
H
erm

ion
e drops th

e flask
 in

 h
er h

an
d. It sh

atters on
 th

e flagston
e. 

“P
ut h

im
 h

ere! H
ere!” M

adam
 P

om
frey’s respon

se tim
e is quick

, lik
e a w

h
ip-

crack
, an

d sh
e’s guidin

g th
e studen

ts to lay h
im

 on
 th

e bare cot as sh
e rolls up 

h
er sleeves. 

H
erm

ion
e is frozen

. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, quickly.” P

oppy w
aves an

 arm
 beh

in
d h

er w
ith

out look
in

g, 

but w
h

en
 H

erm
ion

e doesn
’t m

ove sh
e w

h
ips aroun

d. Sn
aps in

 th
e air. ”N

ow
, girl 

—
 good gracious, get over h

ere!” 

H
erm

ion
e trips over h

er feet, steppin
g in

 glass as sh
e forces h

erself to m
ove 

to P
oppy’s side. 

M
alfoy is alw

ays pale. 

B
ut n

ot lik
e th

is. N
ow

, h
e is th

e color of th
e sh

eets h
e’s bein

g laid out on
, 

blen
din

g in
 lik

e cam
ouflage. A

ll of h
is vein

s are visible —
 h

e’s tran
slucen

t —
 

an
d sh

e can
 practically see th

em
 strugglin

g to h
old in

 w
h

at little blood is left. 

B
ut all of it —

 all of it —
 is pourin

g out, gush
in

g lik
e a river w

ith
out a dam

 from
 

h
is left arm

 an
d turn

in
g th

e w
h

ite sh
eets violen

tly red. 

T
h

e stretch
 of sk

in
 bearin

g th
e D

ark
 M

ark
 is gouged. C

arved in
to lik

e a slab 

of m
eat. B

lood is poolin
g on

 th
e floor ben

eath
 it w

h
ere it dan

gles off th
e side of 

th
e b

ed —
 flow

in
g dow

n
 th

e len
gth

 of h
is arm

 an
d in

to th
e palm

 of h
is h

an
d, 

before leak
in

g out betw
een

 h
is fin

gers. 

Sh
e feels h

er stom
ach

 roll. H
er gaze flits to h

is face. 

A
n

d h
e’s just starin

g. Straigh
t up, at th

e ceilin
g. H

is eyes are bloodsh
ot —

 

glassy, h
alf-lidded. H

aun
tin

gly dull. If th
e en

tirety of th
e situation

 w
ere re-

m
oved, h

e w
ould appear un

com
m

on
ly bored. 

H
e blin

k
s. Slow

ly. H
e’s con

scious. 

H
e’s con

scious. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger!” 

M
adam

 P
om

frey’s sh
arp voice jolts h

er lik
e a electric sh

ock
, an

d a m
om

en
t 

later sh
e’s soak

ed in
 w

arm
 blood, h

is arm
 braced in

 h
er h

an
ds. Sh

e sm
ears it on

 

th
e bedside table as sh

e fum
bles for E

ssen
ce of D

ittan
y. M

adam
 P

om
frey h

as 

sw
ept aside th

e h
alf-dozen

 Slyth
erin

s surroun
din

g th
em

 to stan
d at th

e foot of 

“Z
ach

arias—
” 

“I’m
 gay,” h

e rush
es. 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
s w

h
atever sen

ten
ce sh

e’d h
ad poised on

 th
e tip of h

er 

ton
gue. Z

ach
arias’s face blan

ch
es, an

d h
e glan

ces aroun
d n

ervously at th
e n

ow
 

em
pty corridor. 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
. Sh

uts it. M
uch

 lik
e a fish

. 

O
f all th

e w
ays sh

e’d expected th
is con

versation
 to go, th

is direction
 w

asn
’t 

on
 h

er m
ap. Sh

e’s torn
 betw

een
 relief an

d con
fusion

 —
 relief because h

e seem
s 

to b
e tak

in
g it all quite graciously, an

d con
fusion

 because —
 w

ell, w
h

y is h
e tell-

in
g h

er th
is? 

“A
lrigh

t,” is th
e first th

in
g sh

e can
 m

an
age. 

“I just —
 erm

, I th
ough

t it w
ouldn

’t b
e fair n

ot to tell you, con
siderin

g th
e 

feelin
gs you h

ave for m
e—

” 

“Z
ach

arias—
” 

“L
ik

e I said, I’m
 flattered. A

n
d h

on
estly —

 m
aybe if I w

asn
’t—

” 

“Z
ach

arias—
” 

“B
ut I am

, an
d I’m

 sort of con
fused b

y th
e w

h
ole rum

or, an
d I just—

” 

“Z
ach

arias!” sh
e sn

aps, an
d fin

ally h
is brow

n
 eyes focus on

 h
er an

d h
is m

outh
 

sn
aps sh

ut. W
h

at sh
e plan

s to say is very cut an
d dry. C

on
cise. A

 sort of ’it’s all a 

big m
istake, n

o h
ard feelin

gs, let’s part w
ays as frien

ds’ ordeal. B
ut w

h
at sh

e plan
s 

to say n
ever m

ak
es it past th

e back
 of h

er ton
gue. 

In
stead, th

is fin
ds its w

ay out —
 lik

e a rogue bludger: 

“It isn
’t you in

 th
e stories, it’s M

alfoy.” 

Sh
e feels h

er h
eart clen

ch
 dow

n
 on

 th
e blood in

side of it. A
 ripple of pan

ic 

sh
oots th

rough
 h

er as sh
e realizes w

h
at sh

e’s sayin
g, but sh

e fin
ds sh

e can
’t stop 

n
ow

 th
at sh

e’s started. 

“Frien
ds of m

in
e saw

 us —
 at th

e B
all. A

n
d th

ey jum
ped to th

eir ow
n

 con
-

clusion
s. I on

ly said it w
as you to protect m

yself.” 

Z
ach

arias look
s as th

ough
 h

e’s b
een

 petrified. Sh
e isn

’t feelin
g m

uch
 better. 

Feels foolish
 m

ost of all, con
siderin

g h
e’s som

eon
e sh

e doesn
’t even

 k
n

ow
 if sh

e 

can
 trust. 



O
f all people to tell…

 

Sh
e’s m

en
tally h

exin
g h

erself for th
e en

tirety of th
e silen

ce. 

T
h

en
 Z

ach
arias com

es back
 to life. “E

rm
…

” h
e says. H

e’s off to a good start. 

“R
igh

t, yeah
 —

 ok
ay.” T

h
en

 h
e seem

s to do a m
en

tal double-tak
e. H

is brow
s 

k
n

it togeth
er. “W

ait, n
o —

 you an
d—

” 

“M
alfoy, yes,” sh

e exh
ales. L

ets out h
er first deep breath

 in
 alm

ost h
alf a m

i-

n
ute. Sh

e sudden
ly feels ligh

ter. B
ut perh

aps th
at’s on

ly because h
e h

asn
’t run

 off 

cack
lin

g yet, preparin
g to divulge h

er secret to th
e en

tire studen
t body. 

N
o, h

e’s on
ly scrubbin

g at th
e space above h

is n
ose as th

ough
 h

e’s got a m
i-

grain
e. 

C
ould b

e w
orse. 

“M
alfoy?” h

e says again
, an

d h
is ton

e is som
ew

h
ere on

 th
e fen

ce betw
een

 h
or-

rified an
d in

credulous. ”R
eally?” 

Sh
e purses h

er lips. H
eaves out an

oth
er large breath

. H
er gaze drops to h

er 

feet. “Fascin
atin

g.” 

H
er eyes sn

ap back
 up. A

n
d sudden

ly Z
ach

arias look
s rath

er excited, th
ough

 

sh
e can

’t fath
om

 w
h

y. “W
h

at?” 

“Sorry, sorry,” h
e squin

ts, laugh
in

g to h
im

self as h
e seem

s to try to reorgan
ize 

h
is th

ough
ts,  

“I just —
 w

ow
. A

m
azin

g. I n
ever could’ve pictured —

” 

“Y
es, I k

n
ow

.” 

“W
h

at an
 odd pairin

g —
” 

“M
m

-h
m

.” 

“I m
ean

, after everyth
in

g —
” 

“Z
ach

arias, I’ve already gon
e th

rough
 all of th

is in
 m

y ow
n

 h
ead. P

lease.” 

A
gain

, h
is eyes refocus, an

d after less th
an

 five m
in

utes talk
in

g to h
im

, sh
e 

h
as an

 excellen
t grip on

 h
is person

ality. Scattered. B
ash

ful. U
n

focused an
d spo-

radic. H
arm

less. A
 bit lik

e L
un

a, actually. “R
igh

t, yeah
...sorry.” 

A
t th

e back
 of h

er m
in

d, sh
e w

on
ders h

ow
 m

an
y h

earts it’d break
 in

 

G
ryffin

dor if it got out th
at h

e w
as gay. A

t least th
ree, off th

e top of h
er h

ead. 

righ
t to b

e. 

Sh
e sh

ouldn
’t h

ave said th
e th

in
gs sh

e said to h
im

. Sh
ouldn

’t h
ave en

cour-

aged th
is silly attraction

 of th
eirs, w

h
en

 w
h

at sh
e’d k

n
ow

n
 w

ould h
appen

 all 

alon
g in

 h
er h

eart h
ad h

appen
ed n

ot five m
in

utes later. 

A
side from

 th
e tim

e sh
e fell off a playh

ouse as a ch
ild —

 saw
 h

er ow
n

 bon
e 

juttin
g out th

rough
 th

e sk
in

 of h
er leg —

 M
alfoy is tied to every h

orror in
 h

er 

past. M
alfoy M

an
or lives in

 h
is eyes an

d in
 h

is touch
 an

d in
 h

is voice, an
d sh

e w
as 

foolish
 to ever th

in
k

 differen
tly. 

Still —
 even

 th
e logic of th

is can
’t preven

t h
er from

 w
orryin

g. 

G
in

n
y is an

oth
er prob

lem
. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad an
 in

k
lin

g th
at sh

e doubted h
er relation

sh
ip w

ith
 Z

ach
arias, 

an
d n

ow
 th

at it’s proven
 to b

e so sh
ort-lived, th

e suspicion
 in

 h
er eyes h

as dou-

bled. H
alf th

e tim
e, durin

g m
eals, H

erm
ion

e fin
ds th

e pretty w
itch

’s gaze slidin
g 

over h
er, an

d it m
ak

es h
er secon

d guess each
 bite. 

Sh
e h

as to lay low
. Sh

e h
as to stay aw

ay from
 Z

ach
arias —

 aw
ay from

 M
alfoy 

at all costs. N
o, in

 fact —
 sh

e th
in

k
s sh

e h
as to stay aw

ay from
 everyon

e, for a 

w
h

ile. T
h

in
gs h

ad been
 sim

plest an
d safest tow

ard th
e begin

n
in

g of term
, w

h
en

 

sh
e’d k

ept m
ostly to h

erself. 

It’ll seem
 lik

e a regression
 to h

er frien
ds, n

o doubt. B
ut a n

ecessary on
e. T

h
e 

H
erm

ion
e th

ey’d becom
e accustom

ed to —
 brok

en
 an

d un
excitin

g an
d em

pty, 

lik
e a sh

ell —
 w

ell, sh
e isn

’t m
uch

 but sh
e’s certain

ly safe. 

Y
es, revertin

g back
 to h

er old w
ays seem

s lik
e a brillian

t plan
. 

For all of tw
en

ty secon
ds. 

Sh
e’s brew

in
g Sk

ele-G
ro for M

adam
 P

om
frey, quietly lost in

 all of th
ese 

th
ough

ts, w
h

en
 it starts. A

 slow
-buildin

g raucous, som
ew

h
ere dow

n
 th

e h
all 

from
 th

e H
ospital W

in
g. Sh

outin
g, scufflin

g, several sets of desperate footfalls. 

Sh
e an

d P
oppy glan

ce up at th
e sam

e tim
e, an

d som
eh

ow
, in

stin
ctively, P

oppy 

k
n

ow
s to clear off th

e cot sh
e’s stan

din
g beside. 

A
 m

om
en

t later, a h
uddled m

ass of studen
ts com

es careen
in

g aroun
d th

e cor-

n
er th

rough
 th

e en
tryw

ay. 

“P
om

frey, P
om

frey —
 h

elp!” N
ott is sh

outin
g. 



 

N
ovem

ber 
25th, 

1998 

D
iary, 

I
t’s 

this 
fucking 

thing 
on 

m
y 
arm

. 

D
estroying 

m
y 
life. 

D
raco 

  

N
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ber 30th
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 S
IX

 D
A

Y
S. 

It’s been
 six days, an

d n
oth

in
g. 

N
ot even

 from
 P

ark
in

son
, w

h
o’s such

 a talen
ted gossip sh

e’s k
n

ow
n

 to h
ave 

in
form

ation
 ages before th

e subject even
 does. 

W
h

ich
 m

ean
s Z

ach
arias h

asn
’t said an

yth
in

g. 

H
erm

ion
e doesn

’t lik
e th

at. It m
ak

es h
er un

com
fortable. B

ecause sh
e’s al-

ready told H
arry an

d R
on

 an
d G

in
n

y an
d P

arvati an
d everyon

e else w
h

o n
oticed 

th
eir distan

ce an
d cared to ask

 th
at th

ey’ve brok
en

 up, m
ean

in
g h

e could play 

h
is h

an
d at an

y m
om

en
t. 

B
ut lik

e M
alfoy said, h

e on
ly h

as on
e card. 

H
er stom

ach
 ties itself in

 a sailor’s k
n

ot. Sh
e’s added th

e boath
ouse to an

 ever-

grow
in

g list of places in
 H

ogw
arts sh

e can
 n

o lon
ger visit. A

n
d w

h
ile, if an

yon
e 

ever ask
s, sh

e can
 cite Sn

ape’s death
 as h

er reason
in

g, sh
e k

n
ow

s in
side th

at it h
as 

n
oth

in
g to do w

ith
 Sn

ape. 

M
alfoy h

as been
 n

otably absen
t from

 classes —
 on

 both
 th

e rem
ain

in
g days 

of last w
eek

 as w
ell as today, it seem

s. A
bsen

t from
 m

eals, too. Sh
e’s alm

ost as 

w
orried as th

e m
orn

in
g sh

e th
ough

t h
e’d drow

n
ed h

im
self, even

 as sh
e h

as n
o 

B
ut Z

ach
arias is very differen

t th
an

 sh
e’d assum

ed from
 a distan

ce. 

H
e’s apologizin

g for h
is tan

gen
t, ch

eek
s goin

g pin
k

 again
, an

d sh
e’s th

in
k

-

in
g th

at m
aybe —

 just m
aybe —

 h
e m

igh
t b

e k
in

d en
ough

 to k
eep th

is to h
im

-

self. O
n

ly tim
e w

ill tell, really. 

Sh
e feels th

e n
eed to m

ak
e a quick

 escape. D
oesn

’t w
an

t to w
ait aroun

d for 

som
eth

in
g to go w

ron
g. “I’ve —

 erm
, I’ve got to go,” sh

e says, turn
in

g —
 h

ik
in

g 

h
er book

 bag m
ore tigh

tly over h
er sh

oulder. 

B
ut h

e calls after h
er. O

f course h
e does. N

oth
in

g can
 ever b

e sim
ple. 

“W
ait —

 H
erm

ion
e!” 

Sh
e glan

ces back
. H

olds h
er breath

. 

A
n

d h
e says, “M

aybe w
e can

 h
elp each

 oth
er.”



 

N
ovem

ber 9th
, 1998 

 S
H

E
 A

G
R

E
E

D
. 

D
oes it m

ak
e h

er a fool? Is sh
e fallin

g deeper, still, in
to th

e pit? 

It’s a h
orrible idea, but as m

uch
 as it displeases h

er logical brain
, it appeals to 

all th
e oth

er pieces of h
er th

at w
an

t so desperately to k
eep th

e truth
 sh

rouded. It 

even
 appeals to h

er con
scien

ce, because sh
e can

’t recon
cile form

in
g an

 affection
 

for M
alfoy. 

N
o. Sh

e can
’t. 

Z
ach

arias’s plan
 is far from

 perfect. A
n

 un
refin

ed an
d clum

sy attem
pt on

 

both
 th

eir parts to con
ceal w

h
at perh

aps sh
ouldn

’t b
e con

cealed. 

Sh
e realizes sh

e didn
’t both

er to ask
 w

h
y Z

ach
arias is so desperate to k

eep h
is 

secret. H
is, bein

g pure. H
arm

less. H
is, w

h
ich

 is n
ot a ch

oice, n
or a betrayal to 

h
im

self an
d everyon

e h
e cares for. 

U
n

lik
e h

ers. 

B
ut, th

en
 again

, people are cruel. Sh
e un

derstan
ds. O

f course sh
e does. 

O
ver th

e w
eek

en
d, sh

e sen
t Z

ach
arias an

 ow
l, w

ith
 on

e w
ord scraw

led across 

th
e parch

m
en

t. 

O
kay. 

A
fter all, it w

as lik
e bein

g h
an

ded a false alibi. It doesn
’t m

atter h
ow

 w
ron

g 

it is, sh
e h

ad n
o ch

oice but to tak
e it. It’s a lifelin

e. T
h

e on
ly on

e sh
e’s lik

ely to 

get. B
ut today’s th

e day sh
e h

as to play th
e part, an

d subcon
sciously sh

e w
on

ders 

if sh
e even

 can
. Sh

e’s n
ever tried som

eth
in

g lik
e th

is before. 

A
n

d sh
e’s a very poor actress. 

Sh
e tries to breath

e th
rough

 it. U
rges h

erself to h
ave perspective. T

h
is is 

M
alfoy M

an
or’s m

arble floor again
st h

er back
. Sh

e m
ust m

ak
e a stran

ge soun
d, 

because M
alfoy lets go of h

er im
m

ediately. 

A
n

d sh
e rem

em
bers w

h
o sh

e is an
d w

h
o h

e is an
d sudden

ly everyth
in

g sh
e’s 

just said feels lik
e little m

ore th
an

 pretty w
ords. 

“G
ran

ger?” h
e m

urm
urs, cautious —

 question
in

g. 

“I…
” sh

e sw
allow

s th
ick

ly. “I h
ave to…

” 

Sh
e can

’t even
 fin

ish
 th

e sen
ten

ce. Isn
’t sure w

h
at sh

e m
ean

t to say. Stop? 

L
eave? 

B
ut h

er feet decide before sh
e can

, an
d th

e n
ext tim

e sh
e catch

es a breath
, 

sh
e’s h

alfw
ay back

 to th
e castle, M

alfoy’s un
readable expression

 burn
ed on

 th
e 

back
s of h

er eyelids.



Sh
e gasps, th

ough
, w

h
en

 h
e sudden

ly pulls h
er arm

 up an
d dips h

is h
ead low

, 

h
oldin

g it in
 place b

y h
er elbow

 as h
e plan

ts a feath
erligh

t k
iss on

 th
e letters ‘M

,’ 

‘U
,’ an

d ‘D
.’ H

e glan
ces up th

rough
 h

is lash
es, m

outh
 still on

 h
er, alm

ost as if 

h
e’s ask

in
g perm

ission
. 

For w
h

at, sh
e doesn

’t k
n

ow
. 

Sh
e gives it an

yw
ay. N

ods, releasin
g a trem

blin
g breath

. 

B
ut sh

e doesn
’t expect h

im
 to open

 h
is m

outh
 —

 run
 h

is ton
gue alon

g th
e 

sen
sitive len

gth
 of h

er scar. A
 little sh

riek
 is forced out of h

er th
roat, an

d h
er 

en
tire body jolts. M

alfoy just grips h
er elbow

 tigh
ter, plan

tin
g an

oth
er k

iss on
 

th
e last th

ree letters. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e’s sudden

ly back
in

g h
er up —

 pressin
g h

er again
st th

e w
in

dow
 

ledge. 

“H
old still, yeah

?” h
e m

urm
urs, straigh

ten
in

g up to n
estle in

to h
er n

eck
 —

 

to k
iss up th

e lin
e of h

er jaw
 an

d th
en

 back
track

 dow
n

w
ard to suck

le at h
er pulse 

poin
t. 

Sh
e can

’t m
an

age an
 an

sw
er. H

er m
in

d h
as been

 w
iped clean

 lik
e a ch

alk
-

board. 

M
alfoy’s cold h

an
ds trace h

er figure, run
n

in
g up an

d dow
n

 h
er w

aist an
d ca-

ressin
g h

er ribs th
rough

 th
e th

ick
 fabric of h

er un
iform

 jum
per. It m

ak
es h

er 

sh
iver an

d w
arm

s h
er all at on

ce. H
e k

isses h
is w

ay up th
e cen

ter of h
er th

roat, 

fin
din

g h
er ch

in
 an

d th
en

 return
in

g at last to h
er lips. 

Sh
e k

isses h
im

 back
 eagerly, surprised at h

erself all th
e w

h
ile, an

d th
eir quiet 

gasps for breath
 fill th

e em
pty boath

ouse. H
e tastes lik

e th
e pepperm

in
t from

 th
e 

A
m

orten
tia. Sm

ells lik
e th

e w
eak

 rem
n

an
ts of h

is cologn
e after it’s m

ostly w
orn

 

off. Sh
e’s lost in

 it. L
ost for w

h
at feels lik

e h
ours but is prob

ably on
ly a m

atter of 

m
in

utes. 

B
ut th

en
 sh

e feels h
is callused fin

gertips brush
 at th

e sk
in

 below
 th

e h
em

 of 

h
er sk

irt. Start to slide upw
ard. 

Sh
e w

ak
es up. 

G
oes rigid an

d tears h
er m

outh
 aw

ay, feelin
g th

e in
explicably vivid cold of 

h
ardly th

e m
ost dan

gerous th
in

g sh
e’s don

e —
 n

ow
h

ere n
ear th

e m
ost frigh

t-

en
in

g. T
h

is is n
oth

in
g. A

bsolutely n
oth

in
g. So sh

e breath
es an

d sh
e focuses on

 

th
e scratch

y seam
s of h

er sk
irt again

st th
e sides of h

er th
igh

s as sh
e m

eets Z
ach

-

arias in
 th

e corridor outside D
efen

se A
gain

st th
e D

ark
 A

rts. 

H
is brow

s jolt up as h
e sees h

er —
 a silen

t com
m

un
ication

. A
n

 ’are you 

ready?’ 

Sh
e bob

s h
er ch

in
 in

 respon
se, reach

in
g for h

is h
an

d th
e w

ay th
ey discussed. 

T
h

eir fin
gers in

terlock
, an

d th
ey w

alk
 in

to th
e classroom

 togeth
er. A

n
oth

er de-

cision
 sh

e can
’t tak

e back
. 

Sh
e w

on
ders idly as eyes start to catch

 th
em

 an
d w

h
ispers start to slide 

th
rough

 th
e air w

h
eth

er sh
e’ll ever do som

eth
in

g sh
e doesn

’t regret, even
 th

e 

sm
allest bit. Sh

e regrets h
ow

 m
uch

 tooth
paste sh

e squeezes on
to h

er brush
 in

 th
e 

m
orn

in
g, alw

ays a little m
ore th

an
 sh

e n
eeded. R

egrets h
er ch

oice of sh
oes h

alf-

w
ay th

rough
 th

e day. R
egrets th

e w
ay sh

e starts sen
ten

ces an
d th

e w
ay sh

e en
ds 

essays. 

B
ut it’s m

ore th
an

 perfection
ism

. M
ore th

an
 a sim

ple desire to m
ak

e every 

little th
in

g flaw
less. 

It’s th
at sh

e’ll fin
d a flaw

, even
 w

h
en

 th
ere is n

on
e. W

ith
out fail. Sh

e m
ust. 

Sh
e realizes in

 th
e ten

 steps betw
een

 th
e door an

d th
e desk

 sh
e’ll sh

are w
ith

 

Z
ach

arias th
at sh

e doesn
’t believe in

 perfection
. 

A
n

d sh
e sh

ould b
e satisfied, because th

e look
 in

 M
alfoy’s eyes is far from

 it. 

H
e’s at th

e back
 desk

, w
h

ere h
e usually sits, w

ith
 N

ott. Sh
e h

as th
e m

isfortun
e of 

good eyesigh
t. C

an
 w

atch
 th

e em
otion

 flick
er across h

is face. A
n

ger sh
e expects, 

but sh
e can

 see som
eth

in
g flare up just before it. A

 sort of h
urt. E

viden
ce of a 

bruised ego. 

Sh
e’s alm

ost forgotten
 h

ow
 sen

sitive h
e is. H

is recen
t beh

avior’s fluctuated 

betw
een

 violen
ce an

d n
um

bn
ess for th

e m
ost part. 

B
ut M

alfoy isn
’t com

pletely ston
e. 

A
n

d n
eith

er is sh
e, apparen

tly, despite all efforts —
 because th

at look
, h

ow
-

ever brief, m
ak

es h
er ch

est tigh
ten

. Sh
e’s quick

 to avert h
er eyes. 

T
h

ey sit. 



H
estia leaves h

er office. Sh
e’s b

een
 doin

g a rem
ark

able job
 as th

e D
A

D
A

 pro-

fessor th
is year, all th

in
gs con

sidered. T
h

is is h
ardly th

e easiest class to teach
, 

follow
in

g a w
ar. 

Sh
e taps h

er w
an

d on
 th

e desk
, an

d th
e room

 collapses in
to silen

ce. T
h

e w
h

is-

pers are gon
e, but H

erm
ion

e can
 still feel m

an
y pairs of eyes on

 th
e back

 of h
er 

h
ead. 

“A
lrigh

t,” says H
estia, m

atter-of-fact as alw
ays, “today w

e’re duelin
g —

 but 

I’d lik
e to rem

in
d all of you th

at our n
ext class is B

oggarts. I m
en

tion
ed th

is at 

th
e begin

n
in

g of term
, h

ow
ever, I’ll say again

: sh
ould an

y of you w
ish

 to b
e ex-

em
pted from

 th
e lesson

, you w
ill b

e excused, n
o question

s ask
ed. It is m

ean
t as a 

h
ealth

y an
d th

erapeutic exercise in
 con

querin
g fear, an

d I k
n

ow
 m

an
y of you 

h
ave ben

efited from
 it in

 th
e past. H

ow
ever, it is n

ot m
y w

ish
 to expose an

y of 

you to furth
er traum

a, sh
ould you n

ot feel up to it. A
re w

e clear?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 sin

k
s as th

e class m
urm

urs affirm
atives. Sh

e’d forgotten
 

about th
is lesson

. Forgotten
 to m

ak
e a ch

oice. 

Sh
e still isn

’t sure w
h

eth
er sh

e can
 do it. A

n
d n

ow
 sh

e h
as less th

an
 tw

o days 

to m
ak

e up h
er m

in
d. 

A
n

y oth
er year, an

d sh
e’d b

e th
e first in

 lin
e. Sh

e’d b
een

 so put out w
h

en
 sh

e 

didn
’t get to face th

e B
oggart in

 T
h

ird Y
ear —

 h
ad been

 so curious. So certain
 

sh
e could learn

 so m
uch

 from
 it. W

an
ted to k

n
ow

 h
er greatest fear m

ore th
an

 

an
yth

in
g. 

N
ow

, sh
e isn

’t so sure. 

W
h

at m
ay’ve on

ce b
een

 academ
ic failure could n

ow
 b

e w
atch

in
g a frien

d die. 

Sh
e sh

ivers w
h

ere sh
e sits, ign

orin
g Z

ach
arias’s question

in
g glan

ce. “Split off 

in
to pairs, n

ow
,” says H

estia. “I w
an

t you practicin
g defen

sive spells an
d blastin

g 

ch
arm

s, specifically, an
d in

 a few
 m

in
utes I’ll brin

g us back
 togeth

er for dem
on

-

stration
s. Y

es?” 

C
h

airs screech
 as th

ey’re push
ed back

. T
h

e desk
s van

ish
 a m

om
en

t later. A
n

d 

sh
e fin

ds h
erself sudden

ly duelin
g w

ith
 Z

ach
arias, w

h
om

 sh
e’s n

ever practiced 

m
agic w

ith
 before. O

dd, h
ow

 little room
 h

e on
ce took

 up in
 h

er life w
h

en
 n

ow
 

h
e’s becom

e so crow
din

g. 

restin
g on

 h
ers. E

ven
 th

ough
 sh

e’s felt m
ore of h

im
. E

ven
 th

ough
 th

ey’ve don
e 

th
is before. 

T
h

is feels differen
t. It alw

ays does. Feels n
ew

. 

B
ut th

is tim
e, especially —

 an
d sh

e realizes it’s because sh
e doesn

’t feel guilt. 

Sh
e isn

’t grapplin
g w

ith
 self-doubt or con

sequen
ces. B

y tom
orrow

, if Z
ach

arias 

h
as h

is w
ay, everyon

e w
ill prob

ably already k
n

ow
. 

T
h

ere’s som
eth

in
g freein

g about it, an
d for on

e in
fin

itesim
al m

om
en

t, sh
e 

doesn
’t give a dam

n
 w

h
at an

yon
e th

in
k

s. P
erh

aps sh
e w

ill in
 th

e m
orn

in
g. P

er-

h
aps even

 five m
in

utes from
 n

ow
. 

B
ut in

 th
is in

stan
t, w

ith
 h

is cold, un
m

ovin
g lips over h

ers, sh
e can

 on
ly th

in
k

 

of h
ow

 righ
t it feels. M

ore righ
t th

an
 m

ost th
in

gs h
ave felt in

 h
er en

tire life. 

It m
orph

s quick
ly in

to m
ore th

an
 a touch

. H
e slan

ts h
is lips an

d tak
es h

er 

ch
in

 in
 h

an
d an

d h
is ton

gue darts out to taste h
er. 

B
ut th

en
 h

e pulls aw
ay, an

d sh
e goes very still. 

H
is eyes look

 dark
 w

h
en

 h
e’s th

is close, sh
adow

ed b
y th

eir proxim
ity. “W

h
at 

about W
easelby?” h

e ask
s quietly —

 sob
erly. 

T
h

e petulan
t n

ick
n

am
e from

 so lon
g ago forces a little laugh

 out of h
er. 

“W
h

at, R
on

? W
h

at about R
on

?” 

“A
ren

’t you tw
o destin

ed for each
 oth

er, or som
e fuck

in
g rubbish

 lik
e th

at?” 

H
e h

asn
’t let go of h

er ch
in

. H
e’s so close, every w

ord gh
osts again

st h
er sk

in
. 

Sh
e search

es h
is eyes. R

ealizes h
e’s com

pletely serious in
 th

is m
om

en
t. 

“R
on

 an
d I h

ave about as m
uch

 in
 com

m
on

 as a book
 an

d a tea k
ettle,” sh

e 

says. “A
n

d, w
h

at?” M
alfoy ask

s, voice low
. “Y

ou an
d I h

ave m
ore?” 

“In
 com

m
on

?” Sh
e h

uffs an
oth

er laugh
. P

ulls back
 sligh

tly to roll up h
er 

sleeve, an
d th

en
 to reach

 delicately for h
is an

d do th
e sam

e. Sh
e sh

ow
s h

im
 th

eir 

scars, side by side, just as sh
e’d im

agin
ed. “Y

es, w
e do.” 

M
alfoy m

eets h
er eyes. Som

eth
in

g sh
e can

’t quite explain
 passes betw

een
 

th
em

. H
e’s quick

 to roll h
is sleeve back

 dow
n

. B
ut th

en
 h

e tak
es h

er arm
 lik

e h
e 

did th
e oth

er day. L
ook

s dow
n

 at it, gen
tly run

n
in

g h
is th

um
b

 alon
g th

e clean
 

sk
in

 beside th
e etch

ed letters. 



ruin
ed.” 

H
er eyes flit up, an

d sh
e regrets it w

h
en

 sh
e sees th

e look
 in

 h
is eyes. 

“Y
ou’re righ

t. T
h

at is selfish
,” h

e says. 

“T
h

at isn
’t th

e h
alf of it.” Sh

e push
es off th

e w
all. R

isk
s tw

o steps tow
ard h

im
, 

an
d a ch

ill from
 th

e n
earby w

ater rush
es up again

st h
er. M

ak
es h

er sh
iver. M

alfoy 

stan
ds lik

e a statue. “I…
” sh

e breath
es, losin

g th
e stren

gth
 in

 h
er voice as sh

e 

reach
es out h

er h
an

d. Sh
e pulls it back

 tw
ice before fin

ally allow
in

g it to rest on
 

h
is ch

est over th
e soft k

n
ittin

g of h
is jum

per. “I lik
e th

e w
ay th

is feels, too. Y
ou.” 

H
er oth

er h
an

d follow
s as th

ough
 m

agn
etized, an

d n
ow

 sh
e h

as both
 palm

s flat 

again
st h

is pectorals. Sh
e can

’t im
agin

e h
ow

 th
is look

s from
 an

 outsider’s per-

spective. H
e doesn

’t m
ove aw

ay th
ough

, an
d sh

e realizes sh
e’s n

ever touch
ed h

im
 

quite lik
e th

is. So slow
ly. So carefully. Sh

e doesn
’t even

 k
n

ow
 w

h
at sh

e’s sayin
g 

an
ym

ore. It’s fallin
g out of h

er lik
e a leak

in
g faucet. B

ut th
e floodgates h

ave 

open
ed an

d th
ere’s n

o stoppin
g it. “I…

I lik
e touch

in
g you, an

d I lik
e it w

h
en

 you 

touch
 m

e. It’s th
e on

ly tim
e I feel lik

e I can
 escape.” Sh

e run
s h

er h
an

ds dow
n

-

w
ard a little boldly, so th

at h
er fin

gertips rest on
 h

is ribcage. “Y
ou’re so cold an

d 

un
-soft an

d so…
so n

ot R
on

.” Sh
e h

as n
o V

eritaserum
 to pass th

is off on
to, sh

e 

realizes. T
h

ere’s n
oth

in
g sh

e can
 do to tak

e th
is back

. N
o excuse sh

e can
 m

ak
e. 

M
alfoy, for h

is part, h
as sh

ow
n

 n
o con

scious reaction
, but sh

e can
 feel h

is 

pulse th
rough

 h
is jum

per. It’s sk
ippin

g beats lik
e a brok

en
 record. 

“I lik
e h

ow
 alon

e you are,” sh
e breath

es, “because it m
ean

s I don
’t h

ave to 

sh
are you w

ith
 an

yon
e. I ow

e you to n
o on

e. Y
ou’re as alon

e as I am
 an

d you —
 

you’re m
y secret…

even
 th

ough
 you’re n

ot m
in

e. E
ven

 th
ough

 I som
etim

es w
on

-

der if you could b
e m

in
e. Som

etim
es w

ish
 you w

ere.” Sh
e fists h

er fin
gers in

 th
e 

fabric of h
is jum

per, an
d h

is breath
 h

itch
es. H

is first truly n
oticeable reaction

. It 

yan
k

s h
er eyes up, an

d th
ey m

eet h
is lik

e th
e im

pact of ligh
tn

in
g on

 rock
. 

“D
oes th

at m
ak

e an
y sen

se?” sh
e breath

es. 

H
is eyes search

 h
ers —

 frosted glass again
st m

uddy brow
n

. “N
on

e,” h
e m

ur-

m
urs, an

d th
en

 h
e lean

s in
. 

A
t first, it’s just a touch

 of th
e lips. N

o m
ovem

en
t. A

n
d yet th

ere’s som
eth

in
g 

to it. Som
eth

in
g cath

artic an
d calm

in
g an

d yet equally excitin
g about h

is m
outh

 

Y
ou could’ve said n

o, sh
e rem

in
ds h

erself. 

Y
es, sh

e could’ve. Sh
ould’ve. D

idn
’t. A

n
 en

dless pattern
 in

 h
er life. 

  N
ovem

ber 
10th, 

1998 

D
iary, 

Som
eone 

should
 
tell 

G
ranger 

that 
no 

one 
fucking 

hold
s 
hand

s. 

I
f 
she’d 

ever 
been 

in 
a 
real 

relationship, 
she’d

 
know

 
that. 

I
 
can

’t 
believe 

you 
idiots 

are 
still 

sending 
m
e 
these 

prom
pts. 

N
othing 

I
’m
 
giving 

you 
is 
helping 

w
ith 

m
y 
treatm

ent. 
W
hat’s 

the 

blood
y 
point? 

A
lso, 

really 
d
on
’t 
appreciate 

that 
you 

had
 
N
ott 

shad
ow
 
m
e 
last 

w
eek. 

Stop 
telling 

him
 
about 

m
y 
supposed

ly 
“concerning 

entries.” 

I
t’s 

none 
of 

his 
business. 

I
t’s 

bad 
enough 

that 
you

’ve 
m
ad
e 
it 

yours. 

P
rom

pt: 
I
n 
m
om
ents 

of 
extrem

e 
stress, 

how
 
do 

you 
calm

 
dow

n? 

I
 
bite 

m
y 
tongue 

until 
it 
bleed

s. 

A
nd
 
then 

as 
soon 

as 
I
 
can, 

I
 
throw

 
m
yself 

into 
an 

ice 
bath, 

because 
M
erlin 

know
s 
you 

haven
’t 

given 
m
e 
any 

fucking 
drugs. 

Sad
ists. 

D
raco 

  

N
ovem

ber 11th
, 1998 

 H
E

R
 C

U
R

IO
SIT

Y
 W

IN
S O

U
T. IT

 A
L

W
A

Y
S D

O
E

S. 

A
n

d n
ow

 sh
e’s in

 lin
e for th

e in
fam

ous cupboard, tryin
g every m

om
en

t n
ot 

to h
ear R

em
us’s voice in

 h
er h

ead. Sh
e doesn

’t n
eed an

y extra sadn
ess h

eadin
g 

in
to th

is. 

H
estia h

asn
’t open

ed th
e door yet. Sh

e’s explain
in

g th
e R

iddikulus ch
arm

 to 



th
ose w

h
o’ve n

ever attem
pted it, an

d H
erm

ion
e is m

issin
g L

upin
’s ch

eerful 

gram
oph

on
e m

ore th
an

 ever. A
ll th

ose years ago, in
 th

is room
, th

e m
ood of th

is 

lesson
 h

ad been
 excitin

g —
 adven

turous an
d fun

. N
ow

, it’s just forebodin
g. 

T
h

e room
 is seeped in

 w
orry. H

estia can
 tell. Sh

e’s com
e prepared, an

d th
e 

table beside h
er is w

ell stock
ed w

ith
 treats an

d euph
oric elixirs —

 for after, n
o 

doubt. 

“T
h

at bein
g said, I’ll rem

in
d you on

ce m
ore —

 you m
ay excuse yourself at 

an
y m

om
en

t in
 w

h
ich

 you becom
e un

com
fortable.” 

Silen
ce greets h

er in
 respon

se. 

“V
ery w

ell,” sh
e says, tuggin

g th
e fron

t of h
er robes straigh

t. “O
ff you go, 

P
arvati.” 

It’s a particularly bad start. T
h

e door of th
e cupboard open

s an
d L

aven
der 

B
row

n
’s lifeless body flops on

to th
e floor. P

arvati scream
s. T

h
e class gasps. 

H
erm

ion
e look

s aw
ay. 

L
ater, sh

e h
ears th

at L
aven

der’s corpse proceeded to stan
d up an

d stalk
 to-

w
ards P

arvati, w
h

o could n
ot m

an
age th

e R
iddik

ulus C
h

arm
 an

d h
ad to b

e 

h
elped aw

ay, tw
o vials of euph

oric elixir clutch
ed in

 h
er sh

ak
in

g fists. 

P
adm

a leaves w
ith

 h
er, an

d H
estia, visibly frazzled, h

esitates before in
vitin

g 

th
e n

ext studen
t up. H

erm
ion

e can
 see th

e doubt buildin
g in

 h
er eyes w

h
en

 sh
e 

look
s back

 at last —
 sh

e’s en
tirely secon

d-guessin
g th

is lesson
. 

It’s D
ean

 n
ext, an

d h
is com

m
on

 fear is a relief. C
ock

roach
es begin

 to spill 

out on
to th

e floor, m
ultiplyin

g on
 top of on

e an
oth

er an
d buildin

g in
to a m

oun
-

tain
ous w

ave. D
ean

 staggers back
 a few

 steps but m
an

ages to tran
sform

 th
em

 in
to 

butterflies, w
h

ich
 circle rath

er beautifully as th
e n

ext in
 lin

e tak
es h

is place. 

H
erm

ion
e glan

ces beh
in

d h
er. H

arry’s a few
 people back

, talk
in

g to Seam
us. 

Sh
e catch

es h
is eye. R

aises on
e eyebrow

 in
 a silen

t question
. 

Just lik
e in

 T
h

ird Y
ear, sh

e isn
’t sure it’s such

 a good idea for h
im

 to face th
e 

B
oggart. B

ut H
arry’s expression

 is calm
 —

 seren
e, even

 —
 an

d h
e m

erely presen
ts 

h
er w

ith
 a sm

all, reassurin
g h

alf-sm
ile. 

W
h

y does h
e alw

ays h
ave to b

e so m
uch

 braver th
an

 h
er? 

Sh
e suck

s in
 a deep breath

, turn
in

g back
 —

 w
atch

es Z
ach

arias deal w
ith

 a 

h
er sh

oulder. “Y
ou th

in
k

 you’re a fuck
in

g prize?” 

“N
o.” 

“Y
ou th

in
k

, out of a room
 of h

un
dreds, I’d ch

oose you?” 

“I’d ch
oose you.” 

“B
ecause, let m

e tell you, I fuck
in

g w
ou—

” H
is w

ords stop as th
ough

 h
e’s 

b
een

 m
agically silen

ced. 

Sh
e’s starin

g at th
e w

in
dow

 again
. D

oesn
’t w

an
t to look

 at h
im

. A
n

d yet, sh
e 

m
ean

t to say it. C
ould’ve stopped h

erself, but ch
ose n

ot to. 

A
t th

e very least, sh
e appreciates sh

e m
ade a con

scious ch
oice. 

“Y
ou w

h
at?” h

e ask
s quietly. B

arely a m
urm

ur. 

“I’d ch
oose you.” 

T
h

ere’s a lon
g pause. Sh

e listen
s again

 to th
e w

ater in
 favor of ack

n
ow

ledgin
g 

th
e silen

ce. 

T
h

en
 M

alfoy sn
iffs. A

n
grily. “D

on
’t play th

e sain
t, G

ran
ger. T

h
at’s P

otter’s 

job.” 

Sh
e turn

s again
, facin

g h
im

 but n
ot look

in
g up. N

ot certain
 sh

e w
an

ts to. 

“I’m
 bein

g in
credibly selfish

, actually,” sh
e says to th

e groun
d, m

atter-of-fact. 

“W
ildly, w

ildly selfish
.” 

A
n

oth
er pain

fully lon
g silen

ce follow
s. W

h
en

 h
e speak

s, h
is voice is softer. 

Sh
e stares at h

is feet. 

“A
n

d h
ow

’s th
at?” 

H
er an

sw
er is easy. U

n
expectedly so. It flow

s out lik
e it’s been

 m
ean

t to k
n

ow
 

th
e w

orld beyon
d h

er th
roat for a lon

g w
h

ile. “I lik
e th

e w
ay I feel w

h
en

 I’m
 

w
ith

 you. Y
ou don

’t expect m
e to b

e h
appy or recoverin

g or even
…

or even
 fuck

-

in
g polite. Y

ou treat m
e th

e w
ay you did before th

e w
ar. Y

ou’re rude an
d patron

-

izin
g an

d —
 an

d violen
t an

d you don
’t tiptoe aroun

d m
e, you —

 you call m
e a 

cun
t an

d th
row

 m
e in

to w
alls. Y

ou’re h
orrible. Y

ou’re horrible an
d I fuck

in
g h

ate 

you as m
uch

 as you h
ate m

e. W
h

en
 I feel th

e w
ay I feel aroun

d th
e rest of th

em
, 

I feel lik
e a stain

. L
ik

e I’m
 tain

tin
g everyth

in
g else. I don

’t —
 I can

’t explain
 it 

properly. I just…
w

ith
 you, I can

 —
 I can

 feel as furious as I n
eed to feel. Y

ou’re so 

sullen
 an

d so m
ean

 th
at it doesn

’t feel lik
e I’m

 ruin
in

g an
yth

in
g. It’s already 



person
. T

h
ey’re ch

arcoal grey an
d tuck

ed in
to a pair of brow

n
 boots, an

d h
e’s 

isn
’t w

earin
g a coat. Just a black

 jum
per, w

h
ich

 sh
e im

agin
es does little to w

ard 

off th
e cold N

ovem
ber air. 

“W
h

at w
as so im

portan
t it couldn

’t w
ait un

til m
orn

in
g?” 

Sh
e turn

s fully to face h
im

, lean
in

g back
 again

st th
e w

in
dow

 ledge an
d ch

ew
-

in
g h

er low
er lip. “I tried to en

d m
y…

arran
gem

en
t w

ith
 Z

ach
arias Sm

ith
,” sh

e 

says after a m
om

en
t. “A

n
d h

e —
 w

ell, h
e didn

’t tak
e it w

ell.” 

T
h

e w
ater laps in

 th
e silen

ce. 

M
alfoy’s expression

 is difficult to read. “D
idn

’t tak
e it w

ell,” h
e ech

oes, giv-

in
g n

oth
in

g aw
ay in

 h
is ton

e, eith
er. 

“H
e said h

e’ll tell th
em

 all —
 about…

” sh
e m

ak
es a feeble gesture betw

een
 

th
e tw

o of th
em

, an
d h

is brow
 does quirk

 at th
is, “…

if I don
’t con

tin
ue.” 

M
alfoy rum

in
ates for a m

om
en

t, gaze com
plex. B

ut w
h

en
 h

e speak
s, th

ere’s 

an
 edge. “A

n
d you’re so scared of th

is th
at you felt th

e n
eed to organ

ize a late 

n
igh

t ren
dezvous?” 

“E
arly m

orn
in

g,” sh
e says w

ith
out th

in
k

in
g, grim

acin
g on

ce it’s out of h
er 

m
outh

. “It’s…
it’s early m

orn
in

g, n
ot late n

igh
t,” sh

e adds path
etically. 

“C
an

 you ever turn
 th

at fuck
in

g part of your brain
 off?” 

“L
ook

, M
alfoy, I just w

an
ted to give you som

e w
arn

in
g,” sh

e rush
es before 

h
e can

 con
tin

ue, an
d h

e bites back
 on

 w
h

atever h
e plan

n
ed to say. “I don

’t th
in

k
 

h
e’ll w

ait too lon
g to play h

is h
an

d.” 

“H
e h

as on
e card, G

ran
ger —

 an
d it’s m

e.” M
alfoy crosses h

is arm
s. H

er eyes 

are draw
n

, traitorously, stupidly, to th
e appealin

g curve of h
is biceps, lean

 an
d 

yet m
asculin

e. A
 Seek

er’s build. “It both
ers you th

at m
uch

?” h
e ask

s again
. 

“N
o —

 I…
yes. I —

 I don
’t k

n
ow

,” sh
e stum

bles, turn
in

g aw
ay an

d facin
g th

e 

w
in

dow
 again

. Sh
e tak

es a breath
 an

d tries to organ
ize h

er th
ough

ts. It’s h
ard to 

do th
at w

h
ile look

in
g at h

im
. “It w

ouldn
’t be pleasan

t for you eith
er.” 

“E
ven

 th
ough

 I’m
 th

e D
eath

 E
ater.” H

e fin
ish

es th
e un

spok
en

 part of h
er 

sen
ten

ce. H
is voice is icy. “M

ak
in

g you th
e better h

alf of th
e situation

.” 

“I n
ever said th

at.” 

“Fuck
 you, G

ran
ger,” h

e sn
arls, as if sh

e h
asn

’t spok
en

. Sh
e risk

s a glan
ce over 

particularly con
vin

cin
g illusion

 of a th
ousan

d foot drop. H
eigh

ts. T
h

at m
ust be 

it for h
im

. Sh
e w

on
ders h

ow
 th

e B
oggart m

an
ages it. 

H
is R

iddik
ulus ch

arm
 tran

sform
s it in

to a fak
e look

in
g m

ovie set back
-

groun
d, an

d studen
ts let out h

alf-h
earted laugh

s as h
e steps aw

ay. 

A
n

d sudden
ly it’s h

er turn
. 

Sh
e sh

ould’ve been
 payin

g m
ore atten

tion
. H

adn
’t expected it to com

e so 

soon
. 

Sh
e struggles to pull h

er w
an

d from
 h

er pock
et as sh

e steps up, a n
otable h

ush
 

fallin
g over th

e room
. N

o doubt, a few
 of th

em
 are still w

on
derin

g w
h

eth
er a 

paper w
ith

 a Satisfactory, rath
er th

an
 an

 O
utstan

din
g, w

ill sh
ow

 up. 

T
h

e m
ovie set back

groun
d sw

ays eerily in
 a n

on
existen

t breeze. T
h

e B
oggart 

is th
in

k
in

g. Studyin
g h

er. Sh
e can

 alm
ost picture it w

atch
in

g h
er, even

 th
ough

 

sh
e’ll n

ever k
n

ow
 its face. 

T
h

en
 th

e back
groun

d falls, as th
ough

 droppin
g from

 a coat h
an

ger, an
d its 

papery form
 floats dow

n
 to m

old in
to a figure, lik

e a sh
eet fallin

g over a gh
ost. 

H
er pulse h

esitates. P
alm

 grow
s sw

eaty aroun
d th

e base of h
er w

an
d. 

A
n

d sudden
ly th

e figure is all too fam
iliar. A

ll dark
n

ess. R
aven

 curls. 

“‘E
llo, lovely,” B

ellatrix h
isses, an

d gasps rin
g out. Sh

e’s in
 th

e sam
e lacy 

black
 dress as th

at day, h
air as w

ild as ever, sh
arp, yellow

 teeth
 glin

tin
g. A

n
d th

at 

sam
e k

n
ife is in

 h
er h

an
d. 

M
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g in
 th

is m
om

en
t, H

erm
ion

e is furious w
ith

 h
erself. H

ow
 

can
 th

is b
e h

er greatest fear? A
 w

om
an

 w
h

o’s lon
g dead? H

ow
 can

 sh
e b

e so pa-

th
etic? 

B
ut sh

e realizes n
ot lon

g after th
at it isn

’t B
ellatrix L

estran
ge sh

e fears. 

It’s th
e pain

. 

B
ellatrix w

h
ips out h

er w
an

d an
d scream

s, “C
rucio!” an

d in
 th

e precious m
o-

m
en

ts before th
e curse h

its h
er, H

erm
ion

e’s th
in

k
in

g th
at sh

e’s n
ever read an

y-

th
in

g about B
oggarts producin

g spells. 

H
er readin

g doesn
’t spare h

er from
 th

e agon
y. 

Sh
e catch

es a glim
pse of H

estia’s h
orrified face before w

h
ite h

ot pain
 blin

ds 

h
er, an

d sh
e can

’t h
ear h

erself scream
. C

an
’t feel h

er fin
gers. C

an
’t grip h

er 



w
an

d. 

Sh
e’s frozen

 in
 an

 excruciatin
g bin

d, feelin
g k

n
ives bein

g driven
 th

rough
 h

er 

sk
in

 an
d h

er bon
es bein

g ben
t in

 all direction
s. 

Sh
e feels as th

ough
 sh

e’s back
 on

 th
e cold, black

 ston
e of th

e M
an

or floor. 

T
h

e pain
 is iden

tical. H
er scarred arm

 th
robs an

d h
er m

in
d goes blan

k
 an

d all 

sh
e can

 picture are B
ellatrix’s cold, bottom

less eyes. 

It feels en
dless. B

ut perh
aps it’s on

ly been
 a m

atter of secon
ds. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
e pain

 stops, an
d it tak

es h
er a m

om
en

t to gath
er h

er w
its. H

er 

an
gle’s ch

an
ged. Sh

e’s on
 th

e floor. 

H
er foggy m

in
d expects H

estia’s jum
ped in

 fron
t of h

er, th
e w

ay L
upin

 did
 

for H
arry, to draw

 aw
ay th

e B
oggart’s atten

tion
. 

B
ut it isn

’t H
estia. 

It’s M
alfoy. O

f course it is. 

H
is lon

g, black
 trousers obscure h

er view
, but past th

em
 sh

e can
 see h

is B
og-

gart. It’s h
is fath

er. 

O
r rath

er, it’s L
ucius, but reflected in

 a large m
irror th

at faces D
raco. Sh

e 

puts th
e pieces togeth

er as H
estia casts th

e B
oggart aw

ay, back
 in

to th
e cupboard. 

“Q
uiet dow

n
, all of you,” H

estia sn
aps, an

d H
erm

ion
e realizes just th

en
 w

h
at 

a raucous th
e class is m

ak
in

g. 

M
alfoy steps aw

ay from
 h

er, m
ovin

g to th
e table as H

estia rush
es to H

erm
i-

on
e’s side. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger, are you alrigh

t? I do apologize —
 I n

ever expected…
” 

B
ut h

er gaze is m
agn

etized to h
im

, focus gon
e, an

d sh
e w

atch
es as h

e tak
es 

tw
o bottles of euph

oric elixir from
 th

e table. H
e sw

allow
s on

e dow
n

 an
d tosses 

th
e oth

er over to h
er casually. It clin

k
s again

st th
e ston

e, rollin
g to a stop in

 fron
t 

of h
er spraw

led feet. 

“B
ottom

s up, G
ran

ger,” h
e says, an

d leaves.

“I…
n

o, H
erm

ion
e. A

t least, I’m
 n

ot tryin
g to,” h

e fum
bles, push

in
g th

e dirty 

blon
d h

air from
 h

is eyes. It’s n
oth

in
g lik

e platin
um

, sh
e realizes. N

ow
h

ere n
ear 

platin
um

. “I just…
” 

“Y
ou’ll just out m

e if I back
 out of our deal.” 

H
e says n

oth
in

g. D
oesn

’t blin
k

. 

“I’d say I could out you, too,” sh
e says, surprised at th

e steadin
ess in

 h
er pulse 

—
 th

e stren
gth

 in
 h

er voice. “B
ut I’d lik

e to stay above th
at level.” 

“T
ry to un

derstan
d th

e position
 I’m

 in
,” h

e calls after h
er, but th

e door is 

already closin
g. 

A
n

d as sh
e w

alk
s dow

n
 th

e deserted corridor, dark
 w

ith
 th

e h
our, sh

e fin
ds 

h
erself quite un

expectedly appreciatin
g youn

g D
raco M

alfoy —
 th

e on
e w

h
o 

called h
er M

udblood an
d sn

eered in
 favor of sm

ilin
g. 

H
e n

ever preten
ded to be a n

ice boy, lik
e R

on
 or Z

ach
arias. 

H
e m

ade a poin
t of bein

g an
yth

in
g but. 

A
n

d for a m
om

en
t, th

e h
on

esty of it overw
h

elm
s h

er. T
h

at old sayin
g ech

oes 

in
 h

er h
ead. M

alfoy n
ever tried to catch

 h
is flies w

ith
 h

on
ey. H

e n
ever prom

ised 

sw
eetn

ess. H
e th

rew
 vin

egar th
e w

h
ole tim

e. 

Sh
e w

on
ders if sh

e’s preferred vin
egar to h

on
ey all alon

g. 

  

N
ovem

ber 25th
, 1998 

 “Y
O

U
 R

E
A

L
IZ

E
 W

H
A

T
 T

IM
E

 IT
 IS, D

O
N

’T
 Y

O
U

 G
R

A
N

G
E

R
?” 

H
er pulse stutters, an

d idly sh
e w

on
ders w

h
en

 sh
e becam

e th
is un

h
in

ged. 

T
urn

in
g, sh

e fin
ds h

im
 stan

din
g in

 th
e doorw

ay to th
e boath

ouse. A
n

 un
con

-

ven
tion

al place to m
eet, certain

ly, but safe sh
e reck

on
s. 

Sh
e’s been

 starin
g at th

e spot b
y th

e w
in

dow
, w

h
ere Sn

ape on
ce lay bleedin

g. 

It’s im
possible n

ot to picture it, an
d M

alfoy’s arrival is a w
elcom

e distraction
. 

“Y
es,” sh

e an
sw

ers at last. H
e h

as th
e letter sh

e ow
led less th

an
 an

 h
our ago in

 

h
is h

an
d, an

d if it isn
’t obvious from

 th
e sh

adow
s ben

eath
 h

is eyes th
at sh

e’s 

w
ok

en
 h

im
, it certain

ly is from
 h

is dress. H
e’s…

 w
ell, h

e’s w
earin

g joggers —
 

som
eth

in
g sh

e could’ve n
ever pictured th

e M
alfoy h

eir in
, h

ad sh
e n

ot seen
 it in

 



fin
ish

. Fresh
. L

ik
e rain

. 

“O
i, m

ate,” says Z
abin

i sudden
ly, an

d it rips h
er eyes up from

 th
e depth

s of 

th
e potion

. H
e’s w

avin
g a h

an
d in

 fron
t of h

is n
ose an

d look
in

g at M
alfoy.  

“P
ut a little less on

, yeah
? G

ives m
e a bloody m

igrain
e.” 

H
er stom

ach
 drops. 

M
alfoy look

s con
fused. Sh

e w
atch

es h
is n

ose scrun
ch

 up, an
d as h

e in
h

ales, 

h
is eyes sh

oot straigh
t to h

er. 

T
h

at’s w
h

at it is. It’s h
is cologn

e. 

H
erm

ion
e rips th

e cork
 from

 th
e tube of lacew

in
g flies an

d th
row

s th
em

 in
, 

back
in

g up just in
 tim

e to w
atch

 th
e potion

 explode. 

Studen
ts gasp an

d laugh
 an

d L
un

a glan
ces over at h

er curiously. Sh
e can

’t see 

M
alfoy th

rough
 th

e sm
ok

e. 

“W
ell, n

ow
, M

iss G
ran

ger,” an
n

oun
ces Slugh

orn
, “I’m

 disappoin
ted. O

ff to 

th
e table w

ith
 you.” 

T
h

e scen
t is gon

e, th
ough

. T
h

at’s w
h

at m
atters. 

Sh
e sk

irts aroun
d th

e brew
in

g tables to join
 Seam

us, un
able to look

 even
 as 

sh
e feels h

is eyes follow
in

g h
er. 

  

N
ovem

ber 24
th

, 1998 

 S
H

E
 FIN

D
S SH

E
 W

A
S E

N
T

IR
E

L
Y

 W
R

O
N

G
 A

B
O

U
T

 H
IM

. 

Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

 is n
ot a n

ice boy. 

A
n

d it on
ly tak

es on
e sen

ten
ce to com

pletely reposition
 h

er view
 of h

im
. 

“If you en
d it, I’ll tell all of th

em
.” 

Sh
e’s on

 h
er w

ay out —
 stops dead a foot from

 th
e door of th

e P
refect’s B

ath
-

room
, w

h
ere th

ey’ve com
e to discuss th

in
gs. 

Z
ach

arias back
track

s alm
ost im

m
ediately —

 m
utters th

in
gs lik

e, “I m
ean

 —
 

I erm
…

just, please,” but sh
e’s already seen

 th
e vin

dictive expression
 on

 h
is face. 

Fascin
atin

g…
an

 absolute w
olf in

 sh
eep’s cloth

in
g. 

Sh
e’s disappoin

ted in
 h

erself for n
ot seein

g it earlier. 

“A
re you th

reaten
in

g m
e?” sh

e m
urm

urs. 

 

N
ovem

ber 
11th, 

1998 

D
iary, 

I
 
d
on
’t 

know
 
w
hy 

I
 
d
id
 
it. 

N
o, 
m
aybe 

I
 
d
o. 

B
ut 

that’s 
w
orse. 

T
hat’s 

so 
m
uch 

w
orse. 

I
 
d
on
’t 

know
 
w
hat 

I
 
w
as 

thinking, 
I
 
just—

 

O
h, 
bleeding 

fucking 
hell, 

she’s 
here. 

  

N
ovem

ber 11th
, 1998 

 A
FT

E
R

 A
N

 A
B

SU
R

D
 P

E
R

FO
R

M
A

N
C

E
 B

Y
 Z

A
C

H
A

R
IA

S, IN
 W

H
IC

H
 H

E
 FE

IG
N

S G
R

E
A

T
 A

F-

FE
C

T
IO

N
 A

N
D

 C
O

N
C

E
R

N
, H

E
ST

IA
 T

E
L

L
S H

E
R

 SH
E’L

L
 E

X
C

U
SE

 H
E

R
 FR

O
M

 T
H

E
 R

E
ST

 

O
F H

E
R

 C
L

A
SSE

S. T
o tak

e th
e rem

ain
der of th

e day to rest an
d to eat som

e sw
eets. 

B
ut H

erm
ion

e’s feet don
’t m

ak
e a m

ove for th
e G

ryffin
dor C

om
m

on
 R

oom
 

at th
e foot of th

e G
ran

d Staircase. T
h

ey turn
, alm

ost in
stin

ctively, an
d lead h

er 

out in
to th

e courtyard. 

H
er m

in
d is a h

aze, at best. Still a little foggy from
 th

e pain
. H

er sk
in

 seem
s 

to tin
gle, th

e w
ay it did for h

ours after th
ey apparated to th

e safe h
ouse th

at day. 

L
ik

e it’s tryin
g to restitch

 itself after bein
g in

visibly carved up. 

So sh
e lets h

er feet do th
e w

ork
. T

rusts th
em

. H
as a h

un
ch

 of w
h

ere sh
e’s 

h
eaded. 

L
ately, w

h
en

ever sh
e follow

s h
er feet, th

ey som
eh

ow
 lead h

er to M
alfoy. 

T
h

is is n
o exception

. Sh
e fin

ds h
erself stum

blin
g dow

n
 th

e fam
iliar h

ill to-

w
ards th

e B
lack

 L
ak

e, an
d h

alfw
ay dow

n
 sh

e can
 already see h

is silh
ouette —

 an
 

in
k

 stain
 again

st th
e spark

lin
g surface of th

e w
ater, glisten

in
g as th

e aftern
oon

 



sun
 sin

k
s below

 th
e h

ills. 

H
e’s sittin

g, h
un

ch
ed over h

is k
n

ees, an
d for h

alf a m
om

en
t sh

e th
in

k
s h

e 

m
igh

t b
e cryin

g. 

B
ut n

o —
 h

e’s scribblin
g ferociously. Sh

e sh
ould’ve guessed. 

H
er feet crun

ch
 again

st th
e icy grass. Sh

e sees h
im

 ten
se. H

e sn
aps th

e journ
al 

sh
ut. 

H
ad sh

e n
ot been

 so n
um

b
, sh

e m
igh

t’ve reh
earsed som

eth
in

g to say in
 h

er 

h
ead. M

igh
t’ve approach

ed th
is m

om
en

t w
ith

 som
e sm

all m
easure of grace or 

tact. In
stead, h

er fractured m
en

tal state delivers th
e m

ost cold, un
abridged ver-

sion
 of h

er th
ough

ts to th
e back

 of h
is brigh

t blon
d h

ead. 

“So you’re afraid of becom
in

g your fath
er.” 

For alm
ost a full m

in
ute, h

e doesn
’t say an

yth
in

g, just stares out at th
e w

ater. 

It laps again
st th

e silen
ce. T

h
en

 h
e exh

ales, quietly, distin
ctly. 

“O
bservan

t as alw
ays, G

ran
ger. T

en
 poin

ts to G
ryffin

dor.” 

Sh
e bristles at th

at, even
 as sh

e k
n

ow
s sh

e deserves it. Sh
e gath

ers h
er rob

es 

about h
er to fen

d off th
e cold an

d debates w
h

eth
er or n

ot to sit dow
n

. 

It’s w
ron

g to b
e h

ere. Sh
e sh

ould b
e com

m
ittin

g to h
er ch

osen
 lie —

 sh
ould 

b
e preten

din
g to bask

 in
 Z

ach
arias’s atten

tion
 an

d playin
g th

e h
elpless girl-

frien
d. T

h
at’s h

er side of th
e deal. 

B
ut th

is is w
h

ere h
er feet put h

er, an
d w

ith
 every n

erve en
din

g in
 h

er body 

fried to crisp, sh
e can

’t argue. Sh
e folds h

erself dow
n

 on
to th

e scratch
y, dead 

grass. Says w
h

at sh
e’s th

in
k

in
g, because every tim

e sh
e tries to filter h

er w
ords, 

sh
e fails —

 so w
h

y put in
 th

e effort? 

“W
h

y did you do th
at?” 

M
alfoy doesn

’t an
sw

er. Stares straigh
t ah

ead at th
e h

orizon
, on

e h
an

d ab-

sen
tm

in
dedly reach

in
g up to tug at h

is eyelash
es. 

“I could’ve h
an

dled it m
yself.” 

“N
ot everyth

in
g is about you, G

ran
ger,” h

e sn
aps, ton

e colder th
an

 th
e N

o-

vem
ber air. T

h
en

 h
e gives a low

, an
gry sort of grow

l before sh
e can

 respon
d, rip-

pin
g h

is w
an

d from
 h

is pock
et an

d utterin
g a spell un

der h
is breath

. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
es an

 opaque blan
k

et of w
h

ite ripple over h
is body, visible 

E
xcept M

alfoy’s at th
e perpen

dicular table, n
ext to Z

abin
i, an

d th
at isn

’t safe 

at all. 

From
 h

er position
, sh

e can
 see th

e steam
 risin

g from
 h

is cauldron
 —

 can
 

w
atch

 as it gusts up again
st h

is face an
d creates beads of sw

eat on
 h

is pale fore-

h
ead. 

“N
ow

, rem
em

ber m
y frien

ds,” says Slugh
orn

, an
d sh

e’s exceedin
gly grateful 

to b
e sn

apped out of it, turn
in

g h
er atten

tion
 back

. “C
on

cen
trate,” h

e in
sists, as 

if h
e k

n
ow

s h
er th

ough
ts. “I can

n
ot stress en

ough
 th

e pow
er an

d delicacy of th
is 

potion
.” 

H
ers is n

early com
plete. 

B
ut th

at’s w
h

at’s con
cern

in
g. W

ith
 on

ly a few
 steps to go, sh

e sh
ould already 

b
e catch

in
g h

in
ts of h

er favorite scen
ts. Spearm

in
t an

d m
ow

n
 grass an

d w
h

at 

n
ot. A

n
d so far all sh

e’s gettin
g is th

e m
in

t. It isn
’t spearm

in
t, eith

er. It’s pepper-

m
in

t, rich
 an

d stron
g. 

Sh
e practically h

olds h
er breath

 as sh
e drops th

e last in
gredien

t in
, afraid as 

n
ever before to follow

 in
 Seam

us’s footsteps an
d blow

 th
e w

h
ole th

in
g up. 

H
e’s already don

e th
at, after all. Sh

e’d h
ave to join

 h
im

 w
h

ere h
e sits, over at 

Slugh
orn

’s in
fam

ous quaran
tin

e table, h
air sm

ok
in

g. 

T
h

e last in
gredien

t stew
s for a m

om
en

t, an
d luck

ily n
oth

in
g com

busts. B
ut 

th
e pepperm

in
t rem

ain
s ever stron

g, an
d as sh

e sn
iffs at it, brow

s furrow
ed, n

ew
 

scen
ts begin

 to appear on
e by on

e. Sm
ok

e seem
s to b

e on
e of th

em
. A

 w
ood-

burn
in

g, cam
pfire sort of sm

ok
e. T

h
en

 som
eth

in
g sh

e isn
’t quite sure about —

 

perh
aps lin

en
. A

n
d th

en
 th

ere’s…
 

H
er pulse quick

en
s. Sh

e feels th
e flush

 creep up from
 h

er n
eck

 on
to h

er face. 

W
h

atever th
is last scen

t is, it’s h
avin

g an
 effect on

 th
e stren

gth
 of h

er k
n

ees.  

Sh
e grips th

e table for support, just as L
un

a says, “T
h

at’s a very in
terestin

g 

on
e, H

erm
ion

e,” in
 th

at m
usical, liltin

g voice. 

H
er h

ead is m
ovin

g in
 tw

o direction
s, on

e of w
h

ich
 forcefully tells h

er to step 

aw
ay, an

d th
e oth

er in
sists sh

e dive righ
t in

to th
at cauldron

 —
 because an

yth
in

g 

th
at sm

ells th
at good can

n
ot b

e dan
gerous. 

It’s…
it’s sort of m

usk
y. O

ak
y. B

ut th
ere’s citrus in

 it, too. A
n

d a sort of w
atery 



A
nd
 
a 
part 

of 
m
e 
w
ants 

it 
to 

hurt 
her 

w
hen 

I
 
d
o 
it. 

N
o. 

N
o, 
I
’m
 
not 

her 
type 

at 
all. 

D
raco 
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 Z
A

C
H

A
R

IA
S IS P

L
E

A
SE

D
. 

A
fter n

early tw
o w

eek
s of spreadin

g th
eir fak

e relation
sh

ip aroun
d th

e 

sch
ool, h

e tells h
er th

at th
e Slyth

erin
 boys h

ave laid off. T
h

ey n
o lon

ger tease 

h
im

. A
t least n

ot for th
e reason

s th
ey did before. 

A
n

d w
h

ile sh
e’s h

appy for h
im

, sh
e w

an
ts to en

d th
is m

ore th
an

 an
yth

in
g. 

A
ll of it feels w

ron
g. Feels alm

ost…
sticky, if th

at m
ak

es an
y sen

se. E
very tim

e 

th
ey k

iss in
 fron

t of H
arry or R

on
 or an

y of th
eir peers, really, sh

e feels lik
e sh

e 

n
eeds to tak

e a sh
ow

er. It’s all w
ron

g. 

A
n

d it’s en
tirely h

er fault. 

So sh
e’s dedicated th

e n
ext few

 days to th
in

k
in

g up som
e creative an

d believ-

able w
ay to en

d th
in

gs. Sh
e’ll talk

 it over w
ith

 Z
ach

arias. M
aybe h

ave som
e m

as-

sive, scripted blow
out in

 fron
t of everyon

e. T
h

at w
ay h

is reputation
 is protected, 

an
d sh

e can
 b

e free to—
 

Sh
e stops h

er th
ough

ts lik
e sh

e’s steppin
g on

 an
 in

sect. 

Free to do w
h

at? 

Sh
e refuses to let h

er m
in

d go in
 th

at direction
. Sh

e’s en
din

g th
is for h

erself. 

So sh
e doesn

’t h
ave to lie an

ym
ore. For th

at an
d for on

ly th
at. 

Sh
e th

rusts h
er focus back

 on
to h

er cauldron
. T

h
ey’re m

ak
in

g A
m

orten
tia 

today in
 P

otion
s —

 for th
e first tim

e th
is year —

 an
d sh

e’s purposely placed h
er-

self as far aw
ay from

 Z
ach

arias as possible in
 case it becom

es clear to an
yon

e just 

h
ow

 differen
t th

eir tastes are. Sh
e’s brew

in
g n

ext to L
un

a, w
h

ich
 feels safe 

en
ough

. 

for just a m
om

en
t before it fades aw

ay. M
alfoy’s sh

oulders relax. 

Sh
e k

n
ow

s h
e w

on
’t an

sw
er if sh

e ask
s. M

urm
urs, ”Specialis revelio” in

stead. 

M
alfoy barely flin

ch
es as h

is spell is revealed to h
er. Seem

s to h
ave expected h

er 

to do it, really. 

It’s a coolin
g ch

arm
 —

 an
d a stock

y on
e at th

at. H
e’s altered it quite a bit to 

perform
 at its m

ost extrem
e. 

It’s n
o w

on
der n

ow
 th

at h
e’s alw

ays so cold. 

“W
h

at on
 E

arth
 are you doin

g th
at for?” sh

e ask
s, again

 before sh
e can

 filter 

h
erself. 

H
is an

sw
er is flat. D

eadpan
. H

e still doesn
’t look

 at h
er. In

 fact, sh
e’s surprised 

h
e both

ers to an
sw

er at all. “It n
um

bs th
e pain

.” 

“W
h

at pa—
” 

G
un

m
etal eyes lock

 on
to h

er, an
d h

e w
ren

ch
es up th

e sleeve on
 h

is left arm
. 

Sh
e can

’t h
elp but gasp. Sh

e h
asn

’t seen
 it un

til n
ow

. C
ertain

ly, sh
e’s seen

 h
im

 

scratch
in

g at it. Itch
in

g th
e fabric of h

is sleeve. B
ut n

ot sin
ce h

e’s return
ed to 

H
ogw

arts h
as sh

e seen
 th

e state of th
e D

ark
 M

ark
 on

 h
is arm

. 

It’s festerin
g. 

T
h

e sk
in

 aroun
d th

e m
ottled gray-green

 of th
e sn

ak
e is peelin

g back
 —

 a 

raw
, reddish

 sh
ade, blisterin

g in
 parts, scabbed over in

 oth
ers. T

h
e m

ark
 itself 

seem
s to h

ave faded. W
ell, n

o, n
ot faded. It look

s sm
eared, rath

er. A
n

d yet som
e-

h
ow

 still perm
an

en
t. 

Sh
e doesn

’t even
 n

otice th
at sh

e’s reach
in

g for it un
til h

e yan
k

s h
is arm

 aw
ay. 

Sh
e sn

atch
es h

ers back
, too, cem

en
tin

g it to h
er side in

 case it gets an
y oth

er 

foolish
 ideas. 

A
 part of h

er th
in

k
s h

ow
 silly th

is is. 

N
ot tw

o w
eek

s ago, h
e’d left an

oth
er h

alf-m
oon

 bruise on
 h

er n
eck

 —
 said 

pretty w
ords lik

e I’m
 n

ot sorry an
d m

ade h
er feel pretty th

in
gs —

 an
d n

ow
 sh

e’s 

afraid to touch
 h

im
? 

It’s sim
ply n

on
sen

sical. 

Still, sh
e doesn

’t reach
 for h

im
 again

. 

“C
old is all th

at h
elps,” h

e says in
to th

e silen
ce. 



A
bsen

tly, H
erm

ion
e toys w

ith
 th

e w
ool of h

er ow
n

 sleeve. D
rags it up to trace 

th
e letters sh

e’s already traced a th
ousan

d tim
es. “For a lon

g tim
e, I’d just cast 

Stin
gin

g Jin
xes on

 m
y legs. M

y oth
er arm

,” sh
e says an

d doesn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y. 

T
h

en
, out of n

ow
h

ere, sh
e fin

ds h
erself laugh

in
g. L

oudly. B
oisterously. 

O
ut th

e corn
er of h

er eye, sh
e can

 see M
alfoy look

in
g at h

er w
eirdly. Sh

e can
’t 

tell if it’s w
ith

 distaste or con
fusion

. 

B
ut th

rough
 h

er laugh
s, sh

e m
an

ages, “D
’you k

n
ow

? It’s th
e m

ost absurd 

bloody th
in

g —
 fuck

in
g ridiculous, but d’you k

n
ow

? W
h

en
 I first cam

e back
 

h
ere —

 “ sh
e stam

ps th
e grass w

ith
 h

er foot, “w
h

en
 I first saw

 your pom
pous 

bloody face again
, d’you k

n
ow

 th
e first th

in
g I th

ough
t?” Sh

e risk
s a glan

ce at 

h
im

, fin
din

g h
is stare un

n
ervin

gly sh
arp an

d direct. It’s safer to look
 aw

ay. “I 

th
ough

t about h
ow

 sim
ilar w

e w
ere —

 our scars w
ere. A

re.” A
n

d sh
e surprises 

h
erself by barin

g h
er arm

 to h
im

 —
 displayin

g h
er scar in

 th
e fadin

g aftern
oon

 

ligh
t. H

is eyes lock
 on

to it as th
ough

 m
agn

etized, th
en

 jerk
 back

 up to h
er w

ith
 

a look
 th

at’s guarded an
d com

plex. “I w
on

dered,” sh
e con

tin
ues, un

able to h
elp 

an
oth

er laugh
, “I fuck

in
g w

on
dered if on

e day w
e’d ever com

pare th
em

.” 

H
er h

um
orless sm

ile falls, th
ough

, as sh
e stares lon

ger in
to h

is serious face. 

A
n

d th
en

 h
e sudden

ly tak
es h

er arm
, icy h

an
d slidin

g un
der to grasp h

er by th
e 

elbow
. Sh

e stifles a gasp at th
e con

tact, w
atch

in
g som

ew
h

at h
elplessly as h

e draw
s 

it tow
ard h

im
. H

e sh
oves th

e rest of h
er sleeve up an

d out of th
e w

ay, an
d sh

e 

fin
ds h

erself grim
acin

g —
 preparin

g for pain
. 

E
xcept, th

ere is n
o pain

. 

H
e brack

ets th
e scar w

ith
 im

possibly gen
tle h

an
ds, liftin

g h
er arm

 to h
old it 

closer to h
is eyes. T

o exam
in

e it. Sh
e can

 feel h
is cold breath

 gustin
g up again

st 

it. C
an

 see gooseflesh
 risin

g up alon
g h

er arm
 in

 respon
se. Sh

e flush
es, k

n
ow

in
g 

h
e can

 see it too. 

T
h

en
, w

ith
 a touch

 feath
erligh

t, h
e traces th

e carved letter ‘M
.’ 

H
erm

ion
e does gasp n

ow
. C

an
’t h

elp it. If it h
urts even

 w
h

en
 sh

e touch
es it, 

w
h

y doesn
’t it h

urt n
ow

? 

“W
h

at are you…
” sh

e starts to say, but h
e in

terrupts. 

“W
h

y Z
ach

arias?” h
e ask

s, still focused on
 h

er scar. “O
f all fuck

in
g people?” 

m
em
orized

 
H
ogw
arts: 

A
 
H
istory 

because 
M
erlin 

fucking 
know

s 

she 
never 

shut 
her 

m
outh 

about 
that 

one. 

Y
es, 

that’s 
a 
m
ust. 

I
’ll 

bet 
he’s 

into 
ballroom

 
d
ancing 

and
 
chess 

and
 
he’ll 

d
efinitely 

like 
cats. 

H
e’ll 

be 
an 

art 
aficionad

o 
and

 
he’ll 

d
o 
things 

like 
cook 

for 
her 

and
 
learn 

her 
favorite 

poem
s 
and

 

I
’m
 
absolutely 

fucking 
positive 

he’ll 
be 

the 
sort 

to 
m
ake 

love. 

I
’m
 
not 

that 
fucking 

m
an. 

I
 
w
ear 

expensive, 
elf-tailored

 
suits 

that 
w
ould

 
d
isgust 

her 

hum
anitarian 

d
isposition. 

M
y 
tea 

has 
to 

be 
black 

and
 
over-

brew
ed
 
and

 
if 
I
 
ever 

had
 
a 
w
ife, 

w
e’d
 
alread

y 
be 

d
ivorced

. 

I
 
d
on
’t 
know

 
a 
fucking 

thing 
about 

her 
beloved

 
M
uggle 

books 

and
 
I
 
used

 
m
y 
copy 

of 
H
ogw
arts: 

A
 
H
istory 

to 
m
ake 

charm
ed
 

paper 
d
ragons. 

M
other 

m
ad
e 
sure 

I
 
could

 
d
ance, 

but 
she 

never 

said
 
I
 
had
 
to 

like 
it 

—
 
and

 
I
 
m
ad
e 
it 
m
y 
business 

not 

to. 
I
 
cheat 

at 
chess 

and
 
I
 
fucking 

hate 
cats 

and
 
I
’ve 

never 

cooked
 
a 
m
eal 

in 
m
y 
fucking 

life. 
I
 
think 

poetry 
is 
pathetic. 

A
nd
 
I
 
w
ould

n
’t 

m
ake 

love 
to 

G
ranger. 

W
hat 

a 
concept. 

N
o 

—
 
to 

her 
I
 
w
ant 

to 
d
o 
the 

things 
not 

w
ritten 

or 

spoken 
about 

in 
polite 

society. 
I
 
d
ream

 
about 

d
oing 

them
. 

M
y 
hand

s 
itch 

w
hen 

I
 
see 

her. 
I
 
so 

fucking 
bad

ly 
w
ant 

to 
d
o 
them

. 
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D
iary, 

I
 
can

’t 
im
agine 

anyone 
believes 

it. 
I
t 
looks 

so 
forced

. 

A
nd
 
I
 
can

’t 
fucking 

stand
 
it. 

E
very 

tim
e 
he 

kisses 
her 

on 
the 

cheek 
and

 
every 

tim
e 
she 

fucking 
reaches 

for 
his 

fucking 
hand

, 
I
 
w
ant 

to 
carve 

m
y 

fucking 
eyes 

out 
the 

M
uggle 

w
ay. 

A
nd
 
I
 
d
on
’t 

fucking 

und
erstand

 
that. 

B
ut 

he’s 
not 

her 
fucking 

type. 

I
’m
 
half 

expecting 
you 

to 
w
rite 

an 
actual 

reply 
to 

this 

one, 
just 

so 
you 

can 
laugh 

in 
m
y 
face. 

W
hat’ll 

it 
say? 

O
h, 

probably 
som

ething 
along 

the 
lines 

of: 
“A
nd
 
w
hat, 

M
alfoy? 

Y
ou 

think 
you

’re 
her 

type?” 

N
o, 
I
’m
 
not 

her 
fucking 

type. 

She’s 
—
 
she’s 

probably 
very 

particular. 
I
’d
 
w
ager 

her 
type 

is 
a 
m
an 

w
ho 

w
ears 

a 
w
aistcoat 

and
 
a 
cable-knit 

jum
per 

every 

d
ay 

and
 
d
rinks 

his 
tea 

w
ith 

three 
fucking 

sugars. 
T
he 

type 

of 
m
an 

w
ho’d

 
kiss 

his 
w
ife 

w
hen 

he 
cam

e 
hom

e. 
H
e’s 

probably 

read
 
every 

book 
by 

all 
those 

blood
y 
M
uggle 

authors 
she 

loves 

—
 
fucking 

Shakeknife 
and

 
w
hoever. 

H
e’s 

probably 
also 

fucking 

A
n

d h
is soft ton

e doesn
’t m

atch
 h

is w
ords. 

Sh
e’s surprised h

e’s ask
in

g. A
 little surprised th

at h
e even

 cares. 

Sh
e h

uffs, quietly, “Y
ou k

n
ow

 it’s fak
e, righ

t?” 

“D
o you th

in
k

 I’m
 an

 idiot?” A
gain

, h
is ton

e an
d w

ords don
’t lin

e up, an
d as 

h
e traces th

e ‘B
,’ h

e says casually, “Z
ach

arias Sm
ith

 couldn
’t fin

d your quim
, even

 

if you sat on
 h

is face.” 

Sh
e rips h

er arm
 aw

ay from
 h

im
 w

ith
 a disgusted sort of squeak

. “Y
ou’re vile,” 

sh
e sn

aps. 

H
e m

eets h
er eyes, im

passive. Sh
rugs. “It’s true.” 

A
n

 un
derlin

g part of h
er brain

 is piecin
g togeth

er th
at h

e k
n

ow
s Z

ach
arias 

is gay, but sh
e’s too busy bein

g offen
ded to n

otice. 

“Y
ou didn

’t an
sw

er m
y question

,” h
e adds, look

in
g back

 out tow
ards th

e w
a-

ter. T
h

e sun
 is settin

g. 

“Y
our —

 I…
” sh

e fum
bles. 

“W
h

y h
im

?” 

Sh
e struggles to respon

d. A
gain

, opts for th
e truth

, voice terse. “H
e w

as th
e 

safest option
. I h

ad to tell th
em

 som
eth

in
g…

after w
h

at you did on
 H

allow
’s E

ve.” 

M
alfoy h

uffs. G
oes silen

t for a lon
g m

om
en

t. T
h

en
 h

e says, “M
in

e’s bigger.” 

H
erm

ion
e cough

s. “I beg your par—
” 

H
e yan

k
s up h

is sleeve an
d displays th

e in
fected m

ark
 to h

er again
. “M

y scar. 

It’s bigger…
” H

is eyes lock
 on

to h
ers, catch

in
g w

h
at is lik

ely a fiery blush
, “T

h
an

 

yours.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
s back

 h
er em

barrassm
en

t. B
elts h

er arm
s aroun

d h
erself as it 

grow
s colder an

d look
s aw

ay. “Y
es, I suppose it is.” Sh

e feels itch
y an

d un
com

-

fortable. Stan
ds up. 

M
alfoy’s eyes follow

 h
er. 

“I…
” sh

e h
esitates, glan

cin
g dow

n
 at h

er feet. Sh
e isn

’t sure w
h

at sh
e w

an
ts to 

say, an
d yet it feels en

tirely n
ecessary to say som

eth
in

g. “T
h

an
k

 you,” is all sh
e 

m
an

ages, after a lon
g pause, an

d th
e ph

rase feels aw
k

w
ard. T

oo m
uch

 an
d in

ad-

equate all at on
ce. Sh

e isn
’t even

 sure if sh
e is grateful. “For w

h
at you did.” 

“H
urt th

at bad com
in

g out of your th
roat?” h

e sn
ark

s. H
er face m

ust’ve gon
e 



sour. 

“Y
es, actually.” 

“D
on

’t strain
 yourself, G

ran
ger.” H

e stan
ds too, brush

in
g off h

is trousers. 

“Y
ou still h

aven
’t told m

e w
h

y you did it.” 

A
gain

, M
alfoy doesn

’t an
sw

er. H
e sh

oves h
is h

an
ds in

to h
is pock

ets an
d 

glan
ces sidew

ays at h
er. “Z

ach
arias Sm

ith
,” h

e says again
, in

stead. “H
e’s safe?” 

Sh
e lifts h

er ch
in

. “Y
es.” 

“B
ecause h

e isn
’t m

e.” 

H
er pulse stutters. “…

Y
es.” 

H
e tak

es a step tow
ard h

er, an
d th

e dyin
g ligh

t catch
es h

is blon
d h

air —
 cre-

ates an
 iron

ic h
alo effect. O

n
e of h

er feet slides back
. Sh

e debates steppin
g aw

ay. 

Som
eh

ow
 can

’t, even
 as h

e m
oves so close sh

e h
as to look

 straigh
t up to m

eet h
is 

eyes. “A
n

yon
e but m

e…
” h

e m
urm

urs, search
in

g h
er gaze, “righ

t, G
ran

ger?” 

Sh
e sm

ells th
e fam

iliar m
in

t on
 h

is breath
 —

 clin
ically stron

g. “R
igh

t.” sh
e 

breath
es. 

O
n

e of h
is h

an
ds reach

es up to trace th
e lin

e of h
er jaw

, cold as ice. H
er join

ts 

are lock
ed in

 place, m
uscles useless. A

n
d yet sh

e doesn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’d m

ove if sh
e 

could. 

T
h

at sam
e h

an
d travels upw

ard, fin
gers gh

ostin
g over h

er lips. “Fuck
 you, 

th
en

,” h
e w

h
ispers —

 an
d h

e sw
eeps dow

n
, m

outh
 in

ch
es from

 h
ers. T

h
ey sh

are 

th
e sam

e breath
, n

oses again
st on

e an
oth

er. 

“L
ik

ew
ise,” sh

e says. H
er voice trem

bles, barely audible. T
h

e m
ovem

en
t of 

h
er lips m

ak
es th

em
 w

h
isper again

st h
is, an

d a frigh
ten

in
gly fam

iliar pulse 

com
es to life in

 h
er low

er abdom
en

. 

H
is h

an
d sn

ak
es aroun

d to th
e back

 of h
er h

ead, tan
glin

g in
to a fist in

 h
er 

m
ess of curls. “I can

’t fuck
in

g stan
d you,” h

e h
isses. 

H
er eyes flutter sh

ut. “I k
n

ow
.” 

L
oath

e as sh
e is to adm

it it, sh
e w

an
ts n

oth
in

g m
ore in

 th
is m

om
en

t th
an

 to 

k
iss h

im
. Sh

e w
ets h

er lips. T
ilts h

er h
ead back

. H
is grip tigh

ten
s. 

“O
i, D

raco —
 oh

.” 

T
h

ey jerk
 apart. H

er pulse sk
yrock

ets, an
d for a m

om
en

t sh
e th

in
k

s it’s all 

over. 

B
ut it’s N

ott up on
 th

e h
ill. H

e stan
ds stock

 still. Sh
oots h

er a w
ith

erin
g 

glan
ce as sh

e rush
es to righ

t h
erself before sh

iftin
g h

is eyes to M
alfoy. 

“W
h

at is it?” ask
s M

alfoy, im
peccably calm

. 

N
ott pulls th

at lim
e green

 journ
al from

 h
is bag an

d w
aves it in

 th
e air. “L

ess 

th
an

 h
alf an

 h
our. Just ch

eck
in

g up.” H
is eyes fin

d H
erm

ion
e again

. T
igh

ten
. 

“I’ll m
eet you in

 th
e O

w
lery.” 

N
ott h

uffs. “R
igh

t.” H
e tuck

s th
e journ

al back
 in

to h
is bag. “See you th

en
.” 

A
n

d h
e turn

s on
 h

is h
eel, trudgin

g back
 up th

e m
oun

tain
. 

H
erm

ion
e clears h

er th
roat. A

djusts h
er bag on

 h
er sh

oulder an
d m

oves to 

follow
 N

ott tow
ards th

e castle. “I sh
ould—

” 

M
alfoy’s h

an
d fin

ds h
er arm

, h
oldin

g h
er in

 place. T
h

eir eyes m
eet, an

d 

som
eth

in
g in

scrutable passes betw
een

 th
em

. 

T
h

en
 h

e seem
s to th

in
k

 better of it, an
d h

e lets h
er go. 

Sh
e suck

s in
 a deep breath

, h
esitatin

g on
ly a m

om
en

t before m
an

agin
g to set 

off on
 h

er w
ay. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e calls after h

er. Sh
e look

s back
. H

e’s toyin
g w

ith
 a rin

g th
at 

look
s lik

e an
 h

eirloom
 on

 h
is fin

ger —
 doesn

’t look
 at h

er. “I couldn
’t just stan

d 

th
ere…

lik
e I did before. N

ot again
.” 

Sh
e open

s h
er m

outh
. M

ak
es a sm

all soun
d of con

fusion
, brow

s furrow
in

g. 

H
e look

s up. “Y
ou ask

ed m
e w

h
y.” 

Sh
e puts it togeth

er. Som
eth

in
g w

arm
 an

d un
fam

iliar floats aroun
d in

 h
er 

ch
est. 

“B
ecause I couldn

’t stan
d th

ere an
d w

atch
 you scream

. N
ot again

.” 

Sh
e exh

ales. 

T
h

at n
igh

t sh
e dream

s of h
im

. A
n

d sh
e isn

’t sorry.


