be outside. N

eeds to b
e, on

 a day lik
e th

is. 

H
ogw

arts is m
ore peaceful in

 th
e m

orn
in

g. It h
as a less forebodin

g edge th
an

 

late at n
igh

t, but is equally em
pty. E

qually calm
. E

ven
 th

e gh
osts rest, an

d th
e 

silen
ce is a relief. O

utside, on
 th

e G
roun

ds, it’s even
 better. E

ven
 quieter, an

d 

w
h

at few
 soun

ds break
 th

rough
 are w

elcom
e on

es —
 birds; w

ater lappin
g; w

in
d 

again
st blades of grass. 

Sh
e’s draw

n
 to th

e L
ak

e again
. D

idn
’t get to en

joy it properly last tim
e, w

h
at 

w
ith

 M
alfoy…

 

T
h

in
k

in
g about h

im
 brin

gs back
 w

h
at h

e said th
e w

eek
 before. A

bout bias. 

Sh
e still isn

’t sure if h
e w

as accusin
g h

er of som
eth

in
g, or if it w

as a com
m

en
t 

about h
er blood status. 

T
h

ey w
ere both

 righ
t, th

ough
. M

an
dy B

rock
leh

urst’s spin
 on

 th
e story w

as 

th
e on

e th
at stuck

, an
d b

y W
edn

esday of th
at w

eek
, th

e w
h

ole sch
ool assum

ed 

M
alfoy h

ad m
ade an

 attem
pt on

 H
erm

ion
e’s life. M

in
d you, it ch

an
ged very little 

about h
is reputation

. H
is fam

ily is disgraced. Just lik
e th

e G
oyle’s an

d th
e P

ar-

k
in

son
’s. P

eople w
ill talk

 n
o m

atter w
h

at fuel th
ey’re given

. 



It doesn
’t m

ak
e h

er feel better —
 but sh

e squash
es th

e th
ough

t before sh
e h

as 

th
e ch

an
ce to feel sorry for h

im
. R

em
in

ds h
erself th

at h
e’s a D

eath
 E

ater. H
e 

ch
ose th

is life. H
e com

es from
 a fam

ily of m
urderers, an

d w
ith

 an
y luck

 h
e 

w
ould’ve join

ed th
em

. So th
at’s th

at. 

Sh
e itch

es at h
er scar, th

en
 rem

em
bers w

h
at M

adam
 P

om
frey said an

d gives 

it tw
o sh

arp sm
ack

s in
stead. Itch

in
g in

flam
es. Sh

arp pressure, th
ough

 —
 it dis-

tracts from
 th

e pain
 a little better. 

T
h

e grass grow
s soggy un

derfoot as sh
e stops at th

e edge of th
e L

ak
e, day 

break
in

g over th
e distan

t m
oun

tain
s lik

e a brigh
t eye peerin

g th
rough

 th
e crack

 

of a door. Sh
e casts a dryin

g spell. P
ulls th

e w
ool blan

k
et from

 h
er bag an

d lays 

it out, sittin
g cross-legged an

d draw
in

g in
 a deep breath

 of crisp air. 

In
 th

e distan
ce, th

e G
ian

t Squid flick
s up on

e of its arm
s, break

in
g th

e surface 

an
d sen

din
g sm

all w
aves lappin

g tow
ard h

er. 

T
h

is. T
h

is is w
h

at sh
e n

eeded. 

Sh
e practices ch

arm
s for a w

h
ile. C

on
jures a rin

g of flow
ers an

d pastel-col-

ored m
ush

room
s aroun

d h
er blan

k
et. T

h
e dan

delion
s h

ave yaw
n

in
g lion

’s h
eads 

an
d sn

ap at on
e an

oth
er, an

d th
e roses ch

an
ge colors every oth

er m
om

en
t. Sh

e 

creates a sm
all w

h
irlpool in

 th
e lak

e in
 fron

t of h
er. Sen

ds flow
er petals sw

irlin
g 

th
rough

 it. C
on

jures a w
eepin

g ch
erry tree, off to th

e side. 

L
ittle b

y little, birds begin
 to discover h

er sm
all oasis. T

h
ey h

over over th
e 

flow
ers. P

erch
 th

em
selves in

 th
e tree an

d sin
g to h

er. 

T
h

ere’s a M
uggle th

erm
os in

 h
er bag. Sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y, but sh
e brough

t 

it w
ith

 h
er. Som

eth
in

g tan
gible, from

 h
om

e. From
 h

er paren
ts. It’s den

ted an
d 

crack
ed, th

e color faded to an
 off-brow

n
, but h

avin
g it gives h

er a m
elan

ch
oly 

sort of com
fort. 

W
ith

 a flick
 of h

er w
an

d, th
e th

erm
os fills w

ith
 coffee, sw

eet-sm
ellin

g an
d 

steam
in

g in
 th

e cold air. W
arm

in
g th

e tip of h
er n

ose. Sh
e tak

es a sip, an
d it’s 

n
ice —

 it’s gen
tle. B

ut it’s n
ot en

ough
. W

h
ich

 is precisely w
h

y sh
e slipped a n

ip 

of B
aileys Irish

 C
ream

 in
to h

er bag as w
ell. 

A
n

d th
at’s h

ow
 h

e fin
ds h

er. D
osin

g h
er coffee w

ith
 w

h
isk

ey at h
alf past six 

in
 th

e m
orn

in
g. 

w
h

en
 sh

e look
s back

 at h
im

, sh
e’s quite pleased w

ith
 h

er sum
m

ation
. 

U
n

til sh
e sees th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes an

d realizes just exactly w
h

at sh
e said. 

H
is look

 of surprise isn
’t an

 obvious on
e —

 h
is lids aren

’t blow
n

 w
ide an

d h
is 

m
outh

 isn
’t h

an
gin

g open
. It’s a deeper sort of surprise. O

n
e th

at’s detectable in
 

th
e sligh

t quiver in
 th

e m
uscles betw

een
 h

is brow
s. In

 th
e flick

er in
 h

is bottom
-

less gaze. In
 th

e w
ay h

is ton
gue dash

es out of h
is m

outh
 —

 n
ervously w

ets h
is 

lips. Sh
e feels th

e blush
 fan

 out across h
er face lik

e a w
ildfire, an

d sh
e scram

bles to 

rem
edy w

h
at sh

e’s said. “I —
 I, w

ell, you see, I m
ean

t —
 I m

ean
t th

at you’re 

attractive. N
o —

 n
ot con

ven
tion

ally, un
iquely. N

o —
 w

h
at? N

o. I just m
ean

t 

th
at you’re beautiful an

d I —
 oh

, m
y god —

 w
h

at th
e fuck is —

 n
o. M

alfoy. 

D
raco. G

od. I —
 I just m

ean
t th

at I’ve alw
ays th

ough
t you’re—

” an
d w

ith
 a little 

sh
riek

, sh
e claps a h

an
d over h

er m
outh

. Stops th
e run

aw
ay train

 th
at’s on

 bloody 

fire at th
is poin

t. 

W
h

at —
 in

 —
 god’s —

 n
am

e? 

N
ow

, M
alfoy’s surprise is obvious. N

ow
 it’s w

ritten
 all over h

is face. 

A
n

d sh
e forces h

er eyes aw
ay because sh

e can
’t bear to look

 at h
im

 an
d sh

e 

stares at th
e jug on

 th
e table an

d tries to collect h
erself an

d dear god, w
h

at w
as—

 

Sh
e freezes. T

ak
es in

 a slow
, steady breath

. T
h

ere’s a lon
g silen

ce. 

A
n

d h
er voice is low

 an
d m

urderous w
h

en
 it fin

ally com
es out. “I’m

 goin
g to 

k
ill h

im
.” 

It break
s M

alfoy, briefly, from
 h

is daze. “W
h

o?” 

Sh
e yan

k
s th

e jug off th
e table —

 sm
ack

s it again
st h

is arm
 as sh

e does but 

doesn
’t n

otice. A
n

d sh
e h

olds it up to h
er n

ose. In
h

ales. 

In
 th

e n
ext in

stan
t, sh

e th
row

s it to th
e library floor, an

d it sh
atters w

ith
 a 

satisfyin
g, som

eh
ow

 deafen
in

g crash
. ”F

uckin
g Seam

us!” sh
e scream

s. Sh
e w

h
irls 

aroun
d —

 begin
s to step over th

e sh
ards as th

e tell-tale scen
t of V

eritaserum
 

starts to w
aft up at th

em
. ”I’m

 goin
g to—

” 

H
is h

an
d is on

 h
er w

rist, th
en

. H
is alarm

in
gly cold h

an
d, an

d sh
e doesn

’t 

un
derstan

d. In
 th

e n
ext in

stan
t, h

e’s yan
k

ed h
er back

. T
urn

ed h
er back

 aroun
d 

w
ith

 a sh
arp tug an

d h
is oth

er h
an

d is sudden
ly m

olded again
st h

er ch
eek

 an
d 



M
alfoy quirk

s an
 eyebrow

 at h
er. It’s a very elegan

t, aristocratic sort of eye-

brow
, sh

e realizes, an
d it’s a surprisin

gly dark
 sh

ade of blon
d con

siderin
g h

is 

h
air. Sh

e follow
s it dow

n
 as it relaxes, eyes sn

appin
g back

 to h
is w

h
en

 th
e w

eigh
t 

of th
e jug tran

sfers in
to h

is h
an

ds. 

Step back. 

H
e tak

es a large sw
ig. Sh

e fin
ds h

erself w
atch

in
g h

is th
roat as h

e sw
allow

s. 

A
n

d w
h

en
 h

e h
an

ds it back
, sh

e ask
s, “W

h
at about you? W

h
y aren

’t you drin
k

in
g 

w
ith

 Slyth
erin

 ton
igh

t?” Sh
e sips. “I assum

e Friday n
igh

ts are just as sacred dow
n

 

in
 th

e D
un

geon
s.” 

“P
robably m

ore so, to b
e h

on
est.” H

e sh
rugs. “B

ut I lik
e to drin

k
 alon

e.” 

“Y
ou’re drin

k
in

g w
ith

 m
e, righ

t n
ow

,” sh
e poin

ts out. 

“W
ell spotted.” H

e tak
es th

e jug back
. 

“So, th
en

 w
h

at?” 

H
e sh

rugs again
. G

lan
ces aw

ay as h
e tak

es th
e secon

d to last sip. “I’m
 n

ot ex-

actly w
ell-lik

ed, G
ran

ger.” 

Sh
e’s alm

ost too sh
ock

ed to tak
e back

 th
e jug. “B

ut —
 I…

” 

H
e quirk

s th
at dam

n
ed eyebrow

 again
. 

“E
ven

 in
 Slyth

erin
?” sh

e m
an

ages. “B
ut…

in
 earlier years—

” 

“E
ven

 th
en

,” h
e says. “I th

in
k

 th
ey w

ere m
ore afraid of m

y fath
er. A

fraid of 

h
im

 an
d th

erefore frien
dly to m

e.” 

Sh
e w

on
ders w

h
y th

e th
ough

t of it m
ak

es h
er sad. W

h
y sh

e feels th
e n

eed 

to—
 

“I’m
 sure th

at isn
’t true.” 

“Y
eah

, w
ell—

” 

“N
o, I’m

 sure it isn
’t,” sh

e in
sists. “P

len
ty of people lik

ed you. L
ik

e C
ra—

” 

sh
e stops h

erself. Fum
bles for an

oth
er n

am
e. ”P

an
sy. P

an
sy lik

ed you.” 

M
alfoy laugh

s, th
en

. A
 th

ick
, th

roaty laugh
 sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’s ever h

eard 

before. “P
an

sy lik
ed m

y sizeable in
h

eritan
ce —

 as w
ell as th

e h
igh

ly lik
ely pos-

sibility of an
 arran

ged m
arriage, at least at th

e tim
e.” 

“N
o, n

ot just th
at,” sh

e says as sh
e sets th

e jug on
 th

e table beh
in

d h
im

. 

“Y
ou’re h

an
dsom

e an
d in

telligen
t an

d I’m
 sure sh

e lik
ed you for th

at, too.” A
n

d 

Sh
e h

ears h
im

 before sh
e sees h

im
 —

 th
e crun

ch
 of h

is sh
oes. K

n
ow

s it’s h
im

. 

W
h

o else w
ould it b

e? A
t th

is h
our, an

d w
ith

 h
er rotten

 luck
? W

h
o else? 

“M
alfoy,” sh

e says —
 an

 ack
n

ow
ledgm

en
t —

 an
d sh

e just stares straigh
t 

ah
ead, h

oldin
g th

e th
erm

os up to h
er lips. 

“D
ay drin

k
in

g, yeah
 G

ran
ger?” h

e draw
ls. H

is voice is th
ick

 w
ith

 sleep. 

Sh
e sips. Sw

allow
s. W

aits for h
im

 to leave. 

A
n

d after a m
om

en
t of silen

ce, th
ere’s m

ore crun
ch

in
g in

 th
e grass. B

ut it’s 

louder. H
e tak

es a seat on
 th

e w
ool at h

er side, an
d sh

e h
as n

o idea w
h

y, but h
e’s 

th
ere, an

d h
is w

eigh
t tugs som

e of th
e blan

k
et out from

 un
der h

er an
d sh

e can
’t 

h
elp but sn

eak
 a glan

ce at h
im

 out th
e corn

er of h
er eye. 

H
e’s in

 th
e stock

in
g cap again

, an
d a th

in
, overlon

g sw
eater, th

e color of dark
 

ch
ocolate. H

e’s also barefoot, of all th
in

gs, an
d th

e sk
in

 on
 h

is feet is a pale blue-

ish
 sh

ade. 

“W
h

ere are your sh
oes?” sh

e ask
s prim

ly, tak
in

g an
oth

er sip. 

H
e doesn

’t an
sw

er. L
ean

s forw
ard in

stead an
d th

um
bs on

e of th
e purple 

m
ush

room
s. T

aps an
d flick

s at it un
til it sn

aps in
 h

alf. 

Sh
e sigh

s. “W
h

at do you w
an

t?” 

“Y
ou don

’t ow
n

 th
e L

ak
e, G

ran
ger.” 

“Y
es, but I do ow

n
—

” sh
e tugs rough

ly, to n
o avail; grun

ts, “th
is —

 blan
ket, 

so could you please—
” 

M
alfoy sits back

, spraw
lin

g h
is legs out an

d crossin
g th

em
 at th

e an
k

les. H
e 

flexes h
is toes again

st th
e petals of th

e flow
ers an

d scoffs, “W
h

at exactly is all 

th
is?” 

“Som
eth

in
g I w

as supposed to h
ave to m

yself.” 

“Sh
arin

g is carin
g, G

ran
ger.” H

e sh
oots h

er a tain
ted sm

irk
. “Isn

’t th
at w

h
at 

you M
uggles alw

ays say?” 

Sh
e splutters. “I am

 n
ot a—

” 

“O
h

, sorry —
 righ

t. I m
ean

t M
ud—

” 

Sh
e casts a w

ordless A
ccio. Y

an
k

s th
e blan

k
et out from

 un
der h

im
, an

d h
e 

slips, slidin
g dow

n
 th

e h
ill a bit un

til h
is feet splash

 in
to th

e w
ater. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e laugh

s. Stick
s h

is feet in
 furth

er un
til th

e legs of h
is trousers are 



w
et. “A

lw
ays w

ere good w
ith

 spells.” 

Sh
e tak

es a large sw
ig of coffee in

 favor of sayin
g an

yth
in

g else. D
ecides h

e 

doesn
’t deserve a respon

se. A
n

d sh
e glares un

h
appily at h

er rin
g of flow

ers. T
h

ey 

start to w
ilt as h

er m
ood sours. T

h
e m

ush
room

s grow
 deform

ed. H
ow

 m
an

y 

m
ore m

om
en

ts is h
e plan

n
in

g to ruin
? 

H
e can

’t even
 let h

er th
row

 a proper fit w
ith

out sh
ow

in
g up an

d tak
in

g all 

th
e credit. Sh

e decim
ated th

at bath
room

. Sh
e did. 

Fuck
in

g bastard. 

H
e doesn

’t try to sit n
ext to h

er again
, an

d in
stead m

oves h
im

self closer to 

th
e edge of th

e grass. Sh
e w

atch
es h

im
 roll up th

e bottom
s of h

is trousers un
til 

th
ey’re cuffed at h

is k
n

ees. A
n

d th
en

 h
e dips both

 legs in
to th

e w
ater. 

T
h

e tem
perature m

ust b
e w

ell below
 freezin

g. 

B
ut M

alfoy beh
aves lik

e h
e’s just stuck

 th
em

 in
 a bath

. H
is posture relaxes —

 

spin
e slack

en
s. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
ere’s quiet. 

L
on

g quiet. E
n

ough
 th

at on
e of th

e flow
ers com

es back
 to life. M

alfoy’s got 

h
is eyes closed an

d h
is breath

in
g is slow

 an
d even

, an
d idly, sh

e th
in

k
s th

at —
 

w
ith

out obscen
ities spew

in
g out of h

is m
outh

 every oth
er secon

d, w
ith

out th
at 

sn
eer on

 h
is face —

 h
is presen

ce is alm
ost forgettable. T

olerable. 

Sh
e casts a ch

arm
 on

 th
e th

erm
os to w

arm
 it back

 up, because it’s old an
d 

really, it doesn
’t w

ork
 at all. Still, sh

e k
eeps it. U

ses it w
h

en
ever sh

e can
. 

Starin
g at th

e slow
 sun

rise, sh
e sips an

d th
in

k
s. T

h
in

k
s an

d sips. W
on

ders a 

lot. C
an

’t h
elp but w

on
der a little about M

alfoy. H
e w

as barefoot to begin
 w

ith
, 

but n
ow

 sh
e can

 see th
e blue of h

ypoth
erm

ia bleedin
g in

to h
is k

n
ees. H

is lips are 

purple. 

B
ut h

e doesn
’t sh

iver. 

D
oesn

’t an
yth

in
g both

er h
im

 at all? 

“W
h

at did you put in
 th

at?” h
e ask

s, an
d sh

e jerk
s h

er eyes aw
ay. K

n
ow

s h
e’s 

caugh
t h

er starin
g. 

“P
ut in

 w
h

at?” 

“T
h

e coffee.” 

H
e tilts h

is h
ead a little to th

e side, so th
at som

e of th
e blon

d falls in
to h

is 

eyes. “D
idn

’t m
ean

 to h
urt you,” h

e says. A
n

d it’s a fascin
atin

g ph
rase. A

 sen
ten

ce 

sh
e n

ever th
ough

t to h
ear from

 h
is m

outh
. 

It surprises h
er. 

“I k
n

ow
 you didn

’t,” sh
e says, an

d h
er voice is quieter n

ow
. L

ess vibran
t. L

ess 

playful. T
h

e B
utterbeer is w

earin
g off, perh

aps. 

A
 lon

g silen
ce passes betw

een
 th

em
. A

ll sh
e can

 h
ear is th

e siftin
g of book

s as 

th
ey fly across an

d stack
 th

em
selves, an

d th
at’s distan

t at best. T
h

ey aren
’t really 

look
in

g at each
 oth

er. M
ore lik

e poin
tedly n

ot look
in

g at each
 oth

er, but every 

n
ow

 an
d th

en
 a m

istak
e is m

ade an
d on

e of th
em

 catch
es th

e oth
er’s eyes lin

ger-

in
g. T

h
ey play th

is gam
e for a good five m

in
utes. 

A
n

d M
alfoy’s th

e on
e to sh

atter th
e silen

ce, w
h

en
 th

e tim
e com

es. “D
rin

k
in

g 

w
ith

 G
ryffin

dor ton
igh

t?” 

“H
m

m
?” 

For 
a 

m
om

en
t 

sh
e 

can
’t 

process 
h

is 
question

. 
“O

h
 

—
 

oh
, 

w
ell…

drin
k

in
g w

ith
 m

yself really, alon
gside G

ryffin
dor.” 

H
e n

ods. 

A
n

d sh
e just can

’t k
eep h

er m
outh

 sh
ut. “D

’you k
n

ow
? I th

in
k

 th
is is th

e first 

tim
e w

e’ve gon
e a full ten

 m
in

utes w
ith

out arguin
g.” 

A
n

d sh
e’s sh

ock
ed w

h
en

 it forces a sm
all h

uff of a laugh
 out of h

im
. “A

 rec-

ord, th
en

,” h
e says. 

“In
deed.” 

A
fter an

oth
er, sh

orter silen
ce, sh

e fin
ds h

erself offerin
g th

e jug to h
im

 again
, 

w
ith

 an
oth

er couple steps tow
ard h

im
. H

e open
s h

is m
outh

, un
doubtedly to say 

som
eth

in
g else about its ch

ildish
n

ess, but sh
e cuts h

im
 off. 

“Just drin
k

 it. Y
ou lik

ed m
y M

uggle w
h

isk
ey, so drin

k
 it.” 

T
h

at’s about w
h

en
 sh

e realizes h
ow

 close sh
e is to h

im
. A

lm
ost as close as th

at 

day in
 th

e lavatory, but w
ith

out th
e h

ostile air betw
een

 th
em

, it feels m
uch

 

closer. Sh
e h

olds th
e jug in

 tw
o h

an
ds in

 fron
t of h

er, an
d it’s touch

in
g h

is ch
est 

on
 th

e oth
er side. 

Step back, sh
e tells h

erself. 



em
barrassed about it.” A

n
d th

en
 sh

e th
rusts h

erself off th
e table because th

at 

isn
’t w

h
at sh

e m
ean

t to say at all. 

A
ll th

e w
h

ile, M
alfoy stares at h

er lik
e h

e’s w
atch

in
g a circus ten

t collapse in
 

on
 itself. “W

h
at are you tryin

g to say, G
ran

ger?” A
n

d h
e h

as th
at ton

e. T
h

at 

dam
n

ed ton
e h

er frien
ds lik

e to use on
 h

er. E
ven

 som
e of h

er P
rofessors. T

h
at 

ton
e th

at m
ean

s th
ey th

in
k

 th
ey’re dealin

g w
ith

 a lun
atic. W

ith
 som

eon
e fragile 

an
d easily provok

ed. Sh
e h

ates th
at ton

e. 

“I’m
 tryin

g to say I’m
 n

ot fin
e,” sh

e splutters out. G
asps at h

erself. “N
o —

 I 

m
ean

…
n

o, I’m
 —

 I’m
 n

ot fin
e.” Sh

e th
rusts h

er h
an

ds in
to h

er h
air, squeezin

g 

h
er tem

ples. “W
h

at th
e fuck? W

h
at th

e fuck
?” sh

e ch
an

ts. A
n

d th
en

, ”I’m
 trying 

to say I’m
 sorry.” 

It’s all run
 togeth

er lik
e on

e w
ord an

d sh
e’s furious w

ith
 h

erself th
e m

om
en

t 

it com
es out. B

ut it’s out an
d sh

e can
’t tak

e it back
 an

d sh
e h

as to force h
erself to 

look
 at h

im
 som

e tim
e. 

So sh
e tough

en
s up an

d yan
k

s h
er eyes off th

e table. Forces th
em

 to m
eet h

is. 

H
is brow

s are at h
is h

airlin
e. “Y

ou’re…
sorry?” h

e repeats. 

“Y
eah

 —
 and? W

h
at of it?” sh

e sn
aps, reach

in
g for th

e jug. Sh
e can

 feel h
er 

ch
eek

s flam
in

g. It’s m
ak

in
g h

er sw
eat. 

“Sorry for w
h

at?” 

“G
od,” sh

e says, exasperated, “just —
 stop ask

in
g m

e question
s, I —

 I’m
 sorry 

for th
e w

ay I treated you…
th

e oth
er day. For m

y beh
avior.” 

A
n

d th
en

, sudden
ly, it feels lik

e a w
eigh

t’s off h
er ch

est. Sh
e sits up a little 

straigh
ter. H

ead feels a little clearer. Sh
e sets th

e jug back
 dow

n
. R

isk
s a glan

ce 

at h
im

. A
n

d h
is eyebrow

s are still sk
y h

igh
 but a softn

ess sh
e’s n

ever seen
 h

as bled 

in
to h

is eyes. It’s a con
fused softn

ess. A
 softn

ess h
e doesn

’t seem
 sure w

h
at to do 

w
ith

. B
ut it’s th

ere, n
on

e th
e less. 

T
h

at is, un
til h

e tuck
s it aw

ay. H
ides it back

 beh
in

d h
is usual m

ask
 as h

e 

brush
es it off. “D

oesn
’t m

atter, G
ran

ger.” 

“It does,” sh
e presses, an

d sh
e fin

ds sh
e’s tak

en
 a step forw

ard. A
 step tow

ard 

h
im

. “I —
 I w

as w
ron

g. I —
 I just…

it h
urt.” H

er h
an

d absen
tm

in
dedly fin

ds h
er 

arm
. 

“O
h

.” Sh
e tak

es an
oth

er sip, alm
ost com

pulsively, because it’s relevan
t. “It’s 

—
 erm

, B
aileys. W

h
isk

ey w
ith

 cream
.” A

n
d aw

k
w

ardly sh
e adds, “It’s good.” 

“It’s M
uggle w

h
isk

ey. H
ow

 good can
 it b

e?” T
h

e fam
iliar ton

e is back
. 

H
er n

ext sip is an
gry. A

 poin
t-m

ak
in

g sip. “Y
ou’ve n

ever tried it.” 

H
e look

s back
 at h

er th
en

. Seem
s to con

sider h
er for a m

om
en

t, an
d th

en
 h

e 

pulls som
eth

in
g from

 h
is trouser pock

et. Sh
ow

s h
er a flask

. “I on
ly drin

k
 on

e 

k
in

d of w
h

isk
ey.” 

Sh
e can

 sm
ell th

e h
arsh

 cin
n

am
on

 th
e m

om
en

t h
e un

stoppers it. T
h

e sm
ok

-

in
ess. A

s h
e tak

es a sw
ig, sh

e says, “Y
ou can

’t put Firew
h

isk
ey in

 coffee.” 

“C
an

’t I?” 

Sh
e w

atch
es as h

e perform
s a rath

er im
pressive piece of m

agic. C
on

jures a 

Fren
ch

 press in
 m

idair, w
h

ich
 presses itself an

d th
en

 pours in
to a con

jured m
ug. 

H
e tak

es it. T
oasts th

e sk
y. A

n
d th

en
 h

e spik
es it w

ith
 a sh

ot or tw
o of Firew

h
is-

k
ey. It’s fun

 to w
atch

 h
im

 suffer. R
eally, it is. 

H
is face screw

s up at th
e first sip —

 goes a splotch
y red. A

n
d th

en
 h

e ch
ok

es 

an
d gasps, an

d h
ot coffee leak

s from
 h

is m
outh

, spillin
g in

to h
is lap. A

 h
an

d flies 

up to h
is face to cover h

is n
ose as h

e ch
ok

es an
d splutters som

e m
ore. H

e lets th
e 

m
ug drop an

d it dissolves in
to sm

ok
e before it h

its th
e grass. 

“N
o, you can

’t,” sh
e says, out of spite. It’s easy —

 n
ice even

 —
 bein

g m
ean

 to 

h
im

. Sort of refresh
in

g w
h

en
 sh

e’s con
stan

tly h
eld to th

e stan
dard of a golden

 

girl. B
ecause H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger isn
’t m

ean
. Isn

’t spiteful. Sh
e’s th

e on
e w

h
o 

h
elped H

arry P
otter destroy seven

 h
orcruxes. T

h
e on

e w
h

o stopped th
e D

ark
 

L
ord. Sh

e doesn
’t tak

e pleasure in
 spite. 

B
ut, oh

, sh
e does. If on

ly th
ey k

n
ew

 h
ow

 m
uch

 sh
e does. 

B
y th

e tim
e M

alfoy can
 gath

er h
is w

its, h
is eyes are w

aterin
g —

 bloodsh
ot. 

H
e tosses th

e flask
 aw

ay lik
e it’s red h

ot an
d splash

es lak
e w

ater on
to h

is face. 

A
n

d h
e does everyth

in
g h

e can
 n

ot to look
 at h

er. 

“It’s th
e caffein

e,” sh
e says, fin

ally. R
elen

ts. “It doesn
’t m

ix w
ith

 flam
e w

h
is-

k
ies. B

ecom
es sort of corrosive, really.” 

“D
o I look

 lik
e I care, G

ran
ger?” H

e w
ipes h

is m
outh

, glarin
g straigh

t ah
ead. 



T
h

at’s on
e th

in
g sh

e’s alw
ays k

n
ow

n
 about M

alfoy. H
is ego is ever so sen

sitive. 

Fragile. A
n

d it’s also on
e of th

e few
 th

in
gs sh

e doesn
’t blam

e h
im

 for. 

It’s a product of grow
in

g up w
ith

 L
ucius as a fath

er, n
o doubt. It’s th

e reason
 

h
e couldn

’t sh
ow

 up to Q
uidditch

 practice in
 Secon

d Y
ear w

ith
 a stan

dard 

broom
. W

h
y h

e couldn
’t stan

d to b
e bested by H

arry in
 D

uelin
g C

lub. W
h

y h
e 

ch
allen

ged B
uck

beak
. 

A
n

d sh
e th

in
k

s it’s w
h

y h
e n

ever corrects th
e on

es w
h

o call h
im

 a m
urderer. 

B
ecause h

e failed to k
ill D

um
bledore, an

d it w
as an

 em
barrassm

en
t to h

im
. T

o 

h
is fam

ily. 

M
alfoy can

’t bear to b
e em

barrassed. 

Sh
e’s surprised w

h
en

 sh
e fin

ds h
erself exten

din
g an

 arm
. H

oldin
g out th

e 

th
erm

os to h
im

. 

H
e jerk

s to th
e side at first, w

h
en

 h
e sees it. Sh

oots h
er a look

 of sh
ock

, an
d 

th
en

 of suspicion
. A

n
d th

en
, of course, h

e sn
eers. L

ets som
e poison

 out. “I’m
 n

ot 

drin
k

in
g th

at. N
ot w

h
en

 you’ve put your M
udblood m

outh
 on

 it.” 

Sh
e clen

ch
es h

er teeth
, breath

in
g in

. “Y
es, an

d I’m
 lettin

g a D
eath

 E
ater 

touch
 it —

 can
 you im

agin
e?” Sh

e h
olds it out furth

er. Flares h
er n

ostrils. In
sists. 

It’s on
e of th

e few
 tim

es sh
e’s seen

 M
alfoy look

 absolutely dum
bfoun

ded. 

W
ith

 th
ose sullen

 eyes w
ide an

d th
ose pale lips sligh

tly parted. Stran
ger yet is h

is 

respon
se. 

H
e sh

uts h
is m

outh
. H

is A
dam

’s apple bob
s as h

e sw
allow

s. A
n

d th
en

 h
e clears 

h
is th

roat an
d tak

es th
e th

erm
os out of h

er h
an

d. “Fin
e, th

en
,” h

e says. “H
ave it 

your w
ay. C

h
eers, G

ran
ger.” 

A
n

d h
e tak

es a sip.

A
n

d sh
e th

rusts h
er h

ead back
 up too fast —

 feels th
e blood rush

 out an
d for 

a m
om

en
t th

in
gs tin

t black
. Sh

e laugh
s a little as th

e w
h

ole room
 flips before 

h
er eyes, th

rustin
g both

 h
an

ds out in
 fron

t of h
er to regain

 balan
ce. T

h
e B

utter-

b
eer teeters but sh

e saves it. Saves it faster th
an

 sh
e saved h

erself. 

“P
h

ew
,” sh

e flash
es h

im
 a grin

. “T
h

at w
as close.” 

“W
h

at are you doin
g h

ere, G
ran

ger?” A
n

d n
ow

 h
is voice is all seriousn

ess. 

Sh
e sh

rugs. “I saw
 a ligh

t.” 

“Y
ou w

eren
’t follow

in
g m

e?” 

Sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. G

iggles —
 h

asn
’t giggled so m

uch
 sin

ce ch
ildh

ood, 

m
aybe. “D

o you k
n

ow
, M

alfoy, I th
in

k
 you an

d I m
igh

t just k
eep en

din
g up in

 

th
e sam

e place at th
e sam

e tim
e.” Sh

e w
iggles h

er eyebrow
s at h

im
. “D

’you k
n

ow
? 

L
ik

e —
” sh

e h
iccups, “coin

ciden
ce. O

r—
” an

oth
er h

iccup, “fate.” 

“Fate?” H
is ton

e is sk
eptical. Face even

 m
ore so, w

h
en

 sh
e m

an
ages to look

 at 

it. B
ut th

ere’s som
eth

in
g un

der it —
 m

aybe th
e h

in
t of a laugh

 or a sm
ile. T

h
e 

sligh
test h

in
t of h

um
or. Sh

e can
’t b

e sure. “Just h
ow

 m
uch

 h
ave you h

ad, 

G
ran

ger?” 

H
er gaze sn

aps from
 h

is m
outh

 to h
is eyes, an

d sh
e stares at h

im
 blan

k
ly for 

a m
om

en
t. T

h
en

 sh
e sm

iles. A
 deep, m

isch
ievous sm

ile. Sh
e h

olds up th
e jug, 

w
h

ich
 h

as about a cen
tim

eter left in
 it, an

d sw
in

gs it in
 fron

t of h
im

, victorious. 

“Y
ou’ll h

ate yourself in
 th

e m
orn

in
g,” h

e says. 

“I h
ate m

yself every m
orn

in
g.” 

A
 dull silen

ce follow
s. O

n
e th

at’s m
uted an

d th
ick

. Sh
e realizes sh

e’s look
in

g 

dow
n

 at th
e surface of th

e table, an
d h

er ch
eek

s are pin
k

 —
 n

ot just w
ith

 th
e 

flush
 of alcoh

ol. Sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 w

h
y sh

e said it. D
idn

’t w
an

t to say it. 

W
h

en
 sh

e look
s back

 up at h
im

, h
is expression

 is tigh
t on

ce m
ore, th

is tim
e 

draw
n

 in
 aroun

d h
is eyes. It’s sort of a m

ix of con
fusion

 an
d som

eth
in

g else. 

C
on

cern
? N

o, th
at’s th

e B
utterbeer again

. 

“G
ran

ger…
” h

e starts. 

“M
m

-m
m

,” sh
e sh

ak
es h

er h
ead. O

pen
s h

er m
outh

 to say I didn
’t m

ean
 th

at, 

but w
h

at com
es out is, “I don

’t w
an

t to talk
 about it.” A

n
d sh

e sits back
, upset 

w
ith

 h
erself, brow

s furrow
in

g. “T
h

at’s n
ot—

” sh
e tries again

. “I’m
 —

 I’m
 



“G
ran

ger, w
h

at th
e bloody h

ell’s th
e m

atter w
ith

 you?” 

Sh
e sigh

s as th
e giggles fade, w

ipin
g h

er eyes an
d lettin

g M
alfoy com

e back
 

in
to focus. “I ask

ed first.” 

“A
sk

ed w
h

at?” H
is eyebrow

s are very fun
n

y w
h

en
 th

ey pin
ch

 togeth
er lik

e 

th
at. T

h
ey tw

itch
 a bit w

ith
 th

e force of h
is con

fusion
. A

n
d it’s rath

er fun
 to 

con
fuse h

im
. 

“A
re you…

” h
er h

an
d fin

ds th
e jug again

, liftin
g it to h

er m
outh

, “follow
-

in
g…

” sh
e sips but doesn

’t break
 th

eir eye con
tact —

 sw
allow

s, “m
e?” 

M
alfoy look

s n
on

plussed. Splutters for a m
om

en
t, h

an
d fallin

g out of h
is 

pock
et. So, sh

e’s n
ot a th

reat? In
terestin

g, sh
e th

in
k

s. 

“Y
ou…

I—
you’re th

e on
e w

h
o k

eeps turn
in

g up everyw
h

ere I go.” 

Sh
e click

s h
er ton

gue at h
im

. “W
h

o says it’s n
ot th

e oth
er w

ay aroun
d?” 

“G
ran

ger, are you com
pletely sm

ash
ed?” 

Sh
e yan

k
s th

e jug back
 up for an

oth
er sip, sh

ootin
g h

im
 a dirty look

. “W
h

at 

a rude assum
ption

 to m
ak

e.” B
ut after an

oth
er gulp, sh

e h
ears h

erself say, “Y
es. 

Q
uite.” T

h
en

 sh
e th

rusts th
e jug out tow

ard h
im

. “H
ere. H

ave som
e.” 

M
alfoy studies h

er for a m
om

en
t —

 gives h
er a on

ce over w
ith

 sh
arp eyes an

d 

th
en

 w
rin

k
les h

is n
ose w

h
en

 h
e look

s back
 at th

e jug. “B
utterbeer is for ch

il-

dren
.” 

Sh
e sn

orts. A
 loud sn

ort. A
 very un

-H
erm

ion
e sn

ort. “Seem
s to b

e w
ork

in
g 

just fin
e for m

e.” 

H
is expression

 rem
ain

s tigh
t an

d suspicious for a m
om

en
t lon

ger, th
en

 goes 

lax an
d so does h

e. H
e lean

s back
 again

st th
e w

in
dow

sill beh
in

d h
im

, diam
on

d-

sh
aped pan

es m
ak

in
g a k

aleidoscope of h
is reflection

 as h
e m

oves. “I can
 see 

th
at.” H

e stuffs both
 h

an
ds in

to h
is pock

ets. “H
ow

 very —
 you. T

o get drun
k

 off 

B
utterbeer.” 

Sh
e sn

iffs at h
im

. Sets dow
n

 th
e jug an

d braces both
 h

an
ds on

 th
e table to 

h
eave h

erself up. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e sits cross-legged, lean

in
g on

 h
er palm

s. Sh
e lets 

h
er h

ead h
an

g back
 for a m

om
en

t, en
joyin

g th
e w

ay it m
ak

es th
e w

orld spin
. 

“I’ve decided n
ot to b

e offen
ded b

y you ton
igh

t, M
alfoy. N

ot on
e bit.” 

“M
ature of you,” h

e draw
ls. 

 

Septem
ber 

21st, 
1998 

D
iary, 

N
ot 

that 
it 
m
atters, 

but 
M
uggle 

w
hiskey 

doesn
’t 
taste 

all 
that 

bad
 
in 

coffee. 

P
rom

pt: 
W
hat 

is 
your 

favorite 
happy 

m
em
ory? 

See? 
I
 
hate 

this 
shit. 

W
hy 

d
o 
you 

care? 
Y
ou 

d
on
’t 

—
 
that’s 

easy. 
I
 
know

 
you 

d
on
’t. 

A
nd
 
for 

the 
record

, 
I
 
d
on
’t 

feel 
healed

 

at 
all. 

N
one 

of 
this 

is 
helping 

m
e. 
N
one 

of 
it’s 

taking 
any 

of 

it 
aw
ay. 

W
hat’s 

the 
point? 

M
y 
favorite 

m
em
ory 

isn
’t 

even 
a 
happy 

m
em
ory 

anym
ore. 

I
t 

can
’t 

be, 
thanks 

to 
people 

like 
you. 

T
hanks 

to 
your 

sid
e. 
B
ecause 

m
y 
favorite 

m
em
ory 

is 
m
y 
m
um
 
m
aking 

lem
on 

tarts 
for 

m
e 
w
hen 

I
 
w
as 

eight 
and

 
F
ather 

w
as 

out 
and 

it 
w
as 

raining. 
She 

sat 
by 

m
e 
on 

the 
sofa 

in 
the 

parlor 
and

 
let 

m
e 
play 

w
ith 

m
y 
noisiest 

toys 
for 

hours 
because 

F
ather 

w
asn

’t 
there 

to 
insist 

on 
silence. 

O
n 

d
ecorum

. 
A
nd
 
—
 
and

 
w
e 
w
ent 

for 
a 
w
alk. 

I
n 
the 

rain. 
G
ot 

w
et. 

G
ot 

covered
 
in 

m
ud
. 
T
racked

 
it 

into 
the 

foyer 
and 

d
id
n
’t 

care. 
M
um
 
w
as 

happy. 
I
 
w
as 

happy. 

A
nd
 
now

 
she’s 

on 
house 

arrest 
and 

F
ather 

is 
in 

prison. 

So 
I
 
d
on
’t 

have 
a 
favorite 

happy 
m
em
ory, 

yeah? 
H
ope 

it 
gives 

you 
a 
good

 
laugh. 

D
raco 



  

Septem
ber 26th

, 1998 

 

S
M

A
L

L
 M

E
R

C
IE

S. 

T
h

ey still exist, in
 depleted n

um
bers. A

n
d today, th

ey com
e in

 th
e form

 of 

M
adam

 P
om

frey. 

 M
iss G

ranger, 

I was informed by Professor S
lughorn that it was you who assisted with the brewing of antidotes for my stores 

last week, and I must say I was most impressed by their strength. S
hould you have any interest, I would like 

to offer you a temporary position in the Hospital W
ing. You would be working closely at my side, every other day 

of the week after lessons, assisting with antidotes, healing spells and experimental projects. 

Headmaster M
cG

onagall supports the idea, and should the situation arise, she says she will be happy to excuse 

you from lessons during periods of high volume in the Hospital W
ing. 

A position like this could put you well on your way to a prestigious career at S
t. M

ungo’s, if Healing is a 

future interest of yours. 

I hope you will consider. 

S
incerely, 

Poppy Pomfrey 

B
ut th

ere’s torch
ligh

t ah
ead, in

 th
e back

 stack
s. A

 section
 devoted to th

e 

D
ark

 A
rts. Sh

e loves th
at section

. 

Follow
in

g th
e pattern

 of th
e floor lik

e a gam
e of h

opscotch
, sh

e m
ak

es h
er 

w
ay over, n

ursin
g th

e B
utterbeer. Sh

e doesn
’t tak

e it far from
 h

er lips. B
ook

s re-

sortin
g th

em
selves fly past h

er an
d over h

er h
ead. O

n
e n

early k
n

ock
s h

er over. 

B
ut sh

e dodges, sk
ips again

, trips an
d th

en
 sort of tum

bles in
to th

e corn
er 

w
h

ere th
e ligh

t is, a loud giggle bubblin
g up out of h

er th
roat. 

A
 ch

air screech
es, but sh

e’s h
alf-spraw

led across a study table an
d h

as to righ
t 

h
erself first to get a sen

se of h
er surroun

din
gs. Sh

e straigh
ten

s. Staggers h
er feet 

for balan
ce an

d th
rusts h

er curls out of h
er face. 

“I k
n

ew
 it w

ould b
e you,” sh

e says blun
tly, w

aggin
g a fin

ger at h
im

. 

M
alfoy is, of course, th

e source of th
e ligh

t. H
e’s got a lan

tern
 on

 th
e table 

beside h
im

, castin
g ligh

t across a rath
er large stack

 of book
s. E

ven
 in

 h
er state, 

sh
e doesn

’t m
iss th

e pop of color —
 of purple off to th

e side. T
h

e ever-m
ysterious 

journ
al is h

ere. A
n

d so is h
e. 

H
e’s still in

 h
is sch

ool th
in

gs. W
h

ite sh
irt. G

reen
 tie. W

ere it daytim
e, every-

th
in

g w
ould look

 rath
er n

orm
al. 

B
ut it’s th

e m
iddle of th

e n
igh

t. 

Sh
e’s startled h

im
, an

d h
e’s up out of h

is seat, on
e h

an
d sh

oved in
to h

is pock
et 

—
 clutch

in
g h

is w
an

d, n
o doubt. A

n
d sh

e really can
’t put togeth

er h
is expres-

sion
, but m

aybe th
at’s th

e B
utterbeer at w

ork
. 

“A
re you follow

in
g m

e, M
r. M

alfoy?” sh
e slurs. It soun

ds alrigh
t com

in
g out 

to h
er ears, but sh

e h
as to recogn

ize th
at th

e w
orld is sort of sidew

ays at th
e m

o-

m
en

t. H
er speech

 probably is, too. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e says. A

gain
, lik

e a statem
en

t of fact. W
h

y does h
e say it lik

e 

th
at? A

n
d th

en
, “W

h
at th

e fuck
?” 

Sh
e sw

ays. D
ecides to lean

 back
 again

st th
e table a little. A

n
d sh

e tak
es an

-

oth
er sw

ig of B
utterbeer before settin

g th
e jug dow

n
. “T

h
e L

ibrary is closed,” sh
e 

says, curt. O
fficial. B

ut th
en

 sh
e h

iccups —
 an

d th
en

 sh
e laugh

s again
. D

issolves 

in
to a sm

all fit of giggles because, really, it’s so w
on

derful to laugh
 lik

e th
is. Sh

e’s 

m
issed th

is. T
h

is side of h
er. K

n
ow

s th
at, com

e tom
orrow

, it’ll b
e gon

e again
. 



P
eople —

 frien
ds, fam

ily —
 are still dead. 

Sh
e tak

es an
oth

er sw
ig of B

utterbeer to ch
ase aw

ay th
ose th

ough
ts. R

on
 

sm
iles at h

er from
 across th

e circle. Sh
e gives h

im
 a h

alf-sm
ile back

 —
 a 

drun
k

en
, lopsided, n

ot-quite sm
ile. 

“R
igh

t, you lot!” calls Seam
us. “It’s tim

e for th
e tradition

al T
ruth

—
” h

e 

th
rusts h

is bottle of Firew
h

isk
ey in

to th
e air, slosh

in
g som

e of it on
to th

e red 

velvet couch
es, “or D

are!” 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e realizes abruptly th

at sh
e sh

ould’ve been
 plan

n
in

g h
er escape 

a lon
g tim

e ago. B
ecause th

ey play T
ruth

 or D
are w

ith
 V

eritaserum
 an

d —
 w

ell, 

sh
e h

ates th
e gam

e to begin
 w

ith
. C

an
’t even

 im
agin

e w
h

at it m
ust be lik

e to b
e 

forced to tell th
e truth

, w
h

ich
 is th

e on
ly option

 sh
e ever pick

s. 

So, un
der th

e cover of th
e m

ass of rearran
gin

g bodies an
d th

e ch
aos of alco-

h
ol-fueled w

h
oops an

d h
ollers, sh

e tak
es h

er leave. Slips out from
 ben

eath
 

H
arry’s arm

, past D
ean

 an
d N

eville, an
d th

rough
 th

e corridor to th
e portrait 

h
ole. 

T
h

e un
crow

ded air of th
e h

all is n
ice —

 sh
e gulps it dow

n
, pleasan

tly sur-

prised to fin
d th

e jug of B
utterbeer still clutch

ed in
 h

er fist. Sh
e giggles dow

n
 at 

it. L
ifts it up to see it in

 th
e ligh

t, w
atch

in
g th

e w
arm

-colored liquid sw
irl again

st 

th
e glass. 

It m
ak

es h
er lean

 back
 too far —

 sen
ds h

er stum
blin

g an
d trippin

g a little. 

Sh
e sk

ips to a h
alt. R

egain
s h

er balan
ce an

d begin
s to w

alk
 across th

e carpet as 

th
ough

 on
 a balan

ce beam
, laugh

in
g to h

erself all th
e w

h
ile. O

n
e foot across th

e 

oth
er. H

an
ds up at h

er sides. T
ippin

g th
is w

ay. T
ippin

g th
at w

ay. 

Sh
e h

asn
’t felt th

is ligh
t in

 a lon
g tim

e. 

A
n

d sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 sh

e gets dow
n

 th
e stairs. B

ut, som
eh

ow
, sh

e con
-

tin
ues h

er balan
cin

g act all th
e w

ay to th
e first floor corridor. C

on
tin

ues sk
ip-

pin
g an

d tiptoein
g un

til sh
e sees un

usual ligh
t in

 th
e en

tryw
ay to th

e L
ibrary. 

A
n

d so sh
e tiptoes in

 —
 careen

s to on
e side h

alfw
ay across th

e th
resh

old an
d 

spills a little B
utterbeer on

 h
er jean

s. L
augh

s, because it’s h
ilarious. W

h
at little 

rem
ain

s of h
er ration

al brain
 rem

in
ds h

er th
at th

e L
ibrary is closed —

 or sh
ould 

b
e. 

 T
h

e letter is on
 h

er w
in

dow
sill in

 th
e m

orn
in

g w
h

en
 sh

e w
ak

es, lik
ely delivered 

b
y an

 ow
l in

 th
e n

igh
t —

 an
d it’s th

e first good n
ew

s sh
e’s h

ad in
 n

early a m
on

th
. 

T
h

e first sin
ce sh

e’s b
een

 back
 at H

ogw
arts. 

Sh
e reads it tw

ice. T
h

ree tim
es. Sets it dow

n
 for a m

om
en

t an
d reads it a 

fourth
. M

adam
 P

om
frey is k

n
ow

n
 to b

e very particular about h
er w

ork
. H

erm
i-

on
e h

as n
ever seen

 a studen
t assistin

g h
er in

 th
e H

ospital W
in

g before. 

It’s a com
plim

en
t —

 a large on
e, as w

ell as an
 in

credible opportun
ity. Sh

e 

k
n

ow
s th

at’s th
e im

portan
t part. B

ut m
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g, to h
er, it’s a distrac-

tion
. A

n
 escape. 

A
 ch

an
ce to b

e at H
ogw

arts w
ith

out tryin
g to relive th

e past. A
 ch

an
ce to do 

som
eth

in
g m

ean
in

gful, rath
er th

an
 study w

h
at sh

e’s already read —
 test w

h
at 

sh
e already k

n
ow

s. It’s n
ew

. It’s differen
t. 

H
er reply is a scraw

led m
ess of excitem

en
t an

d an
ticipation

, an
d it’s far from

 

subtle w
ith

 regard to w
h

en
 sh

e sh
ould start. Sh

e fin
ds h

erself practically flyin
g 

to th
e O

w
lery to sen

d it, w
ak

in
g up portraits left an

d righ
t from

 th
eir early 

m
orn

in
g sleep. 

It’s a ch
an

ce. A
 ch

an
ce to feel n

orm
al again

. O
n

e sh
e can

’t let slip by. 

Sh
e scam

pers up th
e feath

er-laden
 steps, actually able to en

joy —
 for on

ce —
 

th
e crisp m

orn
in

g air again
st h

er face. B
ut it’s sh

ort-lived. B
ecause as sh

e roun
ds 

th
e corn

er th
rough

 th
e doorw

ay, sh
e collides w

ith
 h

im
. K

n
ow

s h
is voice from

 

th
e m

uffled ”—
bleedin

g fuckin
g h

ell—
” th

at com
es out on

 th
eir w

ay dow
n

. 

T
h

ey h
it th

e ston
e h

ard, lan
din

g in
 feath

ers an
d ow

l droppin
gs, an

d M
alfoy 

is back
 up on

 h
is feet in

 th
e very n

ext in
stan

t. H
e w

ipes at h
is trousers w

ith
 all 

th
e pan

ic of an
 aristocrat in

 expen
sive cloth

es —
 because th

at’s w
h

at h
e is, after 

all —
 but it’s th

e flash
es of purple in

 h
is h

an
d th

at draw
 h

er eye. 

“T
h

e fuck
’s th

e m
atter w

ith
 you, G

ran
ger?” M

alfoy sn
aps, droppin

g h
is arm

s 

an
d glarin

g dow
n

 at h
er on

 th
e floor. 

H
er eyes follow

 th
e journ

al, th
ough

, dan
glin

g from
 h

is fin
gers at h

is side. 

T
h

e curiosity sh
e’d felt th

at m
orn

in
g at break

fast h
adn

’t died, as it turn
s out, 



lik
e sh

e’d th
ough

t. B
ecause it’s back

 w
ith

 a ven
gean

ce n
ow

, an
d sh

e fin
ds h

erself 

subduin
g th

e peculiar urge to sw
ipe it out of h

is h
an

d. 

“O
i. G

ran
ger. K

n
ock

 a screw
 loose, did you?” M

alfoy w
aves h

is free h
an

d in
 

h
er face. 

T
h

e last tim
e sh

e’d seen
 h

im
 outside of classes h

ad been
 at th

e B
lack

 L
ak

e. 

H
e’d tak

en
 a ten

tative sip of h
er B

aileys an
d coffee an

d been
 un

able to h
ide th

e 

sm
all spark

 of surprise —
 of in

terest —
 from

 crossin
g h

is face. So h
e’d h

an
ded it 

back
. W

iped h
is m

outh
. G

iven
 h

er a stran
ge, im

perceptible n
od an

d th
en

 h
e’d 

leapt to h
is feet an

d w
alk

ed back
 to th

e castle. 

W
ith

out an
oth

er w
ord. 

Sh
e can

’t h
elp but th

in
k

 h
e look

s w
orse th

an
 usual today. T

h
e sk

in
 un

der h
is 

eyes is a dark
er purple th

an
 sh

e’s seen
 before, an

d h
e just —

 h
e seem

s cold. It 

practically radiates off of h
im

. H
is breath

 steam
s in

 th
e air, m

ore th
an

 h
ers, an

d 

h
is lips are blue an

d h
is n

ose is just th
e fain

test sh
ade of pin

k
. 

H
e distracts h

er from
 h

er th
ough

ts b
y crouch

in
g dow

n
 —

 pin
ch

in
g th

e letter 

sh
e h

adn
’t k

n
ow

n
 sh

e’d dropped betw
een

 h
is pale fin

gers. For a m
om

en
t, sh

e 

does n
oth

in
g, w

atch
in

g as h
e break

s th
e seal an

d un
folds it. B

ut th
en

, as h
is eyes 

sh
ift back

 an
d forth

, sh
e com

es to h
er sen

ses. 

Sn
atch

in
g it back

, sh
e stum

bles to h
er feet, “Y

ou can
’t just read oth

er people’s 

letters, M
alfoy.” Sh

e w
ipes ow

l feath
ers off h

er back
side. “It’s rude.” 

“I’d n
o idea your h

an
dw

ritin
g w

as so un
refin

ed.” H
e sm

irk
s, “U

n
lik

e th
e rest 

of you. In
tern

in
g w

ith
 M

adam
 P

om
frey, are you?” 

“W
h

at’s it m
atter to you?” 

E
very tim

e th
ey speak

, sh
e fin

ds h
e brin

gs out an
 absurd level of defen

siven
ess 

in
 h

er. Sh
e feels alm

ost as if sh
e n

eeds to cover up. H
ide an

y secrets or un
pleasan

t 

truth
s because h

e’ll fin
d th

em
 an

d use th
em

. E
very tim

e th
ey speak

, it feels lik
e 

a battle. 

T
h

ese are th
eir w

ar tactics. 

D
ism

issal. “It doesn
’t,” h

e says. 

D
eflection

. “A
n

d w
h

at’s th
at you’re carryin

g aroun
d, an

yw
ay?” H

erm
ion

e 

folds h
er arm

s over h
er ch

est. T
urn

s up h
er n

ose. ”I’d n
o idea purple w

as in
 your 

like 
I
’m
 
in 

H
ell. 

A
nd
 
if 
I
 
get 

one 
m
ore 

dirty 
look 

from
 
those 

fucking 
P
atil 

sisters 
or 
hear 

one 
m
ore 

fucking 
w
ord
 
from

 
that 

I
rish 

prat, 
m
y 
patience 

w
ill 

be 
spent. 

A
nd
 
I
’ve 

been 
very, 

very 
patient 

thus 
far. 

P
rom

pt: 
“W
ho 

m
akes 

you 
sm
ile?” 

Send
 
m
e 
a 
new

 
prom

pt, 
I
’m
 
not 

even 
going 

to 
bother 

w
ith 

this 

one. D
raco 

  

O
ctober 2n

d, 1998 

 S
H

E
 W

E
N

T
 B

A
C

K
 FO

R
 T

H
E

 L
E

T
T

E
R

 L
A

T
E

R
 T

H
A

T
 D

A
Y

 —
 D

ID
N

’T
 FIN

D
 IT. W

h
ich

 just 

com
plicated everyth

in
g. B

ecause M
adam

 P
om

frey respon
ded th

e n
ext day. Sen

t 

h
er a w

ork
 sch

edule, begin
n

in
g th

e follow
in

g w
eek

. 

W
h

ich
 m

ean
t th

at he sen
t it for h

er. 

M
alfoy. 

A
n

d th
at didn

’t m
ak

e an
y sen

se at all. 

Sh
e’s b

een
 w

on
derin

g about it for days —
 w

on
ders about it still, even

 n
ow

, 

w
ith

 a h
alf em

pty jug of B
utterbeer dan

glin
g from

 on
e h

an
d an

d H
arry’s arm

 

slun
g aroun

d h
er oth

er sh
oulder. T

h
ey’re sin

gin
g a son

g in
 th

e G
ryffin

dor com
-

m
on

 room
. Som

e drun
k

en
, boisterous revelry sh

e doesn
’t k

n
ow

 th
e w

ords to, but 

all of th
e Seven

th
 Y

ears h
ave join

ed in
 an

d even
 som

e of th
e Sixth

 Y
ears, an

d it’s 

a Friday n
igh

t an
d som

eh
ow

 H
arry con

vin
ced h

er to stay. T
o en

joy it. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s on

ly capable because sh
e starts w

ith
 M

adam
 P

om
frey tom

or-

row
. K

n
ow

s th
at’s th

e on
ly reason

 th
e ever-loom

in
g dark

n
ess isn

’t quite visible 

just n
ow

. 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t sin

g. 

Sh
e just sw

ays alon
g w

ith
 th

e rest of th
em

 an
d drin

k
s h

er fair sh
are, an

d for 

on
ce, it’s n

ice to forget about everyth
in

g. T
o ign

ore th
e fact th

at th
is is just pre-

ten
din

g. T
h

at it w
on

’t m
ak

e an
y of it go aw

ay. T
h

at th
e w

ar still h
appen

ed. 



 

O
ctober 

1st, 
1998 

D
iary, 

A
t 
least 

it’s 
cold

er. 
T
he 

charm
s 
d
on
’t 

w
ear 

off 
as 

quickly. 

T
hat’s 

the 
only 

positive 
thought 

I
 
can 

give 
you, 

so 
take 

it 
or 

leave 
it. 

Starting 
another 

m
onth 

here 
feels 

like 
torture. 

I
t’s 

like 

looking 
a 
hangm

an
’s 
noose 

in 
the 

face. 
L
ike 

being 
cond

em
ned

. 
T
hese 

w
alls 

are 
too 

thick 
and 

too 
stained

 
w
ith 

fucking 
m
em
ories 

and 
I
 

feel 
like 

I
’m
 
in 

a 
blood

y 
prison. 

T
echnically 

speaking, 
it 

is 
a 
prison. 

I
’m
 
not 

here 
of 

m
y 
ow
n 

volition. 
I
’m
 
not 

free 
to 

leave 
if 

I
 
like. 

I
f 
you 

really 
think 

about 
it, 

a 
m
agical 

contract 
is 
a 
lot 

like 
prison. 

O
nly, 

this 
w
ay, 

m
ore 

people 
stare. 

W
hy 

d
id
n
’t 
you 

lot 
put 

m
e 
on 

house 
arrest, 

too? 
W
ith 

m
y 
m
um
? 

I
 
d
on
’t 

care 
about 

finishing 
school. 

A
bout 

furthering 
m
y 
ed
ucation. 

N
o 
one 

w
ill 

hire 
an 

ex-D
eath 

E
ater 

as 
it 
is, 

so 
w
hat’s 

the 
point? 

I
s 
it 

that 
you 

think 
w
e’ll 

conspire 
against 

the 
M
inistry 

together? 

C
om
e 
up 

w
ith 

som
e 
dastard

ly 
plan 

to 
break 

m
y 
F
ather 

out 
and 

escape 
to 

the 
further 

reaches 
of 

this 
blood

y 
E
arth? 

L
ike 

I
 
said

, 
I
 
d
on
’t 

have 
the 

energy. 

I
 
think 

you 
know

 
that, 

too 
—
 
w
hich 

lead
s 
m
e 
to 

believe 
that 

its 
m
ost 

d
efinitely 

punishm
ent 

you
’re 

after. 

W
ell, 

m
ore 

pow
er 

to 
you. 

Y
ou
’ve 

m
ad
e 
a 
fine 

choice. 
I
 
feel 

color w
h

eel.” 

Self-preservation
. “It isn

’t, G
ran

ger. I didn
’t pick

 it.” T
h

e bite in
 h

is ton
e 

sudden
ly dies. T

h
e h

eat. 

Idiotic, un
h

elpful, severely detrim
en

tal curiosity. “T
h

en
 w

h
o did?” 

Furth
er deflection

. “T
h

at’s n
on

e of your busin
ess, G

ran
ger.” 

In
tim

idation
. “Just let m

e—
” Sh

e’s sh
ock

ed at h
er ow

n
 audacity, but sh

e’s 

reach
in

g for it, an
d h

er fin
gers on

ly just m
an

age to brush
 again

st its purple cor-

n
er. A

ttack
. 

M
alfoy’s h

an
d clam

ps dow
n

 on
 h

er arm
 so h

ard th
at for a m

om
en

t all sh
e 

sees is w
h

ite. H
er ears rin

g. H
er h

ead sw
im

s. A
n

d sh
e can

 barely h
ear h

er ow
n

 

scream
. B

ecause th
ere’s pain

. U
n

fath
om

able, searin
g pain

 sh
ootin

g up h
er arm

 

from
 th

e scar h
e’s got sh

ack
led betw

een
 h

is fin
gers. P

ain
 so differen

t th
an

 it’s 

b
een

 in
 m

on
th

s. A
gon

y. Sh
e feels h

er k
n

ees w
obble. T

h
in

k
s th

ey m
igh

t give out. 

B
ut th

en
 M

alfoy lets go. 

A
n

d after a m
om

en
t, h

er vision
 return

s —
 slow

ly, lik
e it’s com

bin
g th

rough
 

a fog. 

Sh
e stum

bles back
w

ard, aw
ay from

 h
im

, cradlin
g h

er arm
. T

h
e scars h

ave 

open
ed up, an

d sh
e can

 feel h
ot blood seepin

g th
rough

 h
er sleeve. W

ith
 w

atery 

eyes, sh
e look

s up from
 it. T

ries to see M
alfoy’s face. 

A
n

d h
e’s stun

n
ed. Stun

n
ed to speech

lessn
ess, it seem

s. U
n

til, 

“G
ran

ger…
” 

T
h

e an
ger h

as m
elted from

 h
is expression

, leavin
g a sort of con

fused an
d 

jum
bled m

ess in
 its w

ak
e. 

“G
ran

ger…
I—

” H
e tak

es a step forw
ard. 

“D
on

’t,” sh
e sn

aps. H
er voice is full of acid an

d ven
om

. “D
on

’t you ever fuck
-

in
g touch

 m
e again

.” 

“G
ran

ger, I didn
’t k

n
ow

—
” 

“E
ver,” sh

e h
isses. 

B
ut sh

e k
n

ow
s. E

ven
 as sh

e turn
s on

 h
er h

eel an
d tak

es off dow
n

 th
e stairs 

leadin
g out of th

e O
w

lery. E
ven

 as sh
e bursts in

to h
er dorm

itory, h
ot tears 



stream
in

g dow
n

 h
er face, startlin

g a still-sleepin
g P

arvati. E
ven

 as sh
e th

rusts h
er 

stin
gin

g arm
 un

der th
e w

ater of th
e faucet in

 th
e lavatory an

d fran
tically w

ash
es 

aw
ay th

e fain
test trick

le of blood, sh
e k

n
ow

s sh
e’s overreactin

g. 

Sh
e provok

ed a frigh
ten

ed an
im

al. A
n

d it bit h
er. T

h
at’s th

e gist of it. 

Still, it h
ad felt good to scream

 at h
im

. H
on

estly. It’d felt lik
e un

leash
in

g all 

th
e pain

 an
d em

barrassm
en

t sh
e’d en

dured at h
is h

an
d in

 a m
atter of secon

ds. 

A
n

d it’d felt alm
ost as good as th

at pun
ch

 in
 T

h
ird Y

ear. 

Sh
e turn

s off th
e faucet. Stares dow

n
 at th

e fresh
ly scabbin

g letters on
 th

e 

in
side of h

er forearm
 an

d begin
s to gen

tly trace th
em

 w
ith

 th
e tip of h

er fin
ger. 

M
…

 

It m
ust b

e eith
er very im

portan
t or very private, w

h
atever h

e k
eeps in

 th
at 

journ
al. 

U
…

 

B
ut th

e O
w

lery is a very un
usual place to w

rite, sh
e th

in
k

s. It sm
ells foul, an

d 

th
e ow

ls are n
oisy an

d restless. T
h

ere’s n
o clean

 place to sit. N
o clean

 space to 

th
in

k
. W

h
y w

ould h
e go th

ere? 

D
…

 

U
n

less, of course, h
is in

ten
t is to get aw

ay from
 everyon

e —
 w

h
ich

, in
 th

at 

case, h
e pick

ed a very good spot. E
xcept, sh

e foun
d h

im
. Sh

e did. 

B
…

 

T
h

at day at th
e L

ak
e…

 

L
…

 

Sh
e’d th

ough
t sh

e’d gotten
 th

rough
 to h

im
, som

eh
ow

. A
lth

ough
, in

 w
h

at 

w
ay, sh

e isn
’t sure. Isn

’t even
 sure if sh

e’d w
an

ted to get th
rough

 to h
im

. If th
at’d 

even
 been

 som
eth

in
g sh

e w
as tryin

g to do. 

O
…

 

B
ut at th

e very least, sh
e’d felt sh

e un
derstood h

im
 a little better. T

h
at, per-

h
aps, th

ey’d even
 reach

ed som
e sort of m

utual un
derstan

din
g of on

e an
oth

er. 

T
h

eir tw
in

 n
eeds for silen

ce an
d solitude. For grievin

g an
d for th

eir ow
n

, sepa-

rate copin
g m

ech
an

ism
s. 

O
…

 

It h
ad even

 been
 n

ice to h
ave th

e com
pan

y for a m
om

en
t. B

ut th
en

 th
e m

o-

m
en

t en
ded —

 an
d h

e w
en

t back
 up to th

e castle. A
n

d n
ow

 th
ey’re back

 w
h

ere 

th
ey started. B

ack
 to h

atred. 

D
…

 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t h

ate h
im

, sh
e realizes. N

ot really. N
ot an

ym
ore. 

Sh
e doesn

’t h
ave th

e en
ergy. 

A
n

d perh
aps h

e’s n
o lon

ger so w
orth

y of h
ate. H

e’s —
 h

e’s despicable an
d 

arrogan
t an

d com
pletely foul-tem

pered. Stubborn
 an

d crass. B
ut h

e isn
’t tryin

g 

to preten
d th

e w
ar n

ever h
appen

ed. N
eith

er is h
e tryin

g to preten
d h

e w
asn

’t on
 

th
e w

ron
g side. 

Sh
e lets h

er arm
 go an

d collapses in
to a sloppy seat on

 th
e tile floor of th

e 

lavatory. 

It’s difficult to com
e to grips w

ith
 th

e fact th
at M

alfoy m
ay b

e m
ore h

on
est 

th
an

 all of th
em

, th
ese days. 

P
arvati pok

es h
er h

ead aroun
d th

e corn
er, h

air tousled w
ith

 sleep, fallin
g 

from
 its braid. “H

erm
ion

e? A
re you alrigh

t?” 

Sh
e sits up quick

ly, draggin
g h

er sleeve dow
n

 over h
er scar. “O

h
 —

 erm
, 

sorry, P
arvati. Y

es. Y
es, I’m

 fin
e. I’m

 sorry I w
ok

e you.” 

“A
re you h

urt?” 

Sh
e tw

ists th
e sleeve aw

ay from
 h

er sigh
t. “Just an

 old w
oun

d.” A
n

d sh
e gets 

to h
er feet, sudden

ly, deeply, h
orribly ash

am
ed of h

er beh
avior in

 th
ese past ten

 

m
in

utes. “I’ll h
ave M

adam
 P

om
frey tak

e a look
 at it.” 

A
n

d it’s on
ly after P

arvati leaves an
d sh

e’s look
in

g sidew
ays at h

erself in
 th

e 

m
irror th

at sh
e realizes sh

e left h
er letter on

 th
e O

w
lery floor.


