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— CHAPTER ONE —

Sowing the Seeds

He opened his bedroom door cautiously and put his face against the sliver of space between it and
the jamb (banging his glasses in the process), surveying the upstairs hall. There was his aunt’s and
uncle’s bedroom door at the other end, still closed. He could hear his uncle’s snoring through it,
rather like you can hear fireworks if you put your head really close to them.

The early morning sun whispered in through the small window at the top of the stairs. His
foreshortened view of the wall to his right meant that he was only able to see the doorknobs for the
two bedrooms and the bathroom there. He listened for a sound that wasn’t his uncle; otherwise
the house seemed to be utterly silent. Of course, the Cold Stream Guards could have been giving a
concert in the living room. There was no way of knowing.

Harry Potter opened his bedroom door enough to go through. He was dressed for running except
for the fact that his running shoes hung by their laces from his left hand. He crept stealthily toward
Aunt Petunia’s and Uncle Vernon’s room, then turned left to descend the stairs. So far so good. The
snoring had made it impossible for him to hear anything else, but he hoped now that it would also
conceal any sound he might make. Unfortunately, he knew that no amount of noise could conceal
his Harry-scent...

Damn! Harry thought, halfway down the stairs. He looked down to where his new nemesis stood,
waiting for him with teeth bared, a very low growl rumbling through his chest, small tail twitching
back and forth ominously.

Harry narrowed his eyes, glaring at Dunkirk. This was getting old. He’d been home for almost a
week, and rather than improving, his relationship with the little Yorkshire terrier had deteriorated
from a high point of Dunkirk failing to sink his teeth into Harry’s hand the first time he tried to pet
him.

Getting out of the house to go running in the mornings had grown progressively more difficult.
Harry had started to wonder what his aunt was doing with the off-white dog while he and his uncle
were at their jobs every day. He pictured her giving Dunkirk photos of him and rewarding the
dog with love and kibble if he succeeded in thoroughly shredding the images of Harry. Dogs are
creatures of conditioning, he knew. Pavlov was hardly the first to discover this.

He considered his options now. He could leap over the banister and sprint toward the kitchen
and try to make it out the back door before Dunkirk reached him, or he could try leaping right over
him and bolting for the front door, a mere ten feet from the foot of the stairs. What to do, what to
do...

Finally he put his leg over the banister. The small dog darted down the hall to intercept him,
and Harry quickly took his leg down again, dashing down the rest of the stairs, stopping to grab the
knob on the front door.

But the dog was onto him already, turning and reaching him too quickly for Harry to escape. He
sank his teeth into Harry’s sock, right above the heel. His teeth scraped Harry’s skin, but did not
get a purchase on his flesh. Harry lifted his foot, the tenacious dog dangling from the sock by his
teeth. He shook his foot repeatedly, but the dog continued to cling.

“Geroff! Stupid animal-" he grunted, standing on one foot and continuing to swing Dunkirk
through the air. The sock was stretching out of shape and slipping off his foot with each kick. The
terrier hung on.

“Sodding-little-” Harry gasped as he continued to try to shake the dog. Without warning the
sock finally slipped off his foot completely. The dog went flying down the hall, sock still in his
mouth. He landed heavily on all four of his little stumpy legs, momentarily shaken. Harry was
breathing heavily, anger roiling through him. Suddenly he had a thought; he knew what might put
off Dunkirk once and for all.
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He stared at the dog and concentrated on making the change-and in a second, he was standing
on all fours in his own front hall, his mane tickling his back, his long tail swishing, a low rumbling
purr vibrating throughout his body.

The Yorkshire terrier’s eyes grew so large that Harry could actually see white around their edges.
His jaw dropped, and the sock fell onto the floor. Harry gave a soft roar, hardly even a fraction as
loud as Vernon Dursley’s snores, and the little animal suddenly gave a soft frightened-sounding
whimper and scuttled into the living room through the slightly-open door. Harry saw him disappear
beneath the ottoman, his buff-colored tail still visible under the slipcover. Harry changed back to
his human form, joints aching. He stood in the doorway of the living room, looking at the dog’s
exposed tail, which was shaking vigorously. He felt somewhat ashamed of himself for a moment,
scaring a little dog by appearing to become a lion...

But then Dunkirk emerged from the ottoman, and, spying Harry, ran full tilt at him again, as
though nothing had changed. Harry swiftly slammed the door shut. He could hear Dunkirk on the
other side, frantically scrabbling at the wood, trying to get it open again, and continuously growling.
Harry stopped feeling sorry for him. If Dunkirk was going to leave him alone, it was obviously going
to take more than seeing Harry change into a golden griffin just once.

Harry retrieved his sock from the floor of the hall and started to put it back on, but it was sodden
with dog saliva and stretched out of shape. He plodded up to his room with the ruined sock, threw
it in the rubbish and retrieved a fresh sock. He returned to the front hall and sat down on the
steps to tie his shoes, grimacing. He'd let a stupid little dog (still heard attacking the living room
door) get to him and he’d performed magic outside of school. He didn’t think anyone would find
out-he wasn’t even going to have to register as an Animagus until after he finished his seventh year
of school-but he still needed to exercise more restraint. If Aunt Petunia or Uncle Vernon had seen
that, he thought, there would have been hell to pay.

As he left, he could still hear Dunkirk scratching at the living room door. He shook his head,
then went out into the bright summer morning, pulling the cool, still-dewy air into his lungs as his
feet pounded the pavement, running toward the village. It had been a conscious decision of his to
run a different route than he had with Dudley and Hermione. He used to turn left upon leaving the
house; now he turned right, the spire of St. Bede’s and the clock tower of his old school rising up
above the houses and shops and growing larger as he neared them. He’d never really minded the
quaint village of Little Whinging, just the fact that he had to live there with the Dursleys. He didn’t
have much to compare it to, never have been-anywhere (in the Muggle world). In the wizarding
world, he hadn’t been much of anywhere, either, but he’d now been to an opera and a ceilidh at the
Hogsmeade town hall and to a party at a private home in Hogsmeade. He’d also been to the Ministry
of Magic in London (or rather under London).

Harry started slowing down, then stopped. He put his hand on the stone gateposts at the
entrance to the graveyard. After a moment’s hesitation, he entered. He reached Dudley’s grave
quickly. He stood looking at the mound of dirt, which was still higher than the surrounding grass.
Someone had scattered grass seed in the soil, and small green shoots were starting to burst through.
Soon the stone (which wasn’t in place yet) would be the only indication of where Dudley had been
buried; the earth would be flat again, all of it covered in endless grass. Earth to earth, ashes to
ashes...

Harry turned from Dudley’s grave and walked up the hill where he now knew his parents were
buried. He knelt by their stone and pulled some weeds from the grass that blanketed them. Shred-
ding the weeds with his fingers, he spread the bits around the roots of the calla lilies he’d planted
on either side of the stone. He’d put the plants in two days before. He like the idea of coming to
their grave in the mornings, just sitting peacefully. He wondered whether he should talk to them,
or to Dudley, but even though he was utterly alone, the idea embarrassed him. He wasn’t a talking-
to-dead-people sort. It annoyed him when this was done in television programs or films, largely to
let the audience hear a person’s thoughts. He would have felt self-conscious doing it.

After a little while, Harry patted the stone fondly, then left to resume his running. When he
returned to the house on Privet Drive, although his aunt and uncle hadn’t seen him turn into a
golden griffin, there was still hell to pay. When he opened the door, he immediately missed the
peace and quiet of his uncle’s snoring. His head promptly started hurting, from both the noise and
the fact that he was trying to process nothing but sentence fragments.

“...could have been hurt, poor baby...”

...your aunt in hysterics...”
...crying and crying...”

...peed on my favorite chair...”
...just a sweet little baby...”

“

“

“

“
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“...door needs painting now, scratches all over...”

Harry winced as his uncle grabbed his ear and pulled him into the living room to see the deep
gouges the dog had put in the paint on the inside of the door. What am I, six? he thought.

“Geroff!” he yelped, escaping from his uncle’s grip. “He attacked me! I was just trying to get
out!” He was momentarily surprised to find that he was taller than both of them. When had that
happened? Not that it was helpful at this moment.

His Aunt Petunia stood in the doorway, cuddling Dunkirk in her arms like a baby. “He’s claus-
trophobic! He was scared. Weren't you my little Dunkirk...” she cooed to him. Harry rolled his eyes;
his head was really throbbing now. If only they would shut up! If only-

“Aaaah!” he cried in agony, pressing his hands on either side of his head as the pain spiked.
His eyes were squeezed shut; on the insides of his eyelids, he could see shadowy figures in a glen.
Dappled shadows...a green cast on everything...it would be a beautiful summer morning in a cool,
leafy forest if it weren’t for the torture...

The man writhed on the ground, on the leaves. Harry couldn’t see his face; he could see the
wizard casting the spell, crackling light connected his wand with the victim’s body. The red
eyes seemed to bore right into Harry’s, even though that was impossible, he wasn'’t really
there. As the torture continued, his scar began to feel hot. He knew he was still screaming
because his throat hurt, but he felt like his ears were stopped up. All he could hear were
the sounds coming directly into his brain _from that deceptively pleasant-looking wood.

The tall, thin wizard with the red snake-eyes lifted his wand at last, breaking the spell.
The man who’d been writhing on the ground panted and tried to rise. It took some effort.
When he was finally on his feet, Harry had a glimpse of his face. Then it was as though a
memory charm had been placed upon him, and a split second later, he had no idea whose
face he’d seen. I know him! he thought. Who-?

But now the instrument of torture was pointing at the crook of the man’s left elbow.

I know him I know him I know him I know him...

“MORSMORDRE!”

Harry wrinkled up his nose at the smell of the burning flesh. It was as thought he were
there. The man cried out in agony as the mark was seared into his arm. The stench filled
Harry’s nostrils. The man’s tormented howling increased in pitch as the mark became part
of him. Harry’s scar was still throbbing. He may still have been screaming, he didn’t know.

Finally, the man was silent. He had gone down on his knees, where he remained, his
breathing labored. His torturer put his hand on his shoulder, almost fondly, saying, “At
last. I acknowledge you as my heir.”

“Aaaaah!” Harry’s scream continued. He could hear himself again. He opened his eyes and looked
around. His scar hurt, but not as persistently. His uncle was cowering behind his armchair; his
aunt, still clutching the writhing dog (trying desperately to escape her grip) had backed up against
the table in the hall.

Harry willed himself to stop screaming, but it was difficult. The heir. I know the heir. He just
didn’t know who it was. Why can’t I remember? he wondered. Maybe it was like the anti-Muggle
magic that kept people from seeing things like the Leaky Cauldron. A Muggle might actually see it
for a split second, but then his or her eyes would glide past, forgetting about it. Where do I know
him from? he wondered, trying to put the pieces of the puzzle together. Damn! The image was
slipping away from him again.

He swallowed and looked uncertainly at his aunt and uncle.

“S—sorry about shutting Dunkirk in the living room. I-I have to get ready for work...”

He sprinted up the stairs to the bathroom. He slammed the door shut and leaned heavily against
it, his heart thudding in his ears. I need to write to Sirius, he thought desperately. I need to tell
him. And I need to remember. Remember remember remember...

He removed his sweaty running clothes and stepped into the shower. Voldemort has his heir
by his side now, he thought. And it's someone I know. Is it someone I trust? All he knew was
that it was someone tall, with dark hair and parchment-colored skin. Hell, he thought. That only
describes half the men and boys I know...At least it lets off the Weasleys and Gilderoy Lockhart and
Lee Jordan...Great. That really narrows it down.

While he showered, he thought of some more people it couldn’t be. Seamus Finnigan, Will
Flitwick, Dean Thomas, Neville Longbottom... This was getting him nowhere.

He needed to send Hedwig off for the rest of the summer anyway. He couldn’t risk Mrs. Figg
asking questions about the snowy owl. He hadn’t actually stayed with her since he’d found out he
was a wizard on his eleventh birthday. After work he would be going to Mrs. Figg’s house rather than



4 HARRY POTTER

returning to Privet Drive. His trunk and summer clothes had been taken over there the previous
evening. After he’d hauled his trunk up to Mrs. Figg’s sewing room, where he’d be sleeping on an
old couch, he had stood in her living room whilst the Dursleys recounted all of the things she wasn’t
to let him “get away with.”

“Don’t you let him contradict you. Tell him who’s the boss.”

“Don’t let him weasel out of chores. Especially cleaning up after himself...”

“Don’t let him watch the telly after ten o’clock at night...”

“Don’t let him up from the dinner table until he’s cleaned his plate, including vegetables...”

This from the couple who was trying to starve me two years ago, Harry thought. As the litany
had continued, he had stood grimacing, his arms crossed over his chest. He had wished that he
smoked, so he could have stood there with a cigarette hanging carelessly from his lip, a pack of
them clearly visible under the sleeve of his T-shirt. He had also wished he still had Sandy, the
garden snake, who he used to wear wrapped around his left upper arm, and maybe also a bone
earring, like Bill Weasley, or a tattoo...

If he was going to be, in essence, accused of being the worst juvenile delinquent since Billy
the Kid, he wanted to look the part. But instead, he had waited grumpily, listening to the list of
things he was to be forbidden (this included puddings of any kind-fine with him; he hated Mrs.
Figg’s puddings). While he had listened, his gaze had wandered around the room, which looked
as he remembered it, which was to say, it looked remarkably similar to the tents Mr. Weasley had
borrowed for them to sleep in at the Quidditch World Cup. It appeared that a battalion of little old
ladies armed with crochet hooks had been unleashed upon the place, for there was hardly a piece
of upholstery without a complement of a dozen antimacassars or a horizontal surface completely
unobscured by doilies.

When his aunt and uncle were finally done and had paid Mrs. Figg for the services she would be
rendering while they were away, they had gone to the door of her odd cabbage-smelling house.

Mrs. Figg had lifted up her head and surveyed Harry critically. “I understand you're working for
that Dick.” It had taken him a moment to realize that she was saying his name, not dropping into
uncharacteristic profanity. “Doing landscaping, eh? Well, you can help me in my garden as well.
Make yourself useful. And my back’s been bothering me. You can clean the cat boxes while you're
staying here. Both of them. Twice a day. Cats are very fastidious. You can’t expect them to just
wallow in filth.”

Harry had grimaced. He was glad he’d be working for Dick much of the time. This was shaping
up to be far worse than when he was ten. She’d tried to get him to clean cat hair off the upholstery
once, and he’'d instead started to suck antimacassars into the belly of the Hoover. It was an effective
way to get out of cleaning (and no accidental magic was involved), but he wasn’t sure how he’d avoid
working in her garden or cleaning the cat boxes.

Harry went to his bedroom when he was done his shower and dressed for work. He quickly
wrote a note to Sirius, telling him about the waking dream, seeing Voldemort initiating his own heir.
Harry stopped while he was writing, staring into space. There were two things that struck him as
odd. First was that Voldemort was doing this during the day, and secondly, that they had seemed
to be alone. If there were other Death Eaters present, Harry hadn’t seen them. Does anyone else
know who the heir is? he wondered. If I remember, will I be the only one?

He sent Hedwig off with the letter for Sirius, plus a short note for Hermione. He’d warned her
and Ron that birthday greetings and subsequent letters would have to come to Mrs. Figg's by the
British postal system. He didn’t want her to have a fit from several owls showing up at her house
on the thirty-first of July. It wouldn’'t be a problem for Hermione, but he remembered the time
Mrs. Weasley had sent a letter by regular post to the Dursleys, covered in so many stamps that the
postman had rung the doorbell so he could deliver it face-to-face and enquire exactly who would
make such a mistake. Harry’s Uncle Vernon had been livid, worried that the postman might think
he and Harry’s aunt were peculiar in some way (in any way). They aspired to be the epitome of
normal, and would broach no one destroying this illusion.

He sat down to read again the most recent letter he’d received from Hermione.

Dear Harry,

I know I just wrote to you the day before yesterday, but that wasn’t about what I'm actually
doing on a day-to-day basis, so I wanted to write to you again. I hope you don’t mind that
this letter isn’t quite as descriptive.

Harry grinned. The other letter had been descriptive all right, describing what she wanted to do
with him the next time they had a chance to be alone. He’d written a note to her saying he was
safely home but that Sandy had left him, and Hedwig had returned with that in the middle of the
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night. He’d found himself taking a cold shower at two in the morning after reading it.

Sirius goes running with me in the mornings, in dog form. He sits as a dog in the surgery
waiting room much of the day, too. Mum and Dad will only see people who’ve come to
them before, no one new. Sirius brought some dark magic detectors with him. None of them
have gone off, but there was one fellow Sirius wouldn’t let into the surgery yesterday. He
growled at him and the man backed off and ran out.

I was sitting in the waiting room reading. Mum came out, wondering where her two
o’clock was, and I told her what Sirius had done, hoping she wouldn’t be angry. She
surprised me by laughing and saying that she didn’t care if he ever came back. Evidently
he acted very silly when he was on laughing gas and tended to try to touch my mum in
ways that only my dad should touch her. I was shocked! I mean, to think of someone
malking passes at my mum! Not that Mum doesn’t still look nice. You know what I mean.
Think of the Pensieve. Anyway, she was glad of Sirius yesterday. At dinner (he’s in human
Jform then) she asked him why he’d done it. He said he just didn’t trust the man; something
set off this alarm in him. Dog instinct. He apologized, but Mum told him not to. “Well
spotted!” she said, laughing.

Sirius goes to meet the other operatives at night. We’re perfectly safe because of the
spells protecting the house. We can’t really have all of the same spells on the surgery
because it’s a public place. I'm not usually in the surgery; we have a courtyard in the
center of the house where I can read and get some sun. If it’s cloudy, I'll go see how Mum
and Dad are doing. I missed them so, during the past year.

And I miss you! I had a dream about you last night. You were wearing your kilt, and
only your kilt...

Harry grinned, continuing to read for a little bit. So much for this letter not being as “descriptive”
as the other one. He didn’t finish reading all of it (he’d just left the shower and didn’t have time for
another). Folding the letter, he shoved it deep into his back pocket.

He picked up another letter from his desk. Like the previous year, it had arrived not long after
he’d returned home. It was from McGonagall, welcoming him back in September as a sixth-year
prefect. It also informed him that Liam Quirke was to be Head Boy, and Cho Chang would be Head
Girl. Harry was happy for her. They'd voted at the last prefect meeting of the year, which was
attended by the staff, as they would also be voting. Hermione had wanted Katie to win, since she
was from Gryffindor, and Harry hadn'’t told her he’d voted for Cho. He hoped his vote alone hadn’t
cost Katie the win. None of them found out who had won until receiving the letters. Most of the time,
the six prefects from each house voted for their own (sixth-years of course voting for themselves)
and the heads-of-house also generally voted for their house members, so realistically, it was the
other staff who decided it. He suspected that most of the other staff would vote for Cho anyway, so
his vote probably hadn’t mattered; but he’d felt like doing it anyway. He certainly couldn’t imagine
many teachers voting for the Slytherin sixth-year girl, Regina something...let alone Eloise Midgen,
from Hulfflepuff.

Harry read further down the letter, to where the names of the new fifth-year prefects were listed.
Under Gryffindor were the names Anthony Perugia and Virginia Weasley. He smiled. McGonagall
must have gotten over the Potions dungeon stunt. Ginny did have the best marks...and Harry was
not at all surprised about Tony. He’d have been shocked if it were Colin Creevey, who still tended to
lose his way going to classes. And perhaps Tony would join them on the Quidditch team, and Zoey
Russell, one of Ginny’s roommates. Harry looked forward to getting to know some of the students
in Ginny’s year a little better.

Harry tucked his letter away in his desk. There was no need to take it along. He looked around
his barren room; he wouldn’t be seeing it again for another year. His aunt and uncle had scrapped
the idea of going to Portugal now that they had Dunkirk. Instead they were taking a cruise on a ship
that allowed dogs. They would be stopping first in the Channel Islands, then the Azores, various
points along the Spanish coast, through the Straits of Gibraltar and round the Mediterranean.
Whenever they pulled into a port, Dunkirk would stay on board while they went ashore. Harry had
a feeling Aunt Petunia wouldn’t actually be going ashore very much.

He arrived in the kitchen as his uncle was tucking into his eggs. His aunt was warming Dunkirk’s
sausages. The small dog was already at the table, looking expectantly at his empty plate. Harry
grabbed his toast quickly, as the dog growled whenever he reached out his arm. Harry hoped
Dunkirk’s food would be ready soon, before he mistook one of Harry’s fingers for a sausage.

They ate silently. No one mentioned the little screaming fit Harry had had in the living room. He
also tried to banish the memory from his mind, but attempting this only made the memory more
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persistent. His aunt and uncle amazed him; it was as though by not looking at or thinking about
magic, it would just disappear, not exist. He finished quickly and rose to go.

“Well,” he said awkwardly. “Have a good trip.” His uncle harrumphed in lieu of acknowledging
Harry’s words. His aunt evidently looked on this as one last opportunity to harangue him.

“You make yourself useful to Mrs. Figg. And don’t forget to get yourself over here to tend our
garden on the weekend. I don’t want to come home and find a jungle! And whatever you do-"

“No doing what I'm not supposed to do out of school. Yes, yes. I know, I know.” He couldn’t even
say, “I won’t do magic.” That would be every bit as bad as actually doing it, in their eyes. He was
very glad they hadn’t seen his Animagus form earlier.

“Don’t you give Mrs. Figg any lip like that. And mind you send off that owl-"

“I already did. I wrote to my godfather this morning and asked him to take care of Hedwig for
the rest of the summer. He can send her to me at school.”

But it seemed that they’d gone back to ignoring him. Right, he thought.

“Goodbye. I'm off to work.” Still nothing. Unless you counted Dunkirk turning his head and
growling softly at him. Right, he thought again. He opened the door and left, still looking at them
for some recognition of the fact that he was leaving. He got none before he finished closing the door.
Oh, well. He probably shouldn’t have expected any change, even after Dudley. Life was going on at
number four Privet Drive.

& ok ok ok ok

Harry leaned back on the grass contentedly, feeling the sun warming his bare chest. He’d had a
good lunch (the couple at number seven Magnolia Crescent was feeding them rather well) and he
felt at peace. He liked working with Nigel, Trevor and Sam, turning the front, rear and side gardens
of the house into a tropical paradise (or as close as one could come to one in Surrey).

Nigel and Trevor were brothers, twenty-two and twenty-four. Despite the fact that they looked
almost identical and that Trevor was only two years Nigel's elder, he had an air of authority that
Nigel did not. They had dark hair and eyes and brows arched so severely that they both looked
perpetually surprised. Sam was the eldest of them all, somewhere in his thirties, but taciturn
and clearly not interested in being the boss. He had reddish-brown hair and brown eyes and an
amazing collection of tattoos all over his chest, arms, calves-and probably areas of his body only
his girlfriend Vera saw (her name was on his forearm). From things he said and Trevor and Nigel
said, Harry gathered that he’d recently been in prison.

Harry hadn’t actually seen Dick since he’d started work. Trevor was in charge on this job; Dick
was supervising some work in nearby New Stokington. On Harry’s first day, he’d reported to Trevor,
who’d introduced him to the homeowners, Bobbie and Terry Galbraith. They owned several shops in
London and outlying areas which sold surplus military clothing from around the world, altered by
Bobbie to be more stylish for “today’s look.” (The design was by Bobbie; the sewing was carried out
by immigrant girls in their late teens and early twenties, according to Nigel.) It felt to Harry like this
had been done before, but he didn’t say so to Mrs. Galbraith, who was paying him to relandscape
her property, not critique her business.

Trevor had knocked on the door on that first morning, his hand on Harry’s shoulder, when
Bobbie Galbraith answered, wearing fatigue pants and a tailored blue blazer over a waistcoat that
looked more like a bullet-proof vest. She also sported high-heeled combat boots.

“Ello, Missus. Good mornin’ to ye. This ere’s Arry Potter, a new lad. E’ll be working’ wif us on
yer job.”

She had looked him up and down appraisingly. “All right then. Terry and I have to go to London.
We'll be back late.”

“Very well, Missus,” Trevor had answered. Harry had a hard time not mentally superimposing
green skin and large protruding eyes on Trevor; as he had the same name as Neville Longbottom’s
toad, it was all Harry could think of every time he spoke with him.

Suddenly, Mr. Galbraith appeared, pushing past his wife and nodding at Trevor and Harry, while
calling over his shoulder to her, “Come on, love! The traffic’s supposed to be a bitch...”

She rushed past them, slamming the door behind her. The Galbraiths strode purposefully toward
the drive and got into their expensive German car. Terry pulled on driving gloves. Harry had never
seen anyone use driving gloves. The car started quickly and smoothly, and in the blink of an eye,
they were gone. Harry was rather certain they were going well above the speed-limit for Magnolia
Crescent.

Harry liked what Trevor had said to Bobbie. He was one of the lads now. He enjoyed working
with Sam and Nigel and Trevor. They were easy-going but didn’t mind hard work. They accepted
him unquestioningly and didn’t ask about his scar. At twelve every day, they let themselves into the
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Galbraiths’ kitchen, where there was food left for them in the fridge, including a bottle of stout for
each of them. Harry declined his and just drank water the first day. Trevor spoke to Bobbie, and
after that she supplied Harry with a Coke.

“She thought you was eighteen, she did,” Trevor told him with a nudge and a wink. Harry flushed
at the thought of Mrs. Galbraith considering him to be an adult. She reminded him of a brunette
Alicia Spinnet (except for her slightly bizarre taste in clothes).

“So,” Nigel had said to Harry as they ate lunch, a wicked gleam in his eye. “Y’got yerself a bird,
Arry?”

Harry was about to admit that he had a snowy owl when he realized Nigel meant a girlfriend. He
thought of Hermione, imagining her in the courtyard of her house, sunning herself, possibly in the
bikini...and felt himself flush again. Nigel laughed.

“Should I take that bright shade of crimson as a yes,” Arry?”

He laughed along with them, taking another bite of his sandwich, nodding.

“Thought y’'might. Glasses aside, I rather got the impression y’'might be beatin’em off wif a stick.”

“Wif what stick is the question!” Trevor interjected, nudging Harry again.

He felt warm from the neck up once more. Trevor and Nigel laughed knowingly, exchanging sly
looks, while Sam’s quiet protesting, “Now, now,” went unheeded.

“Well, er, I sort of thought some girls might like me, but they didn’t really, they just acted that
way because...well, it’s really hard to explain...”

“Oh, I see,” Trevor said, and for a moment, Harry was panicked that he actually did. “It was a
bet, was it?”

“Something like that.”

“That’s rough, Arry, that is,” Nigel commiserated. “’Ard on a man’s ego, that is.”

“But your bird’s not like that, is she, Harry?” Sam piped up. Harry thought for a moment about
Hermione being on that potion for six months...

“No, no, Sam. Hermione’s not like that.”

“’Er-MY-oh-nee,” Nigel sang. “My, my, she as quite the name. Y'done the deed yet wif Er-MY-oh-
nee, Arry?”

Harry immediately turned a deep scarlet. Nigel laughed, but Trevor said, “Nige! That’s none o’
yer business! Leave the lad alone!”

“Aw, Trev, can’t a bloke live vicariously?”

“Nige, you don’ even know what that word means.”

“Do so! An’ I jus’ used it completely correc’, din’ I, Arry?”

“Er-" Harry said with his mouth full.

“Nigel,” Sam said quietly, “even if Harry’s been with his bird once, he’s seen more action than
you have in the last three years...”

“Four,” Trevor corrected, smiling.

Sam guffawed, and then all of them, even Nigel, succumbed to the contagious laughter. After
they were done eating they retired to the rear garden to sun themselves. At first, Harry had found it
difficult not to think of Hermione at these times. But today, he was finding it difficult not to picture
the tortured man in the wood (and yet he wished he could see his face better...) He was glad when
it was time to get back to work, which was a welcome distraction.

When he’d said goodbye to the lads that evening, he walked to Mrs. Figg’'s house, one block over
on Arden Circle. He let himself in with the key he’d been given and called out, “Hello? Mrs. Figg?
It's Harry Potter. I'm done work.” There was silence for a half-minute; an orange-striped cat rubbed
against his legs, and he stooped down to scratch it behind the ears, making it emit a loud purr.
Then a door slammed upstairs and he heard Mrs. Figg running down the upstairs hall, followed by
her running down the stairs toward Harry. The cat looked alarmed and fled toward the kitchen.

“Hush!” she hissed at him angrily. “What do you think you're doing, coming in here and shouting
like that? Act like a civilized human, instead of one raised in a cave.”

“Well, actually-" he began, then thought better of it. He’d been about to correct her, tell her it
wasn’'t a cave so much as a cupboard under the stairs. Besides, she’d been the one who'd scared
her own cat.

But he said, “Yes, ma’am,” to her meekly. She put her hand to her breastbone suddenly, and
Harry puzzled at this. Was she all right? She had come running downstairs rather fast. Which
also struck him as odd, now that he thought about it. He’d never seen her move faster than a
lackadaisical shuffle. But the hand-on-chest thing suddenly seemed-forced. She didn’t appear
winded. Was she trying to elicit sympathy from him, or make him feel guilty for making her run?
He wasn’t sure. He started up the stairs, but she was in his way. He shifted to the left, and she did,
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too. He shifted back to the right and she moved to block him again.

“Er, after work I'm usually rather in need of a shower,” he tried to explain. She stepped aside
now and let him pass, but as he ascended the stairs, she followed him closely. When they reached
the bathroom, Harry explained lamely, “I think I'll go in alone.”

She stepped back from him, as though she’d forgotten that she’d practically been treading on
his heels the whole way up the stairs. “I don’t want you to forget,” she said to him sharply, waving
a finger in his face, “that the sewing room and the bathroom are the only rooms you’re to go in up
here. Understand?”

Harry looked down the hall in either direction at the closed doors, which suddenly seemed quite
ominous. The sewing room, where he was staying, was the equivalent in the Dursley house of
Dudley’s room. Mrs. Figg’s room was the same as his aunt’s and uncle’s. He didn’t know what
might be in the other two bedrooms, and now, naturally, he felt a burning need to know. He didn’t
remember being barred from these rooms when he was younger, but perhaps they’d simply been
closed and locked and she was confident that he couldn’t get into them. She probably thought
Harry-the-thinly-veiled-delinquent had a large supply of lock-picks or some such thing.

It was strange to him that Mrs. Figg’s house had exactly the same layout as the Dursleys, since it
looked so very different. He found himself appreciating for the first time his aunt’s spare aesthetic.
Their home was always neat and uncluttered, whereas Mrs. Figg’s house was the polar opposite.

“I only go in the sewing room and the bathroom. Got it. I'll take my shower now-"

“Make it quick! Dinner will be ready in forty minutes. I'm not keeping it warm for you if you're
late!”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said again quietly, going into the bathroom.

Dinner was dry chicken, vegetables boiled to the point of being virtually dissolved, starchy boiled
potatoes and lemonade without enough sugar. Moussaka seemed to be the only thing she could
cook well, and she didn’t seem inclined to make it that often. Harry was too hungry to care about
the quality of the food. Quantity was all that mattered; he’d built up quite an appetite, working.

After dinner, Mrs. Figg retired to the living room to watch a program the Dursleys were also quite
fond of: Who Wants to Look Stupid in Front of the Whole Country for the Chance to Get Stinking Rich?
His aunt and uncle laughed themselves silly over this show, despite the fact that they themselves
seldom knew the answers to even the simplest questions. Mrs. Figg actually seemed to know quite
a lot.

“Which Dickens work features the character of Miss Havisham? Oh for mercy’s sake, you yob!
Great Expectations! Not the bloody Mystery of Edwin Drood! How in blazes did you get on?” Mrs.
Figg’s chief enjoyment seemed to come from talking to the contestants, pointing out their obvious
mental shortcomings. She also liked to suggest various careers that might be appropriate for a
person with sub-par intelligence, such as testing hand grenades for the army (by agreeing to be
blown up).

The mention of Dickens gave Harry an idea. He’d been enjoying reading some Dickens in his
Anthology of Muggle Literature, but he couldn’t very well sit around Mrs. Figg’s living room reading
a book with that title, so he told her that he was going up to his room to read.

“Why can’t you read downstairs?” she said sharply. He of course couldn’t explain that he
didn’t want her to see a book with the word “Muggle” in the title, and she jumped to conclusions
and assumed that he didn’'t want to go upstairs to read at all, but to “abuse” himself. Harry
reddened, thinking rather angrily that all anyone thought teenage boys thought about was-Oh
yeah, he remembered. That’s right. It was all teenage boys thought about...

He sighed in resignation, looking around the living room. The orange-striped cat was curled in a
compact circle near Mrs. Figg’s feet, while a black cat with a white bib and feet washed itself next to
the table with the television. Then he noticed that Mrs. Figg seemed to have quite a nice selection of
books lining the shelves, which were neatly alphabetized. He found a few Dickens novels to choose
from, deciding on Oliver Twist, which he’d never read. When he opened the book, he discovered
that the pages had never been cut. Each stitched folio still had a creased fold facing the outer edge
of the book. He could get a letter-opener from her desk, he supposed, and cut each page as he
needed to read it. He knew from a teacher he’d had when he was younger that he shouldn’'t use
something too sharp, so he’d have a nice deckled edge on each page. But somehow, he didn’t feel
like he wanted to go through that much work just to have something to read. He returned Oliver
Twist to the shelf and selected Far from the Madding Crowd by Thomas Hardy. He’'d rather enjoyed
Tess of the D’Urbervilles (although it was a bit depressing). He started to open the Hardy, only to
discover that this book also had never been read and still had uncut pages. He turned and looked
over his shoulder at Mrs. Figg.

“Another genius!” she declared sarcastically. “Monte Carlo cannot be the third-largest city in
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Italy! It’s not in sodding Italy! There; a future auto company employee. He can sit in the cars they
crash test. Those tests need more realism anyway...”

Harry discreetly removed a copy of Pride and Prejudice from a shelf. Pages uncut. Wuthering
Heights. My Antonia. Robinson Crusoe. Shane. The Hunchback of Notre Dame. Don Quixote. Anna
Karenina. Middlemarch. Cry, the Beloved Country. Around the World in Eighty Days. The Old Man
and the Sea. Elmer Gantry.

It didn’t matter what the country of origin was or whether the book had originally been written
in English or translated. None of the books had cut pages. They’d never been read. Not one.

Right, thought Harry. They're just decor. He returned to his initial choice, putting Oliver Twist
next to a disdainful-looking smoke-grey cat on a doily-covered table and going to the dining room to
look in Mrs. Figg’s desk for a letter opener. He pulled open one drawer, which immediately squeaked
loudly.

“What are you up to?” she said suddenly, calling from the living room. Harry guiltily slammed
the drawer shut, startling the cream-colored cat sleeping on the dining room window sill. It blinked,
gazing at him with one amber eye and one green eye. He returned to the living room doorway. “I
was going to read that book,” he said, pointing to where it lay on the table, under the paw of the
grey cat, “but the pages weren’t cut. I was looking in the desk for a letter opener.”

“First of all, stay out of my desk! Second of all, don’t be ridiculous. I've read that many times.
Of course the pages are cut. The pages on all the books are cut!”

Harry frowned. He went to the table and carefully picked up the book, lifting the cat’s paw. The
outer edge and top of the pages now had gold leaf, which he didn’t remember from before. He rifled
through the pages; they all fell in an arc of white tipped with gold, every edge neatly and cleanly
machine cut. He surreptitiously pulled off the shelves some of the other titles he’d glanced at before.
All of them had pages that were separate and ready to be read, many of them with silver or gold leaf
on the edges.

That’s odd, thought Harry. Did I do that with some spontaneous magic? He hadn’t meant to.

He sat down to read the book. Immediately, the grey cat curled up in his lap, purring. Harry
winced as the sharp claws kneaded his thighs, breathing a sigh of relief as the animal settled down
and put its paw over its nose. After reading several chapters, he stopped. He was just finding the
story too implausible, and he was also too tired to keep his eyes open any longer. Listening to the
cat’s purring was lulling him to sleep...

“Minsk!” Mrs. Figg shouted at some unfortunate soul making a fool of himself before the whole
country, startling Harry and the cat awake. The grey cat leapt to the floor and stalked out of the
room indignantly, presumably to look for a quieter place to sleep. Actually, Harry was glad to be
awake again; he’d been reliving seeing the tortured man in the forest...

“And you call yourself a teacher!” Mrs. Figg said accusingly. Harry didn’t, so he was rather
confused. It took him a moment to realize that she meant the poor man on television who evidently
should have said “Minsk” to whatever question he’d just been asked. “If that’s what most teachers
are like these days, it would certainly explain a lot,” she said, sliding her eyes over to him, hinting
broadly.

Harry tried to stifle a yawn and rose to go. “I'm going upstairs. I've got work tomorrow.”

“Eh? On Saturday?”

“Well, the clients want someone working on the job six days a week, so we each take different
days off. I picked Wednesday, so I won’'t have to work on my birthday.” Trevor had also had
Wednesdays off, so Dick was the Wednesday boss. Harry would probably not see him unless he
switched his days around.

“I didn’t realize you'd be working Saturdays...”

Harry frowned at her; she seemed to think this was a good thing. Then she noticed him looking
at her and scowled at him.

“And when are you going to do something to my garden, I'd like to know?”

“I can do something when I get back from work. Good night.”

She didn’t answer, but turned back to the television. Mrs. Figg made him miss having Sandy
to talk to very, very much. He’d had to explain a great many things to Sandy which most people
just knew, but at least she was always civil. He smiled at the thought; snakes were actually very
civilized creatures, in addition to having the Sight. Who knew?

He went up the stairs and prepared for bed. When he emerged from the bathroom after brushing
his teeth, he thought one of the doors in the upstairs hall had just closed quickly. He stared at the
doors for the other two bedrooms. Nah, he said to himself. I'm just tired.

But as he was dozing off, he thought, That’s funny. The drawer in Mrs. Figg’s desk, the one he’d
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opened while looking for a letter opener...he remembered for a moment what he’d seen there. How
odd...

There were several bottles of ink, in various colors, high-quality parchment in a chamois tone,
and several beautiful quills that appeared to be from eagles’ tails...

But he was very, very tired, and soon forgot about this and was fast asleep...

* %k ok ok ok

On Sunday morning, Harry was careful to be very, very quiet when going downstairs. He'd rather
startled Mrs. Figg Saturday morning, coming out of her bedroom in her nightdress but no dressing
gown. She hadn’t expected him to be up so early. He explained about his running habit (feeling
slightly guilty, as though it were a drinking habit) and she had peered at him suspiciously through
slits of eyes, looking like she thought the whole purpose of his getting up so early had been to
purposely catch her out in her nightdress.

When he returned from running on Sunday and had showered, he went down to the kitchen,
prepared to scrounge up his own breakfast. The day before, he’d sat expectantly at the dining table
for twenty minutes before she pushed open the swinging kitchen door and told him that the food
wasn’t going to march into the dining room and into his mouth. He was still getting used to being
in her house.

He managed to find some slightly stale bread to toast, and located the butter, but no jam or
marmalade. The cream-colored cat regarded him sleepily from the top of the fridge, while the black
cat wound around his legs, making him move around quite cautiously; he was constantly afraid he
was going to step on it. He looked in the fridge; there didn’'t seem to be any fruit juice, so he filled
the kettle and put it on the stove, resigning himself to tea, if only he could find where she hid the
teabags...

“What do you think you're doing?”

Harry jumped, slamming the cupboard door that had been holding open. As a result, a collection
of decorative spoons on the door were rattled off their very small nails and clattered to the counter
in a silvery heap. Mrs. Figg's screeched question had rattled him somewhat. The black cat sped
from the room, and the cream-colored cat looked on edge, although it remained in sphinx-position
on the fridge.

“Now look what you've done! Oh, don’t worry about them now. We'll be late for church. What
were you looking for, anyway?”

“Tea. What do you mean, church?”

“It’s in the tin on top of the fridge.” It took Harry a moment to realize that she meant the tea,
not the church. “You know,” she went on, “that place in the village with the rather tall tower and
the bells that have been making a racket all morning. Church. I don’t want to miss Mr. Babcock’s
sermon. I suggested the topic to him: Why Young People Don’t Think Rules Apply to Them.’ I highly
recommend you pay attention. I'll be asking you questions later.”

As he reached for the tea tin next to the cat, Harry wondered briefly what the scriptural text could
possibly be for such a sermon, but he told her, “I'm not coming to church with you.” He looked into
the tea tin. Oh hell, he thought. Loose tea. He grimaced and looked about in a bewildered fashion.
Mrs. Figg sighed and thrust a silver-colored metal ball at him with perforations all round it. He took
the proffered tea ball and used the scoop in the tea tin to fill one half of the ball after opening it. At
least there won’t be any tea leaves in my cup, he thought...

“You're not coming, eh?” she said menacingly, as though she were looking forward to fighting
with him about it.

“No. I'm going over to Privet Drive to work in the garden. I promised my aunt I would. I did not
promise her I'd go to church.” Harry put the tea ball in the old brown teapot sitting in the middle of
the breakfast table. He sat down to read the Sunday paper which he’d brought in, waiting for her
next salvo.

“I see,” was all she said, and Harry was surprised that she sounded a little hurt. He glanced at
her around the page of the newspaper he was holding before his face. She looked distracted, and,
he realized, quite old. How old was she? he wondered. He suddenly felt rather ashamed of himself.
Perhaps she just wanted the company, walking into the village for the service and back again, not
having to sit alone in her pew box...

But he shook off this feeling. If I go today, he thought, she’ll expect me to do it the rest of the
summer. Better to start as we mean to go on.

When the water was hot enough, she filled the teapot and took some cream from the fridge.
The black cat returned now, rubbing against her leg quite lovingly now that she had a pitcher of
cream in her hand; she shooed it away. Harry was watching her but trying not to seem to be doing
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so. He was only about six years older than the last time he’d been in this house; why did it feel
so different? Perhaps because as a ten-year-old, he didn’t have the same autonomy as an almost
sixteen-year-old. I'm almost sixteen, Harry thought. In just over three weeks. He suddenly felt very
happy about this.

“You know,” he told her while he buttered his toast, “in about three weeks, it'll be my sixteenth
birthday...”

She jerked her head up, eyes wide, as though she’d forgotten something.

“Birthday!” she said suddenly. Harry frowned. What was with her?

“Yeah, my birth-"

“Stay away!”

“What?” He stared at her. She wasn’t backing away from him, and he hadn’t been moving toward
her. What was she going on about?

“From the house. Today. Take as long as you need to in Petunia’s garden. Don’t come back
before four o’clock.”

He furrowed his brow. “Why?”

“Never you mind!” she said angrily, her voice rising in pitch. “Just stay away!”

This was getting stranger and stranger, he thought. Fine, I'll let myself into my own house when
I'm done in the garden. I can watch television or play games on Dudley’s computer.

Dudley’s computer.

Harry grimaced; no, one thing he did not want to do was go into Dudley’s room. He’d thought of
it many times, having access to all of the wonderful toys and gadgets that his aunt and uncle had
showered on their son but not him. As far as he knew, they hadn’t changed a thing in Dudley’s
room, it would all be as Harry remembered it. But now...

“Did you hear me?” she demanded, pulling down the newspaper hiding his face from her. He
nodded at her.

“Yes, yes. I'll stay away.”

When they were done the eating and clearing up, he helped her fill the cats’ food and water
dishes. Then they left the house together, walking in opposite directions. He whistled as he ap-
proached Privet Drive; his aunt and uncle (and Dunkirk) wouldn’t be at the house, he could work
in the garden during the cool of the morning and then decide how to spend the rest of his day until
four.

But the cool of the morning wasn’t so cool; he was already getting quite warm just walking the
few blocks to his house. When he was not quite there, he decided that it had been a mistake to
wear jeans instead of shorts, so he turned on his heel and headed back to Mrs. Figg’s house. She’'d
said not to return until four, but she wouldn’t be there, he reasoned. She’d never know.

He let himself in and immediately froze; music was floating down from the second floor into
the entrance hall. Someone’s broken into the house! he thought. To listen to the radio? his brain
rationally answered. He lowered the umbrella he’d picked up from the rack near the front door. He
was being ridiculous. It was probably a clock radio. Mrs. Figg had probably forgotten she’d set it for
this time. Or else one of the cats had walked on the “on” button. The orange striped cat was trying
to rub against his legs again; he’d already pegged her as the “greeter” cat. He ignored her this time.

He still carried the umbrella as he walked up the stairs toward the music, but carrying it more
like a closed umbrella and less like an instrument of war. Then he realized that the music was
coming from one of the off-limit rooms on the second floor. Now what do I do? he wondered. He
grimaced. Finally, he came to the conclusion that he should change into his shorts and leave. The
music would eventually stop. There was no reason to go into that middle room, the one that was
the guest room at his house.

He forced himself to go to the sewing room and change, to ignore the music emanating from
behind the closed door. But when he emerged and was about to descend the stairs, he heard an
mistakably human sound from behind the door of the forbidden room where the music was playing.

“Ow!” was all he heard, after a muffled bang. Someone had walked into something and been
injured; an intruder had broken into the house. Evidently people did engage in breaking and
entering for the purpose of listening to radios. Harry hefted the umbrella in his right hand; he’d
been preparing to return it to the rack downstairs, but now he approached the closed door, wishing
it were his wand, his heart beating loudly and painfully.

He stared at the knob. He slowly reached his hand out and tested it. It wouldn’t budge. The
door was locked. He slowly removed his hand again. Concentrate, he thought. You can do this...He
closed his eyes, focusing all of his energy on the door. It’s a simple enough spell. Dumbledore does
things without his wand. It’s just an unlocking spell...He opened his eyes again and held his hand
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in the air hovering about three inches above the doorknob. “Alohomora!” he said forcefully, his eyes
boring into the door.

It worked. The door swung open, more slowly than when he’d used a wand to perform the same
spell, but it did open. Harry immediately saw who had barked his shin and said “ow.” He stood
with his jaw dropped, blinking in disbelief. The other person was equally shocked, staring at him
open-mouthed and speechless.

Harry walked into the room, still holding the umbrella a bit like a weapon. They circled each
other, still no less shocked. Finally, Harry lowered the umbrella and swallowed, his brain trying to
process the ramifications of this surprising discovery. The other person finally found his ability to
speak again.

“Potter!”

Harry shook his head and stared. “Malfoy...”

“What are you doing here?”

“What am I doing here? What are you doing in Mrs. Figg’s house? She’s a Muggle! I thought you
were going to be with your old nanny! Did Dumbledore set this up?” Malfoy’s face was a parade of
perplexed expressions.

“Nanny Bella is my old nurse. Mrs. Figg? Who’s Mrs. Figg?”

Nanny Bella. Mrs. Figg. Harry wracked his brain. Bella. Figg. Arabella. Arabella Figg. Something
Dumbledore had said over a year ago, about the old crowd...

He looked at Draco Malfoy. “Your Nanny Bella and my Mrs. Figg are the same person.”

Malfoy raised his eyebrows. “Come again?”

“You heard me. It has to be. It would explain so much...why Dumbledore would have let the
Dursleys use her to baby-sit me, especially when I was little. She’s not a Muggle; she’s a witch!”

“You never knew she was a witch?” Malfoy looked disdainful.

“I didn’t even know I was a wizard until my eleventh birthday, Malfoy. And until a few days ago,
the last time I saw Mrs. Figg was when I was ten. I didn’t even know the wizarding world existed
the last time I saw her.”

Malfoy sat on the bed, frowning darkly. “Yeah, well, speaking of birthdays, today’s mine.
Whoopee. Happy birthday to me.” He reminded Harry of Eeyore.

“Really? July seventh is your birthday? That’s the seventh month and seventh day.”

“Born the seventh hour, too. My mum wasn’t happy. She’s always complained I kept her up all
night before I deigned to be born. I used to feel guilty about that. I think I've decided to get over it
now.” He smiled ruefully. “So how long have you been here, Potter?”

“Since Friday. The Dursleys have gone on a cruise. During the day I've been at work, though.”

“Work?” Malfoy looked oddly interested. Harry would have expected him to feel that work was
beneath him.

“Yeah, you know. The manual labor you think is so demeaning.”

Malfoy grimaced. “Who cares about demeaning at this point? I'm broke, Potter. I need some
money. Even Muggle money. I could always exchange it at Gringott’s.”

“Are you saying you want me to help you get a job?”

“Well, the cat’s out of the bag now, isn’t it? I know you're here, you know I'm here. And we got
off track. There are a few questions we haven’t been asking ourselves, such as, why has that old
bat been making me stay in this room morning, noon and night since the end of term? Why didn’t
she tell you I was here, and why didn’t she tell me you were here? What’s the point? And what’s
the point of not telling you she’s a witch?”

“Well, I reckon the point when I was younger was that Dumbledore didn’t want my head turned.
Because of the whole-you know-"

Malfoy nodded. “Right. The fame thing. And she watched over you, I reckon. Made sure you
were all right.”

“I guess so. She could have been a bit pleasanter about it. I suppose it was her cover, but still...”

“So are you telling me that she’s lived in this house for years? In the Muggle world?” He still
looked like he couldn’t quite believe it.

“Right. I used to see her every day when I was walking to school. She used to be carrying this
basket with a couple of her cats in it...” Suddenly Harry had a memory flash; he was walking to
school, small thin frame bending under the weight of his schoolbooks in his rucksack, and she
was always about thirty feet behind, it seemed, also walking into the village, and always looking
remarkably unperturbed when Dudley and his gang came upon him and started roughing him
up. He'd never felt particularly protected while walking to school, considering that she ignored the
bullies. But now, he realized, she had been protecting him from a threat of a different sort.
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“Did you say cats?” Malfoy said nervously, putting his head round the door jamb, looking into
the upstairs hall with trepidation.

“Yeah, Malfoy. Deadly little kitty cats with nasty sharp claws and killer purrs.” Harry shook his
head over him. “It's one thing to not be a cat person, it’s another to be afraid of cats. They’re not
that big or anything. They're actually quite nice. Oddly enough, they don’t seem to like her very
much, but I can’t say that I blame them.”

He came back into the room. “Doesn’t matter.” He surveyed Harry now, taking in his clothes.
“What were you going to do today?”

“Work in my aunt’s garden. I told Mrs. Figg I'd promised to do that, but not go to church.
Speaking of which-" he checked his watch; it was only eleven. “Good. She probably won’t be back
until one. The service should be about an hour, then some socializing with the other church ladies,
then she’ll have to walk back from the village.”

“Did you say church? She goes to church?”

“Well, it would be strange if she didn’t, around here. At her age. My aunt and uncle only
ever went and took us at Christmas and Easter, but all the old women around here are regulars.
Everyone would probably wonder why she didn'’t if she didn’t. I suppose it’s been part of her cover.”

Malfoy shook his head in disbelief again. “I can’t believe I'm spending the summer in the same
house with you.”

“You can’t believe it? At least you knew she was a witch!” And then suddenly, he remembered
seeing the ink and parchment and quills in her desk...And then there were the pages of the books
in the living room...He hadn’t changed them, he realized now, she had. He hit his head with his
hand. Malfoy stared at him. “What?”

“Oh—nothing. Just feeling like stupid prat for not figuring it out before.”

“Yeah, well don’t let me stop you if you're feeling stupid. Go right ahead.”

“Thanks loads, Malfoy.”

“Any time.”

They looked at each other a bit awkwardly, the radio blaring still. Harry stepped over to it and
switched it off. “Well, there’s not much point to you staying up here anymore, is there? You might
as well come downstairs. I think we need to talk to Mrs. Figg when she gets back. I can work in
Aunt Petunia’s garden some other time.”

Malfoy nodded, following Harry down the stairs and into the living room. Mrs. Figg had appar-
ently already given Malfoy some breakfast in his room. At least she’s not letting him starve, Harry
thought. But why keep us separate? Why keep me in the dark about her being a witch?

They hung about in the living room, waiting for her to return. The grey cat curled up on Harry
again (he was mentally calling this one the lap cat). Malfoy looked disturbed about the black cat
until he saw that it wasn’t going to try to sit on him. They watched bits of television programs
for a maximum of thirty seconds each. Harry let Malfoy hold the remote control; he was fasci-
nated, changing the station almost as soon as Harry could start to figure out what each program or
advertisement was...Malfoy had a new toy, he realized. He’d never seen a television before.

This took up a surprising amount of time, and before they knew it, the front door was opening
and they heard her step in the hall. The grey cat leapt down from Harry’s lap and hid behind
the chair where he’d been sitting. Harry put his finger to his lips and crept behind the arm chair
himself.

“Draco!” she called up the stairs. “I'm back!”

“In here,” he drawled just loud enough to be heard through the door. She opened the door to the
living room and entered quickly.

“Draco! What are you doing down here? Were you watching the television? Could the neighbors
have heard? I was going to let you come down for a while for your birthday, but now I think I've
changed my mind! Get back upstairs this instant!”

“Why should I? So I can spend my sixteenth birthday cooped up too? What’s the point?”

“The point is to keep you safe. What other people don’t know, they can’t divulge to dark wizards
who put Imperius on them.”

“If that’s your worry,” Harry said, standing up and letting her see him, “I can put it to rest as far
as I'm concerned. I'm rather good at resisting Imperius, not to brag...”

“H-H-Harry! I-I told you to stay away until later...”

“Hello there, Arabella Figg. That is your real name, isn’t it?” He frowned at her with his arms
crossed. Quite suddenly, she really looked her age, and quite addled and flustered, too. He refused
to let her intimidate him ever again. He knew her secret now.

Her mouth worked but no sound came out. She sank into a chair, looking defeated. Then she
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said softly, “Oh, Albus won’t be happy...”

“This is because of Dumbledore?” Malfoy practically squeaked, getting to his feet.

“Oh hush up, Draco!” she snapped at him, sounding more like her old self. “And sit down, the
pair of you. It’s long and complicated...”

So Harry sat, and she told the two of them about the job Dumbledore had entrusted to her: to
watch over them, two of the three people in the prophecy. First, she’d managed to get the nanny job
at Malfoy Manor when Draco was a baby (she’d been in Slytherin when she was in school; somehow,
Harry was not surprised). At the same time, she’d established residency in Little Whinging, with
Dumbledore’s help, and she’d gone round to the Dursleys to offer her services as a baby-sitter, so
cheaply that it of course appealed to them. She wasn’t called upon to baby-sit for Harry terribly
often, which was a good thing as she needed to spend a great deal of time Apparating back and forth
between her Surrey house and Malfoy Manor. There was the matter of establishing herself as part
of the Little Whinging community, being seen at St. Bede’s every Sunday, and, not least, gossiping
with the neighbors. It was hard work to do that at the same time as working as a nanny for such
demanding employers as the Malfoys. They spent almost no time with their son.

Then, when the Dursleys did hire her to baby-sit Harry, she sometimes needed to take care of
both boys at the same time. She would tell the Malfoys that she was going to take Draco to her
sister’s house; they were fine with this. If they wanted him underfoot all the time, they wouldn’t
have hired a nanny. She would strap him to her and fly on her broomstick at night to Surrey. After
Harry and Draco had played together all day, she had put very subtle memory charms on them, so
they wouldn’'t remember anything but seeing her. This was starting to get more complicated when
they were four or so; they were far more self-aware at this point, and she dreaded one of them
saying something to their families about the other boy they’d been playing with.

“We played together?” Malfoy said incredulously.

“You were best mates. Not that you remembered from one time to the next. Memory charms.
Important precaution. But you know how small children are; they meet each other, and they seem
to think, Right. I'm four and you're four, I'm a boy and you're a boy, so let’s be friends for life...”

“Friends for life?” Harry choked out.

“Oh, you know what I mean. Children at that age are completely indiscriminate.”

“Good word for it,” Malfoy grumbled, glaring at Harry as though it were his fault Malfoy didn’t
remember any of this.

“Could you-" Harry started, then paused, uncertain.

“What?” she said sharply to him.

“Well-would it be possible at this point to somehow lift the memory charms? To let us remember?
There’s no point now, surely, to having us block those memories.” Even if they included Malfoy, he
thought it might be nice to have some pleasant childhood memories.

She grimaced. “It’s not an easy thing. I'll look it up and get back to you.”

“In the meantime,” Malfoy broke in, “I'd like to live a life outside of that ruddy room now, please.
Now that I don’t have to hide from Potter.”

“Malfoy has a point,” Harry conceded.

“It wasn’t just Harry I didn’t want to know about you. And is that what you always call each
other? Potter and Malfoy?”

They looked at each other and shrugged. “We always have done,” Harry said feebly.

“No you haven’t. You used to call each other Harry and Draco. Never mind. Itll come back to
you if I can remember what I did with that book on memory charms...” Suddenly this made Harry
laugh, and in a moment Malfoy caught on and also laughed. Mrs. Figg looked bewildered. “What?
What's so funny?”

“You need a remembering charm to help you find the book on memory charms!” Harry crowed
delightedly, still laughing. Slowly, she cracked a smile and then joined them in their laughter. Harry
realized he’d never seen her laugh before (jeering at people on television didn’t count, he felt). He
felt like he would never stop. Malfoy held his middle, doubling over helplessly. Just when Harry
thought his life couldn’t get any stranger, it did...

& ok ok ok ok

That evening had a small sixteenth-birthday party for Draco Malfoy. Harry had managed to convince
Mrs. Figg to get Indian take-away, and they had a nice curry and some violently-red tandoori
chicken. It turned out that the moussaka Harry had enjoyed when he was younger had come from
the Greek take-away establishment that had preceded the Indian business in the same location.
Mrs. Figg confessed that she couldn’t cook to save her life. This was hardly news to the boys.
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They’'d also talked about the changes there could be in life at Mrs. Figg’s house, now that there
weren't any secrets about who was staying there any more. Harry was going to phone Hermione,
tell her all about Mrs. Figg being Malfoy’s nanny, and ask her to send Hedwig back. He was also
going to ask permission to talk to Hermione on the phone occasionally, something he never would
have dared ask Mrs. Figg before. It turned out that he couldn’t use Mrs. Figg’s fireplace to talk to
Ron, however, because her fireplaces had been taken off the Floo network as a security precaution,
as had the Weasleys’ fireplaces. But with Hedwig, he could at least write to Ron now without having
to rely on the regular post (he didn’t think the British postal system knew where the Burrow was
anyway). And he graciously told Malfoy he could use Hedwig to write to Ginny. Mrs. Figg still looked
nervous while they discussed these things, and mumbled something about talking to Dumbledore.

After the meal, Mrs. Figg poured herself a glass of brandy and offered some to the boys. Harry
declined, remembering the watered-down whiskey Snape had given him; that had been bad enough,
despite how weak it was. Malfoy accepted, but then, it was his birthday, Harry rationalized (and he
remembered the hip flask he’'d carried at the ceilidh).

She asked them how school was going, and they each told their versions of it, interrupting and
contradicting each other until she shut them up with, “Enough! Quiet already! I've had enough of
you sniping at each other. I changed your nappies, the pair of you! And when you were wee lads,
you got on famously! I don’t want to hear one more angry word from you!” She, apparently, still
had that privilege.

Malfoy made a face. “Did you have to mention nappies...?”

Harry found himself agreeing about this. He was ready to make a concession. “He did finally
thank me for the Quidditch Cup.”

“And Potter thanked me for the House Cup,” Malfoy said grudgingly.

She sighed. “Perhaps I shouldn’t have put those memory charms on you. Perhaps it would have
been better these past five years for you to remember that you were once friends...Wait a minute...”

She went to her desk against the wall between the dining room and kitchen; opening a deep
lower drawer, she withdrew a large photo album and put it on the table so they could all see it. She
opened it in the middle, then turned several pages, before she found what she was looking for.

“There. Look at that and tell me you don’t look like best mates there.”

It was a picture of two small, thin boys at the seaside. There were brightly-striped cabanas
behind them, and their black and blond hair fluttered in the sea breeze. They were next to a large
sand castle they’d apparently built together, a confused pile of dun-colored towers and steps and
slightly-crooked walls. Each boy had his arm around the other’s shoulders, each was holding a pail
with a shovel in his free hand, squinting against the sun while gulls wheeled in the painfully blue
sky. Harry felt like he could almost hear the crashing waves, and although he had never thought
he had been to the seaside at any time in his life, he almost felt the memories coming back, almost
felt like he could smell the salty sea...

Malfoy was turning the pages, finding more pictures of the two of them. They looked like the best
of friends, all right. Both of their faces were much rounder in the pictures; they hadn’t yet lost their
baby fat. They were also both painfully pale. Harry’s eyes looked very green; they weren’'t obscured
by his glasses yet. It was so strange, looking at the photos, events he didn’t know he’d experienced
laid out before him, a part of his childhood he’d never suspected.

“Of course, when Draco was old enough for tutors, Lucius Malfoy fired me. Dumbledore didn’t
see that coming; he’d thought I'd be able to watch over him and keep him from being a pawn of his
father’s...” Mrs. Figg looked regretfully at Malfoy. “I did try, Draco. We tried. We never wanted you
to-"

“To get this?” he asked, quietly pulling back his sleeve, showing the Mark on his arm. He covered
it up again and she nodded.

“And once I wasn’t able to influence your upbringing, it seemed even luckier that we kept you
from remembering Harry. I always thought Albus knew best...That was another reason I thought
you two shouldn’t know you were in the same house. I reckoned you’d be trying to kill each other.
Even though my brother wrote to me and said you were perhaps starting to get along. I just wish
I could have talked to him on the day of the ceilidh.” Harry remembered that “Arabella” had been
the operative disguised as Ian Lucas’ wife Mary (using Polyjuice Potion). He looked uncertainly at
Malfoy, who still did not know the extent of Dumbledore’s underground operation. Harry still didn’t
know the full extent of the operation. “I'm just glad he saw those Death Eaters through the pub
wall and-"

“What?” Harry interrupted her. She gazed back at him.

“What’s wrong?”

“You said your brother saw Death Eaters through the wall. Mad Eye Moody is your brother?”
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Malfoy’s jaw dropped. “I just cannot get away from that family...”

She nodded. “Aye. Alastor's my brother.” Then she chuckled, looking for a moment, Harry
thought, like the worst Muggle stereotype of a wicked old witch. “Who do you think first gave him
the name Mad Eye?’ Isn’t that what evil little sisters are for?”

Harry shook his head, incredulous. Mrs. Figg took another drink of the brandy, moving it around
her mouth slowly before swallowing and looking into the distance thoughtfully.

“Half-brother, he is, actually. Our dad was Cameron Moody. Lived in Edinburgh. He fell in love
with a married woman, and a Muggle, no less. She was twice his age, if you can believe it. Oh, dad
was a charmer. She never got a divorce; when they learned she was pregnant, they ran off together
to the Isle of Skye. There Alastor was born on New Year’s Day, 1897. Almost a hundred years ago,
now. She was already almost forty, and they didn’t have any more babies; none that lived, at any
rate. Alastor’s never said precisely, just hinted that they tried to have more and couldn’t manage
it. To all intents and purposes, Morag Fraser lived as dad’s wife, even called herself Morag Moody.
When Alastor was a few years old, they moved to a village in Yorkshire with a small wizarding
community, hidden from the surrounding Muggles. They told everyone they were married. Alastor
lived there until he went to Hogwarts. And then...”

“What?”

“He went to Hogwarts with her.”

Harry and Malfoy looked at each other, perplexed. “Who?” Malfoy demanded.

“Cathy Marvolo.”

“Oh,” Harry said, swallowing. From the name Marvolo’ he assumed he knew who she was.

“Who?” Malfoy said again.

“Tom Riddle’s mother,” Harry informed him. Mrs. Figg didn’t correct him, so he knew he was
right. Malfoy still looked blank. “Tom Marvolo Riddle was Voldemort’s real name.” Malfoy’s eyes
opened wide. Mrs. Figg continued.

“He was in love with her, in fact. But Cathy had met this Muggle in her village, Little Hangleton.
After she finished at Hogwarts, she spent years pursuing him, but never told him she was a witch.
They married in 1926, and in 1927, he was born. I was born the same year, was in the same year
at Hogwarts with him. With Voldemort.”

Malfoy swallowed; now she had said the name. Harry remembered Malfoy saying the name in
wizard court, and wondered how difficult that had been for him. “But,” Malfoy said in a musing
voice, “wasn’t your mum almost seventy by then? And a Muggle?”

“I told you; Alastor and I are half-siblings. His mum died in 1924. She was in her sixties.
Perfectly normal Muggle life span for those times. I'm not sure of the cause of death. Dad mourned
her a couple of years, then met a witch named Amelia Chesterton-my mum-and married her and
they had me. Alastor was a bit scandalized, he told me when I was almost done Hogwarts. My mum
was five years younger than him! And Dad expected him to call her mum, too! Which he never did;
Alastor called her Amelia, and that was fine with her...”

“So,” Harry said breathlessly, “you were in school with Voldemort. Tom Riddle, I mean. And
Hagrid. And you-did you know Myrtle? Before she was killed? Do you remember when the Chamber
of Secrets was opened?”

Mrs. Figg waved her hand at him. “Stop, stop. I don’t have the strength tonight. All in good time.
Yes, I remember all that. Let’s leave that for some other time, shall we? You have work tomorrow,
and I need my beauty sleep.” She actually cracked a smile, and Harry could see a slight resemblance
then, between her and her brother. Not the way Moody was now, but the way he remembered him
from Dumbledore’s Pensieve. And she and her brother had both been in Slytherin, Moody at the
same time as the witch who was at that time the last remaining descendant of Salazar Slytherin,
and who became Tom Riddle’s mother, and Mrs. Figg with Tom Riddle himself...

& ok ok ok %

Harry hadn’t exactly been prepared to give Malfoy a birthday gift of any kind, so he said he’d vouch
for him to Trevor, if he really wanted a job. Mrs. Figg had looked nervous about allowing this, but
she didn’t say anything. So it was that Draco Malfoy accompanied him to seven Magnolia Crescent
in the morning. Trevor looked suspiciously at Malfoy when Harry showed up with the pale blond
boy. He pulled a phone out of his back pocket and punched the small buttons quickly.

“Oi, Dick! Trev ere. It's our Arry, it is. Brought a mate round, lookin’ for work. Dunno. Lessee...”
He nodded at Malfoy. “You there. What you call y’self?”

He hesitated for a second. “Draco Malfoy.”

Trevor said the name into the small phone. Malfoy leaned over to Harry and whispered out of
the corner of his mouth, “What is he talking to?”
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“A phone. Surely you've heard of telephones.”

“I thought they had curly cords, and were attached to walls in houses...”

“Not anymore. Well, people still have those, too. But they have these also now.”

Malfoy frowned, staring at Trevor listening to Dick. Dick seemed to be talking quite a lot. Trevor
was grunting every few seconds and nodding. (Harry had seen his aunt and uncle doing this,
nodding while on the phone. It seemed pointless, and yet it also seemed to be something that
humans could not help doing.) It was strange for Harry, not seeing Dick. In the previous year he’d
become so accustomed to seeing Sirius, for instance, when he called him from Snape’s office. Of
course, you couldn’t very well carry a fireplace in your back pocket...

“Right,” Trevor said suddenly into the phone after not talking for quite a while. Both Harry and
Malfoy had been shifting their feet restlessly, waiting for the verdict.

Trevor folded up the phone and put it back in his pocket. “Ere’s ow it is. Dick knows I don’
much like trainin’ anyone new. No offense, kid, that’s just me. E’s the one oo trained up our Arry
proper, las’ summer. So we're going to switch off. I'll be supervisin’ the job over in New Stokington,
an’ Dick’ll be the boss ere. E should show up soon. Mebbe you can get im started, eh?” he said to
Harry.

Harry nodded and gestured for Malfoy to follow him, to get gloves and tools. Malfoy was more
than a little awkward. His arms were thin and singularly unmuscular. He had a scholar’s pallor and
looked more likely to burn and become lobster red than to tan. But Harry soon found that if there
was one thing Malfoy had in abundance, it was determination. Harry watched him digging, sweat
dripping off his brow, a scowl on his face as he put his foot on the spade, willing it to cut through
the hard soil, gritting his teeth as he worked. Malfoy engaged in manual labor, Harry thought. Now
I've seen everything.

Finally, Dick’s dirty blue Renault pulled into the Galbraiths’ drive. Harry stood up from where
he’d been patting soil around the roots of a rubber plant. He smiled and waved at Dick, who nodded
at him, turning to Trevor, who was waiting to talk to him. Dick was as brown as ever, with the same
snapping blue eyes, the white hair brushed back from his brow, the deep smile lines around his
mouth and eyes.

When he was done with Trevor, he strode over to Harry, his hand out. “Good to see you again,
Harry.” After grasping his hand he turned to Draco Malfoy, who started to put his hand out too,
then froze. He stared in clear disbelief at the older man.

“You!” was all he could say, his mouth hanging open.

Harry frowned at him. Malfoy thought he knew Dick. But Dick was smiling and nodding at
Malfoy, grasping his hand.

“Hello again, Draco.”

He did know Malfoy, Harry thought in amazement. But how-?

Then Harry leaned in, peering at the deeply tanned face and twinkling blue eyes, mentally super-
imposing facial hair on the clean-shaven face, lengthening the hair, adding half-moon spectacles...

Harry’s eyes suddenly opened wide, and his voice caught as he said the word softly, still unsure,
not completely convinced he wasn’t insane.

“Aberforth?”



— CHAPTER TWO —

In Dreams

“Aberforth?”

The older man smiled broadly at Harry, his blue eyes crinkling at the edges. “Yes, Harry. I kept
waiting for you to notice something when I was teaching you...”

“But-but it never occurred to me...I thought Dick-you, I mean-was-I mean were-a Muggle.”
Harry felt as though he’d forgotten how to speak English. He glanced over at Nigel and Sam, on
hands and knees in the front garden. They didn’t seem to be listening. Trevor had gone to his car;
he would be driving to the other job in New Stokington now. Harry knew he’d see him later, when
he’d have to come back to give his brother a ride home.

Malfoy looked very smug. “You didn’t figure it out the first time you had Charms with him,
Potter?”

Harry glared at Malfoy. He’d never figured out that Mrs. Figg was a witch, either. I'm very
observant, Harry thought wryly. He wasn’t feeling especially brilliant. T’ll just tell Hermione she
should find a boyfriend who'’s not slightly less intelligent than, say, this rubber plant...

“Moody said you lived in the Muggle world because you had a, er, ‘philosophical problem’,” Harry
said softly. Aberforth-no, Dick-no, Aberforth smiled at him again. Harry’s head was whirling.

“Actually, what happened was I fell in love.”

Malfoy’s mouth was working; he had a mischievous glint in his eye. “Was it a goat by any
chance?” he asked, clearly unable to resist.

Aberforth laughed loudly, making Sam and Nigel look in their direction. “No, a very human, very
Muggle woman...who is now, sadly, my late wife these past fifteen years...” Malfoy had the good
grace to flush and utter a soft apology. “That’s all right. You didn’t know. She wasn’t comfortable
with the idea of living in the wizarding world, so we didn’t. I reserved magic for emergencies, and in
part to honor her memory and in part because I've just become accustomed to living this way, I still
live in the Muggle world mostly and seldom use magic. I don’t really miss it. I have a good life, I get
to relax for months at a time when the weather is poor, and when it’s not, I'm privileged to work in
the great outdoors making things grow. Even things that shouldn’t, in England. I confess that I do
use magic to get a slight leg up on some other landscapers. I'm the only bloke in the British Isles
who can get all types of tropical plants to thrive here, for instance, even in the winter.” His blue
eyes twinkled at them.

Harry felt like he had a million questions for him, but Aberforth cut him off. “Well, now you
know, Harry. We should get to work, don’t you think? I'll take you, Draco. You can help me near
the drive, putting in the new edging. By the way, to Nigel and Trevor, I'm Dick Abernathy, owner of
Abernathy Landscaping. Call me Dick, not Aberforth.”

Now Harry felt his powers of observation coming back to him. “You said to Nigel and Trevor.’
What about Sam?”

His eyes were twinkling again. “Do you think I would have let you work over here with no magical
protection, Harry? Sam’s a wizard. He knows all about who the pair of you are, of course.”

“Sam’s a what?” Harry started to be somewhat loud, then muted himself.

“Yes. He’s had some trouble holding down a job since he got out of Azkaban five years ago, so
Albus sent him to me four years ago and he’s been working for me ever since.”

“Azkaban!”

“It's a long story. Yes, he was sent to Azkaban for ten years because he did actually break
wizarding law. No, he’s not a dark wizard. And, of course, it wasn’t an Unforgivable Curse, else he’'d
have had a life sentence. He’s still a bit tetchy about the whole thing. If he wants to tell you, he
will. Until he does, keep your noses out of it.” Suddenly he sounded as stern as his brother could
be, at times. “Time as we got to work,” he said then, sounding more like Dick again. Harry realized
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suddenly that Aberforth had a different accent than Dick. He felt so confused...

The boys both nodded. Then Aberforth led Malfoy to the drive, while Harry got back to work on
the rubber plants. Every so often Harry glanced at Sam. Once, Sam lifted his head and met his
eyes and nodded almost imperceptibly before going back to his work.

They ate lunch in the Galbraiths’ kitchen without Aberforth (“Dick,” Harry tried to remind him-
self), who had to drive to New Stokington to settle a problem with a lorry driver delivering fertil-
izer. When they were sunning themselves in the rear garden afterwards, as usual, Malfoy gamely
stretched out shirtless like the others, and Harry had to try not to laugh at the teasing he received
from Nigel for his pallor, remembering the previous summer when the same thing had happened to
him. But then Sam noticed the bruises, and the Dark Mark.

“What's that?” he asked, pointing at the Mark. Harry watched his face; he genuinely didn’t
know. Harry remembered Sirius being mystified as to why Karkaroff had been trying to show Snape
something on his arm, when Harry was in fourth year. Clearly the fact that Death Eaters carried
the Dark Mark wasn’t common knowledge, even among those in the wizarding world who had been
in Azkaban (perhaps even among those who’d seen that terrifying Mark in the sky). Azkaban, Harry
thought again. He shuddered to think of Sam having to live day in and day out, reliving the worst
moments in his life, thanks to the dementors.

Harry heard a car and looked up; Aberforth was returning from New Stokington. He exited the
car and slammed the door carefully; Harry thought it was possible that the car might shudder
to pieces if this were done wrong. He strode over to them as Malfoy and Sam continued their
conversation.

Malfoy looked down at his arm and mumbled, “Oh, it's nothing. It was kind of a dare...” Sam
nodded, but looked unconvinced. He had to know that it was the Dark Mark, Harry thought, even
if he didn’t know that Voldemort could use it to summon the Death Eaters. For some reason it
had never occurred to him before that this meant Malfoy had a connection to Voldemort too. Harry
wondered what would happen if the Death Eaters were summoned. He’d probably start clutching
his scar, and Malfoy would start clutching his arm, and Nigel would think the pair of them were
barking mad.

Malfoy then started asking Sam about his various tattoos. Intricately detailed work on his lower
legs made it appear that he was wearing chain mail leggings. Celtic braids adorned his upper arms,
and a rampant lion that looked remarkably like the Gryffindor lion was across his stomach and
chest. The name Vera was written in ornate script on his left forearm. A large eagle with its head
turned and wings spread adorned his back. Malfoy admired this the most.

“I've been thinking of getting a dragon,” he said to Sam. “Or I had been. I'm broke.”

“Well, save up your money and in a few weeks if you like I can take you to my bloke. He does
beautiful work. Could hide those bruises, for instance...” Malfoy looked at his arms, frowning;
Harry could tell that the magical bruises were a great source of annoyance to him. He remembered
Malfoy showing them to the jury at his father’s trial...

“Sam,” Aberforth cautioned, sitting on an upturned pail and sipping some coffee from a paper
cup, “Draco just turned sixteen, and you are proposing taking him to get tattoos...”

“Well, are his parents likely to complain?” Aberforth was silent, his mouth drawn into a line. “As
I thought. I say if he wants to get a tattoo, he should get a tattoo. He’s got one already, so he knows
the needles don’t hardly hurt.” Malfoy’s eyes opened wide.

“Erm, I hadn’t really decided yet...”

Nigel laughed, and so did Sam. “I'm just messing with you, Draco.” Malfoy smiled feebly and
went back to sunning himself, still looking a little nervous about the prospect of getting tattooed.
Harry remembered Christmas night on the cliffs at Dover...

That was the last day they worked with Nigel; Aberforth transferred him to the New Stokington
job, so now, unbeknownst to the Galbraiths, there were four wizards working on their landscaping.
Harry usually toiled alongside Sam, while Aberforth was taking Malfoy in hand. He was surprisingly
docile about learning his new trade, nodding at everything “Dick” told him and gamely trying to move
plants and stones that were far too heavy for him. Once when Aberforth had gone to his car for
some paperwork, Malfoy had been struggling to move a large, heavy sack of soil, and Sam was busy
putting a tree in place in the front garden. Harry rose from where he was digging holes for flower
bulbs and hoisted the bag on his shoulder for the thin, blond boy.

“Where were you trying to take this, Malfoy?” He pointed silently to a spot about ten feet away
from where they stood. Harry walked to the spot and said, “Here?” Malfoy nodded and Harry set it
down, then returned to his bulbs. Malfoy gave a perplexed look to the sack, then Harry.

“How come you can do that, Potter, and I can’t?”

“Because I've been running just about every day for the last year. That’s why I started, in fact.
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You're supposed to lift with your legs. That's why I wanted to make my legs stronger.”

Malfoy looked thoughtful. “What time do you go running, in the morning?”

“At-wait a minute, Malfoy. You are not going to come running with me.”

“Why not? It'd be safer. You wouldn’t be alone.”

“Yeah, you're going to watch my back. Sure, Malfoy.”

“Listen, you-"

“I don’t want to go running with you, and that’s that.”

Malfoy made a face, then started ripping open the sack of soil, using a scoop to distribute it
into a series of metal pails in order to add nutrients in precise amounts that would create soils of
differing pH levels for various plants. Harry could see how this might appeal to Malfoy; it was not
unlike Potions.

“Fine,” he spat. “So much for being mates when we were kids...”

Harry felt a pang of guilt, then shook himself. I am not going to let myself be manipulated by
Malfoy, he said to himself. He thought again about running with Malfoy, and recoiled from the
idea. He just couldn’t stomach it. But why precisely? He’d gone running with Dudley, the previous
summer, and it had been something that had helped them to become friends. He tried to picture
running with the other boy, heading toward the village, stopping at the graveyard-

There. That was it. “Malfoy,” he said levelly. “It’s just that-when I go running in the morning, I
stop by Dudley’s grave and my parents’ graves. I doubt you want to do that.”

Malfoy shrugged. “I could rest and wait, couldn’t I1?”

Harry swallowed. “I suppose so...”

So Malfoy started running with him in the mornings, leaning against the stone gateposts at the
graveyard entrance while he waited for Harry. They ran silently, both focused on the path ahead.
After a few weeks of sun and running, Malfoy was starting to look fit and strong and Harry found
himself frowning when he saw the changes in him. Ginny will likely drop her jaw when she sees
him, he thought. The idea didn’t thrill him.

On the Saturday before his birthday, Harry and Sam were toiling side by side in the rear garden,
neither one saying a word. When they had finished digging their hole to the specified size, they put
their spades away and Sam sat down on a large rock. Malfoy and Aberforth were in the front garden.
Sam pulled out a pack of cigarettes. Harry sat on the ground watching him. Sam didn’t look at
Harry, but at some point in the distance. He blew smoke, and Harry tried to cough as discreetly as
possible when some crept in his nose, not to seem to be criticizing. Not that Sam took any notice of
him. Or so he thought.

“I should probably quit. I started when I was fourteen,” Sam explained, and Harry realized he
was talking about the cigarettes. “I was Muggle-born. My best mates at home had all started by
then, so I did too, to fit it. Being a wizard and away at school much of the year, I wanted to fit in
anyway I could. I never told one of them that I was a wizard.”

Harry was silent, watching the smoke wafting up from Sam’s cigarette, wondering what he would
do if he’d actually made friends with any of the other children in Little Whinging when he was
younger, if he’d still been friends with them after his eleventh birthday. Would he have told them
he was a wizard? Would he even be permitted to? He didn’t know. Silence hung between him and
Sam again.

“You want to know what I did, don’t you?” Sam said suddenly, standing and grinding the
cigarette stub under his heel. He bent down and picked up the expired fragment of paper and
tobacco leaves, then flicked it into his cold coffee, sitting on an upturned pail ever since the morning.
Harry watched silently, his voice caught in his throat. He nodded dumbly, wondering what he would
hear. Sam sat again and looked at Harry as though judging whether he thought he could handle it.

“Aberforth said-"

“Dick,” Sam said quickly, interrupting him. “Call him Dick. Don't forget again.”

“Um. Dick said you'd been in Azkab—I mean, in prison for ten years.”

Sam looked at that distant point again. “Yep.”

“And you got out five years ago.”

Again, “Yep.”

“So-" Harry thought quickly, “you went into prison fifteen years ago.”

“Right.”

Harry swallowed. His parents had died fifteen years earlier. Sirius had gone to prison fifteen
years earlier. “Did you know Sirius Black, in prison?”

Sam shook his head. “Black was a lifer. I didn’t do an Unforgivable Curse. I was with the others,
the ones who had finite sentences. The lifers were all in solitary. We were four blokes to a cell ten
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feet square. Not exactly spacious. At times I considered killing one of my cell mates so I could get
a life sentence. At least then I'd've had enough room to breathe. But I never did it, of course. I'd
already been responsible for one person dying...and the dementors take it out of you, besides. You
get to the point where you can feel all of your cell mates’ anguish and despair inside your head,
too...”

“What-what happened?” Harry could barely speak.

“You mean what did I do to get sent to prison?” Harry nodded. Sam drew his lips into a line.
“Because of me, someone died. It was accidental. I wasn’t trying to kill, but it was still my fault...”

“Accidental? And you still had to go to prison?”

“Accidental or not, a person was still dead. The spell I cast was to blame. It wasn’t the killing
curse, but it still killed. That was all that mattered.”

“What was it?”

Sam sighed. “The Disarming Charm. I put too much into it, I suppose. I was all worked up. If
you're not careful, you can really send someone flying with that. They can really get hurt. Or die.”

“But-but if you were disarming someone, wasn't it self-defense?”

Sam shrugged. “I suppose I could have claimed self-defense. Didn’t feel like it.”

“What? You didn’t feel like it? Didn’t you have a trial?”

“Nah. No need.”

“No need?” Harry echoed him again. “Why?”

“Because I confessed. If the Ministry has a signed confession, they don’t need to have a trial.”

“But why-"

“Harry.” Harry stopped sputtering and stared at Sam, who looked sadder than anyone he’d ever
seen. “Harry,” he said again. “It was my wife. I killed my wife. I loved her very much. I still do.
Please-let’s get back to work.”

Harry decided that Sam must be older than he had originally thought, if he’d had a wife fifteen
years earlier. Harry had thought he was in his early thirties, but it was probably closer to late
thirties or early forties. He noticed now the small curling grey hairs mixed in with the auburn
hair around his temples. I killed my wife. But if he’d had to disarm her-was she a Death Eater?
Harry wondered. Aberforth had said Sam wasn’t a dark wizard (and he’d trusted him to look out
for Harry), but what if his wife had been involved in the Dark Arts? Harry couldn’t begin to imagine
how awful that would be, to find that someone so close to you had gone over to the other side...

Harry thought of the “Vera” tattoo on Sam’s arm. Was that his wife’s name? he wondered. He
dared not ask now. They returned to their work, all business now, and it was as though they’d
never had the conversation about Azkaban and his killing his wife.

Then, the day before his birthday, Harry was sunning himself in the rear garden after lunch
when his scar started hurting again; behind his eyelids, he saw Voldemort and his heir, side by
side; he could only see their backs, but somehow, he knew it was them. Their wands were trained
on a lion. It was in a cage, and they were in a wood. Then Harry saw Wormtail nearby; the bands
of light that connected their wands with the lion leapt and crackled, and the animal writhed in
agony and roared its pain. When it finally stopped, the great beast sagged to the bottom of the cage,
looking dejected and like death would be welcome.

“How like Harry Potter to become a lion Animagus,” Wormtail’s voice cut through Harry’s brain.
“The symbol of Gryffindor.”

“If I recall correctly, Wormtail,” he now heard Voldemort’s cold voice, “you went running through
the forest to get away from him...it was not altogether an ill-considered choice. An Animagus...this
makes things very interesting...very interesting indeed...”

The images were fading; Harry thought about the poor lion they’d captured to torture for sport.
He convulsively clutched the basilisk amulet that Ginny had given him, trying to calm down. He
winced; his scar throbbed slightly, so that he was aware of it, but he didn’t feel agonized any more. It
reminded him of when he sometimes put his fingers to the side of his throat after running, checking
his pulse, being very aware of the rhythm of his own heart, the blood pumping through his body. It
was like the scar had become another organ with its own pulsing rhythm, like his heart and lungs.
He relaxed his hand so that it was merely covering the amulet, instead of clutching it. Why do I
have a scar? he wondered. Why didn’t Dumbledore heal it when I was a baby? What is it for?

This train of thought was derailed by voices nearby; he easily identified them as Sam and Malfoy.
He could smell Sam’s cigarette and he heard Malfoy grunting as he did some sort of exercise. Sit-
ups, by the sound of it, he decided. Malfoy had become compulsive about this and was gradually
defining his upper body.

“How much is it, anyway?”
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They must have been talking already while Harry was suffering from the scar-pain.

“Decided you want to after all?”

“Maybe.”

“Well-seeing as how you just had a birthday and didn’t get a damn thing, I could call it a birthday
present. It's on me.”

“Um, will Dick get hacked off at you? Remember when he first heard about it? I wouldn’'t want
to get you in trouble.”

Sam laughed. “Are you sure you're Lucius Malfoy’s son?”

“If I could deny it, believe me, I would. I've been called a bastard plenty in my life, but now I wish
it were literally true.”

Sam exhaled noisily, and Harry had a hard time continuing to pretend to be asleep when some
smoke wafted right up into his nose. “Well, I for one would never have expected to be sitting here
with that monster’s son. But then, I never would have expected his son to do what you did, either.
I would have enjoyed seeing that, believe me. But Dick said I shouldn’t go to the trial. I'd just want
to get revenge, cause a ruckus, and wind up making him look like the victim and everyone’'d get all
sympathetic toward him. And I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of seeing dementors again, anyway.
So I stayed away...”

“Revenge? Revenge for what?”

Harry heard Sam pause and take a very audible drag on his cigarette. “Sure you want to know?”

Malfoy paused; Harry could hear him tapping his foot, a nervous habit of his. “Yeah,” he said
finally. Sam sighed.

“Fifteen years ago, your dad tried to recruit me to be a Death Eater. I worked with Harry’s mum.
We were both Aurors, frequently worked the same cases, although no Auror ever has a permanent
partner. It’s not like the Muggle police. For security they group and regroup all the time. You can
get to the point where you don’t notice someone you see all the time going bad; you don’t want to
believe it, you will yourself to be blind to it. This way, we all got used to working with each other,
but not too used to it, and there was less risk of fraternizing. The only married Aurors I ever knew
of were the Longbottoms...”

“Longbottom! I go to school with a Longbottom! His parents were Aurors?” Harry was surprised;
after Moody had revealed this in class, evidently the other Gryffindors had not spread the story
around the school. They’d kept their council (even Lavender Brown, whom Harry probably held in
the least regard of all his classmates).

“Neville. I know. Poor little bloke...”

“What-"

“That’s for another time. We're getting sidetracked. At any rate, he really was after Lily Potter,
your dad was, so he came after a few of us who worked with her. Three of my fellow Aurors were
dead by the time he got around to me. But I didn’t know that yet. We didn’t know what had
happened to any of them; one at a time, each just disappeared, and then their families were killed.
One after another, whole families wiped out, day after day, seeing the Dark Mark in the sky...”

Draco Malfoy drew in his breath noisily. “And you?”

“He didn’t come after me directly. I knew your dad from school; we were in the same year. During
our seventh year, he was Quidditch captain for the Slytherin house team, and I was captain of the
Gryffindor team. There was no love lost between the two of us. He put my wife under Imperius.
She wasn’t being recruited; she was a means to an end. I met Trina when she was a barmaid in a
wizarding pub in Birmingham, where we lived. She wasn’t ambitious; she just liked making people
feel comfortable and at home. When this all happened, she hadn’t even worked for a couple of years,
since our daughter was born. Trina just adored her and didn’t want to leave her side, so she quit
her job. That’s why I just didn’t believe she was going to hurt our little girl...”

“What?” Malfoy’s voice had an edge of alarm. Harry wondered whether either of them really
wanted to hear this.

“See, that’s what your dad told her to do. She was supposed to get me to agree, or she’d put
Cruciatus on our daughter. Katie was only two years old! And I just stood there, while Trina talked
to me in this strange voice. She didn’'t sound like herself at all. And even while she was saying the
curse, somehow I still didn’t believe she was serious. But the split second that I saw that Katie was
in pain, I disarmed Trina. Trouble was, I didn’t try to temper the spell; it was very strong. And I
didn’t pay attention to what was behind her...”

“What was behind her?”

Sam sighed. “Not much. That was the problem. Behind her were these French doors that opened
onto a small balcony with some potted geraniums attached to the railing. We were living in a flat on



IN DREAMS 23

the fourth floor of an old terrace house. And the basement flat had a walk-out brick-paved garden.
Well, more brick than garden, really. There were potted plants round the edges. So it was as though
we were on the fifth floor.

“When she went backwards, she smashed right through the French doors, they just went flying
open. She tumbled over the balcony rail, taking a couple of the flowerpots with her. Landed in a
heap on the bricks, five flights down. Broke her neck; died on impact.” His voice had gotten very
soft. Harry heard him grunt before standing. “And that,” he said, still speaking very softly while
audibly crushing out his cigarette, “is why Sam Bell went to prison for ten years.”

Harry’s eyes flew open and he quickly sat up. He gave up all pretense of being asleep. “Your
name is Bell?” he exclaimed.

Sam and Malfoy whirled around, surprised. “Yeah,” Sam confirmed.

“Are you—are you Katie Bell’'s dad?”

He looked very sad. “Yep. That’'s me.”

“So-so when you go home every night, Katie’s there.”

“Well, not right now. She’s in America, visiting cousins.”

“But-but-"

Sam laughed. “Sometimes, Harry you still remind of that little bloke going out onto the Quidditch
pitch at the age of eleven, looking just terrified at the idea of playing in your first match...”

“You were there?” Suddenly it occurred to Harry why Sam looked a bit familiar. Harry tried to
picture him in the stands around the pitch, wearing wizarding robes. Sam nodded. “I've been to all
of Katie’s matches, ever since I got out when she was twelve. She became a Chaser, just like her old
dad.” His voice became very soft at the end of the sentence.

“You-you do know that one of the charges against Lucius Malfoy was putting Imperius on Katie,
right?”

Even more quietly, “I know.”

Of course, Harry thought, he’d claimed that Avery and Nott had done it, but still; they’d done it
on his orders. So he’d been responsible for both Katie and her mum being under Imperius, and her
mum had died because her dad was trying to disarm her.

Malfoy looked at Sam, then back at Harry. “That’s enough for now, Harry,” he said. “Lunch is
over. Let’s get back to work. Leave Sam alone.”

Harry nodded and drew his lips into a line, picking up his shirt and pulling it on over his head,
hiding the basilisk amulet as he pulled it down all the way. Malfoy pulled his own shirt on. Then,
as he was turning to pick up his work gloves, he whirled on Malfoy. Frowning, he said, “What did
you call me?”

Malfoy gave him a lopsided smile. “I know. But they’re Sam and Dick. Sounds bloody stupid for
us to be Malfoy and Potter. I'm not saying it’'s going to happen on a regular basis. I'm just trying it
out.”

Harry looked at him suspiciously. “I'm not sure I'll be calling you Draco anytime soon.”

Malfoy shrugged. “You probably don’t want me calling you what I think most of the time...”

“Why not?”

“Okay. Shithead, please hand me that trowel...aaah!” he screamed in mock-alarm as Harry,
heaved Sam’s newspaper at his head. In a minute, all three of them were laughing as they went
back to work. But although Sam had laughed at the pair of them, Harry noticed, there was still an
echo of sadness behind his eyes. He hadn’t been with his daughter from the age of two to the age of
twelve...
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After work, Harry walked back to Mrs. Figg’'s alone; Malfoy was having dinner with Sam. Aberforth
had approved with a slight look of doubt around his eyes. When Harry closed the front door of Mrs.
Figg’s house, the orange-striped cat (“Grimalkin,” it turned out) started rubbing against his legs.
He moved slowly, so he wouldn’t tread on the cat, and went to the hall table where the mail was
placed. There were two parchments; one had “Harry” written on it in what looked like Hermione’s
hand, the other bore the legend “Draco” in what Harry assumed was Ginny’s handwriting. With a
grin, Harry grabbed the parchment with his name and sprinted up the stairs to the sewing room.
He threw himself down on the sofa which doubled as his bed and unrolled the letter, scanning it
quickly for the naughty bits (he could read the other parts later, he thought; he’d had a long day).
Not only weren’t there any naughty bits, she was writing to tell him that she wouldn’t be able
to contact him for several days as Sirius was worried that someone might be watching the owls
leaving from the Grangers’ house; the phone was also out of the question in case Muggle phone-
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taps were being used. Sirius didn’t want Death Eaters tracking Harry down by following the owls or
by using Muggle technology. Harry put the parchment down, frowning; she hadn’t even mentioned
his birthday. It wasn’t every day he turned sixteen...

He tried to stop himself thinking this way; security was more important than his birthday. She’'d
written that Ron and Ginny weren't to send owls to Mrs. Figg’s house during the next few days
either. That was probably why Ginny sent Malfoy a letter today, he thought. He itched to go back
down to the front hall and read what she’d written to him. Finally, he forced himself to stay put and
closed his eyes for a brief nap before dinner...

But in no time, he was awake again; he’d dreamt of the heir’s initiation once more. He went into
the bathroom and took the after-work shower he’d neglected when he’d come back. Afterward he
dressed and went down to eat dinner with Mrs. Figg. He didn’t speak much; he felt more drained
than rested when he dreamt of Voldemort. In the bathroom mirror he noted that he had dark circles
under his eyes, noticeable despite his summer tan.

He chose to go to bed early instead of continuing to watch television with Mrs. Figg. Malfoy
still wasn’t back. Just over an hour after retiring, he woke up in a sweat; he’d had the dream
again wherein Hermione turned into Ginny and he saw Snape telling his mother to say whatever
was necessary to save herself and Harry, ending with the vision of Hogwarts in ruins and Ginny
changing into a skeleton....He’d had this dream twice the night before, along with the dream about
being on the roof with Dudley, and Dudley jumping....

Harry went to the bathroom to throw water on his face, then went back to bed. It was only ten
o’clock. He tried reading his anthology, but he found himself reading the same line of text over and
over, unable to concentrate. At ten-thirty he turned out the light to try again.

Right before midnight he was awake again. He checked the time, groaning. More bad dreams.
He didn’t get up or turn on the light; he tried to blank his mind, count sheep...

He watched the clock change from 11.59 to 12.00. It's my birthday, he thought. Whoopee.
Happy birthday to me. Now if I could only get some sodding sleep...

Two o’clock. He’d actually been lying awake for two hours, trying desperately not to be awake.
He tried counting backwards from one-thousand. The last number he remembered thinking was
five-hundred fourteen...

Three o’clock. He’d woken from another nightmare, his scar throbbing again. Roll over; count
backwards, softly sing the Hogwarts school song to the tune of Octopus’ Garden...picture Hermione
emerging, dripping wet, from the tub in the prefects’ bathroom...No, too stimulating...Moaning Myr-
tle, floating over her toilet...No, too likely to bring on more nightmares...

Four-o’clock. He'd dozed off again, only to awake with nightmares once more. Try to remem-
ber the ingredient list for Euphemos Potion, imagine Hermione reciting Hogwarts, A History from
mMemory...

Five-o’clock. He’d been staring at the ceiling for an hour, and was finally feeling his eyelids
drooping. I'm liable to have to sleep all through my birthday to make up for this night, he thought.

He awoke again just before dawn, trying not to remember the image he’'d seen right before
waking, an image it seemed he’d seen a hundred times now: the heir being initiated. He tried to
feel happy in spite of his exhaustion. For the first time since his parents had died, he wasn’t going
to be spending his birthday with the Dursleys. It's my birthday, dammit, he thought. I've a right to
be happy. He wasn’t sure how much sleep he’d gotten during the night, but it couldn’t have been
more than three hours, if that.

He looked expectantly toward the window, wondering when the barrage of owls would begin,
but then he remembered the moratorium on all communications. Great, he thought. No birthday
presents. And I'll have to drop great, huge hints to Mrs. Figg, who still probably won't get it...

He stared at the ceiling, his hand wrapped around the basilisk amulet Ginny had given him
for his fifteenth birthday. What would this year bring? he wondered. He felt like a completely
different person from a year earlier. He couldn’t help a smile creeping over his face as he thought of
Hermione. Now I can picture her in the prefects’ bathroom...

“Are you going to get up or just lie there with that stupid expression on your face?”

Malfoy stood in the doorway, dressed for running. He leaned against the doorjamb, his arms
crossed and a smirk on his face. “Or should I leave so you can go on thinking of Granger and wank
off...”

“How did you know I was thinking of Hermione?”

He snorted. “If you could see your face, you wouldn't ask that.”

Harry hadn’t realized he was so transparent. He threw back the sheet and pulled on the shorts
and T-shirt he’d laid out on the chair that was pulled up to the sewing machine. (Did Mrs. Figg
really sew with it? he wondered.) He noticed that Malfoy was wearing a long-sleeved sweatshirt with
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his shorts.

“Bit hot for that, isn’t it?” In spite of the early hour, Harry could tell it was going to be a scorcher
of a day. He was glad he wouldn’t be working at the Galbraiths’ in this heat. A whole day to do as I
like, he thought, suddenly feeling bored. Sleep, he thought...if only I could sleep...

Malfoy merely shrugged. Harry tied his running shoes and rose, saying, “Let’s go,” to Malfoy as
if he hadn’t spent the entire night trying to exorcise Voldemort from his brain. When they returned,
Mrs. Figg didn’t mention his birthday. Before Malfoy went to work, he didn’t mention Harry’'s
birthday. Harry was starting to get more than a little depressed.

He was restless all day. He read a little, watched some chat shows, pulled weeds in Mrs. Figg’s
garden, irritated the grey cat (“Pyewacket”) by playing with it with a string for too long; Mrs. Figg
used a binding charm on his scratches.

He tried to sleep several times, each time waking from a bad dream. Near four in the afternoon
he was lying on the sewing room sofa, staring at the ceiling again, thinking that compared to this,
the birthdays he’d spent with the Dursley were a combination New Year’s celebration and Royal
Wedding. Some birthday, he thought...

He heard the front door slam. “I'm back!” came Malfoy’s voice from the front hall. Who bloody
cares, Harry thought.

“Harry!” Mrs. Figg’s voice was raised. “Come downstairs! I need you in the kitchen.”

Harry groaned, swinging his legs down and willing himself to stand. Bloody hell, what now? He
trudged down the hall, down the stairs, down the entrance hall, which led to the back of the house,
where the kitchen was...

“Surprise!”

He staggered backward in shock. Crunched into Mrs. Figg’s kitchen was Ron, Hermione, Ginny,
Sirius, Lupin, Aberforth, Sam, Moody and Malfoy. Harry knew his mouth was hanging open
stupidly, but he couldn’t seem to work the muscles that would pull it up where it belonged again.
Then Sirius started singing, “For he’s a jolly good fellow...” and the others joined in, terrifically
off-key, laughing through it all.

“...And so say all of us! And so say all of us...” they continued trying to sing before it finally
deteriorated completely. Harry found himself in a mass of hands patting him on the back and
mussing his hair; Hermione kissed him on the cheek, as did Ginny, and even Malfoy clapped a
hand on his shoulder, laughing as he said, “Happy Birthday, Potter.”

Harry laughed and kissed Hermione and Ginny on the cheeks, clasped hands with Sirius and
Ron, pretended good-naturedly that he was going to hit Malfoy, and smiled at the others until his
face hurt. As he passed him, Ron leaned in and said in Harry’s ear, “We need to talk,” but he was
hustled away by Sam and Aberforth and could only give Ron a perplexed look over his shoulder.
Then Mrs. Figg said it was also to be a belated birthday party for Malfoy, as well, and the terrible
singing started up again, but even worse than before, since the hysterical laughter had now gotten
completely out of hand.

Hermione’s mother had taught Sirius how to drive their car, and he and Hermione had driven
down from the Grangers’ in the middle of the afternoon. Mrs. Figg had been keeping Harry out
of the kitchen (he’d had no idea) while Hermione made the food for dinner (Good, he thought,
remembering the meal she’d made at the Dursleys.) Mrs. Weasley had taken Ron and Ginny to the
Fawcetts’ house, near Ottery St. Catchpole; the Fawcetts had let them use their fireplace to Floo to
Diagon Alley (since the Burrow had been taken off the Floo network). Lupin had Flooed to Diagon
Alley and Aberforth met them all there, then drove the three of them back to Mrs. Figg’'s house.
Ginny brought the birthday cake, from her mother.

They all helped move the table to the garden (Sirius discreetly lengthened it) and with everyone
working together and laughingly tripping over each other, it was soon set and laden with food. The
talk whirled around Harry’s head; he was feeling happy and giddy, as though he were a little drunk;
the effect of not having had enough sleep, he supposed. Ginny was recounting having gone to Ruth
Pelta’s bat mitzvah the week before.

“It was so amazing! Her temple is very Moorish-looking, beautiful ornamentation, looks like
ivory filigree with gold-leaf. And I thought she was going to read in Hebrew, but it’'s more like she’s
singing. Did you know Ruth has a beautiful voice? What she sang-I mean read-sounded so exotic
and mysterious...It was amazing,” she said again. “And the party afterward!” She nudged Ron. “You
should have seen Ron...”

Harry nodded at him, his mouth full of Hermione’s delicious lemon chicken. “You went?”

“Mum didn’t want her going alone, so Ginny asked Ruth whether I could come too.”

“And I'll bet you're glad you did...” Ginny said in a sing-song voice, looking mischievous.

“What?” Hermione wanted to know, looking far too interested for Harry’s taste.
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“Well,” Ginny said, drawing it out. “Annika was there. And she looked smashing! Very blond,
very tan, very Swedish-Amazon on her summer hols...”

“I thought she was Icelandic?” Hermione said.

“She is. Oh, you know what I mean. And she was very glad to see Ron...”

The tips of Ron’s ears were extremely red. Harry tried to picture Ron with Annika, but couldn’t.
“She wouldn’t bloody leave me alone,” Ron complained. “And Amazon is right. When we were
dancing, she was basically leading. Wouldn’t let me.”

Ginny looked very merry. “You didn’t look all that upset at the time. I thought you liked blondes?”
Harry assumed she was referring to Fleur Delacour.

Harry looked at Hermione; she was staring at her plate as if studiously ignoring the conversation.
Harry swallowed. Was she bothered by the idea of Ron being with Annika? Not that he sounded
particularly taken with her. Still-

“What are the twins up to?” Harry asked Ginny, changing the subject.

“Oh, didn’t Ron tell you?” Just then, Harry realized that Ron hadn’t written to him once since
the end of term. “Percy has quit his job with the ministry, now that he’s basically independently
wealthy.” Harry looked sideways at Malfoy; he looked fine about the fact that she was talking about
the Malfoy family fortune going to Percy, so Harry turned back to listen to Ginny. “He bought a
house in Hogsmeade, that big old pile at the end of the High Street that’s been for sale for ages.
The twins have moved in with him and they've made it the world-wide headquarters for Weasley’s
Wizard Wheezes, Limited. Percy’s the president and chief investor, Fred and George are the creative
department, of course, Angelina is overseeing production and delivery, and Lee Jordan is the sales
department. With his gift of gab, they've already got enough advanced orders for things that they’ll
be working the rest of the summer to fulfill. WWW Ltd. is going to be huge.”

Harry shook his head in wonder. “Percy is heading up Fred’s and George’s company?”

“Correction,” Ron said. “Percy’s company. You know how he is; takes everything too seriously.
He really rides herd on them. Everything goes like clockwork over there. He’s up at six every day,
sending owls and checking the ledgers, and rousing everyone else out of bed whether they're ready
to get up or not...”

“Everyone else? Isn’t it just the twins?”

“No; Angelina and Lee are living there too. Mum’s very edgy about the Angelina thing. She has
her own room and everything, but-let’s just say I don’t think she’s ever slept in it...”

Harry smiled. “It sounds like they're having a great time, all of them. I never would have thought
Percy would be able to work with the twins.”

Ron shook his head, his mouth full. “Me neither,” he said thickly, before swallowing. “But he’s
just what they needed; they’d still be floundering about if it weren’t for him. They have no idea how
to actually run a company, get distributors, handle sales, coordinate things. They'd be hopeless
at all that. This way, they can just do what they do best and let Percy handle the business end of
things, Angelina handle the day-to-day details, and Lee handle the blarney. It's a great partnership.”

“We just went to visit them yesterday. The house is fabulous! It must be about four hundred
years old. There are something like eight bedrooms, and a wonderful garden out back. The twins
said they’re throwing a party on the first Hogsmeade weekend of the term, for the returning stu-
dents. The ones they know, of course. I can’t wait!” She smiled at Malfoy, who looked like he was
thinking of those eight bedrooms...

“Oh!” Ginny said suddenly, tearing her eyes away from her boyfriend. “I just remembered! We
ran into Alicia in Hogsmeade. She’s going to be teaching at the village school. Even though she’s so
young they gave her the sixth-years. She’s really looking forward to it, but not working at the same
school as Fleur Delacour. She’s still teaching the first years. I'm not sure that’s a fair thing to do to
four-year-olds...The head teacher takes the seventh-years.”

Harry furrowed his brow. “Isn’t Fleur’s sister going to be in seventh year?”

“I think so. And then after that she’ll come to Hogwarts.”

“And be a first year all over again...” Ron said with a sigh. “I'm kind of glad that we didn’t go to
the village school, Gin, but why didn’t we?”

Ginny froze, her dark eyes very large. Then she swallowed the food she’d been chewing. “Oh,
there was no need. You know. Since Mum used to be a teacher.” Her voice shook a little and she
didn’t look Ron in the eye as she spoke. Harry looked at Malfoy, who was frowning; he didn’t look
like he believed her, or perhaps he looked like he knew the real reason...Harry had never really
thought about Ron and Ginny going to school before Hogwarts. He knew there was a school in
Hogsmeade, but he assumed it was only used by families who actually lived in the wizarding village.

After the meal, Harry and Malfoy opened presents, and there was much laughter and silliness.
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At one point, Harry was looking around the room, feeling like someone was missing. He grimaced,
irked with himself; why should he be there? It was stupid to expect that he would be...

Harry found Sirius talking to Lupin and Mrs. Figg and asked with more off-handed casualness
than he felt, “Oh, by the way, how’s Snape?”

It was as though he had suddenly suggested that they all strip and sing the national anthem in
Portuguese. The tension was thick as molasses. “Er,” Sirius said first, his eyes moving to Lupin as
if for help.

“Harry,” Lupin said smoothly, moving him into a chair, “sit down.”

Once in the chair, Harry frowned up at them. “Why? What’s happened?”

The three of them looked back and forth at each other again; they all were quite grim. “Harry,”
Lupin said again, “Snape’s missing.”

“Missing? For how long?” He couldn’t hide how upsetting this information was to him.

“Five days.”

“Five-”" he began, then couldn’t continue. He examined their faces; not a glimmer of hope there.
Snape was missing for five days. “What was he doing?”

Sirius moved closer to him, speaking without moving his mouth very much. “He was on recon-
naissance, information-gathering...”

“Why couldn’t Rita do that? She’s the bloody beetle.”

Another exchange of grim looks. “She’s missing too. For the last two weeks. That’s what he was
trying to find out about.”

No, thought Harry. No no no no no. This is not happening. All of the operatives are not disappear-
ing...

“And no one-"

“Harry. We're doing our best. We didn’t want to worry you. We're going to find them. Please leave
it to us and don’t lose sleep over it.”

As if I don’t have enough things to lose sleep over, he thought. He swallowed as they drifted
away from him. He noticed the three of them throwing him concerned looks every now and then,
and quickly grew tired of it. Ron accosted him near the television, saying, “Harry, I want to talk to
you...” but Harry turned from him and pulled Hermione into the kitchen and with no preamble,
started kissing her.

After a half-minute, she pulled away. “Harry? This is rather—-abrupt. You seem odd. Is something
wrong?”

They stood with their arms around each other, their faces still very close together. He nodded,
trying not to let tears steal into his eyes. I am not bloody going to cry over Snape, he told himself
sternly. “Snape’s been missing for five days,” he told her quickly.

“Oh-" she breathed, putting her hand over her mouth. She leaned forward and pillowed her
head on his chest, wrapping her arms around his middle. He gathered her to him, his cheek on her
hair. How often, he wondered, will we be doing this in the coming days? Hearing about yet another
person working on the side of good going missing, or turning up dead? Holding onto each other for
dear life, wondering who will be next?

He’s not dead, he reminded himself. We don’t know that. Yes, we don’t know, another voice in
his head confirmed. That’s the problem...

She lifted her face to his and he kissed her gently. “We need to think good thoughts,” she
said to him. “Can’t afford to be defeatist.” He nodded at her, but later that night, when he was
simultaneously craving and dreading sleep, he wondered what the difference was between being
defeatist and being realistic...
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That night he had the dreams again. And the night after that, and the night after that. Harry
figured he was perhaps getting about two hours of sleep a night. He was feeling edgy and snapping
at people; he’d rung up Hermione in the middle of the night and gotten an earful from her about
using common sense and not waking people up at three in the morning. She didn’t normally snap
at him, but he figured it was because he’d woken her from a sound sleep. A sound sleep...it sounded
wonderful, but he’d forgotten what it was like.

He started to write to Ron one night, to pass the time, and he thought of asking him what he’'d
wanted to talk about at his birthday party. But there had been no owls from Ron; not once had
Pigwidgeon shown up at his window with a parchment tied to his scrawny little leg. Harry tore up
the letter he’d started. If Ron had something so important to say, let him say it, he thought. I'll
wait.
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He felt a bit crazed at work, too. For a few days, Malfoy didn’t sun himself after lunch, like Harry
and Sam. On Saturday, he finally did again, and Harry was shocked by what he saw when Malfoy
took his shirt off. He’'d been wearing sweatshirts to go running in the mornings, and now Harry
knew why.

He’d gotten a spectacular tattoo on his back that resembled the scaly back of a dragon, then on
his arms, it looked like unfurled dragon’s wings. The bluish-green colors that had been used made
it impossible to see the bruises his father had inflicted on him. He must have gotten it the night
before my birthday, Harry thought, when he was supposed to be having dinner with Sam. He had to
admit it was a masterpiece, and he wondered what Ginny would say when she saw it. This further
depressed Harry...

Before he knew it, the summer was almost over, and Dumbledore had arranged with the Weasleys
for Harry and Malfoy to visit the Burrow for a couple of days. They would do their shopping with
Mrs. Figg first, in Diagon Alley, then take all their gear to the Weasleys’. Sirius was going to drive
down to get them, after taking Hermione and her trunk. Harry was sorry to be saying goodbye to
Aberforth and Sam, and even Mrs. Figg. But he was not sorry at the prospect of sleeping in a real
bed again; he’d started blaming the sofa in the sewing room for his insomnia. At the Burrow, Mrs.
Weasley had given the twins’ old room to Ron, and Harry would be sleeping there too. Malfoy would
be in Ron’s old room, and Hermione would be in Ginny’s room again, as Bill was using Percy’s old
room. Charlie had returned to his dragons in Romania, but he was able to come at a moment’s
notice if needed.

Before they went to Diagon Alley, Percy had owled Malfoy to inform him that he was the first
recipient of the Penelope Clearwater Memorial Scholarship. The money he would need for school
supplies and fees had been deposited in an account at Gringott’s in his name. Malfoy drew his
lips into a line. He looked like he resented being on the receiving end of charity and also like it
was rightly his money to begin with. A strange combination, Harry thought. Malfoy exchanged
the pounds he’d made working for Aberforth while they were at the bank, and he grumbled about
Goblin exchange rates and fees the rest of the day. Then, when they were removing the money they
needed from their respective vaults, Harry could tell by Malfoy’s face, when he got back into the car,
that Malfoy had seen the piles of silver and gold in Harry’s vault. He tried not to look at him during
the rest of the shopping trip.

Finally, the day came for them to go to the Burrow. To his surprise, Mrs. Figg hugged and kissed
them both before allowing them to get in the Grangers’ car, where Sirius was waiting at the wheel.
They had already said goodbye to Aberforth and Sam the day before. Malfoy had claimed the front
seat without an argument from Harry, who looked listlessly at the passing scenery; he’d never gone
to the Burrow this way, an almost-normal way, in a car with all four of its wheels on the ground
(he still smiled when thinking of the twins and Ron coming to fetch him after his first year, in their
father’s old flying Ford Anglia). The Knight Bus certainly didn’t count as normal; he’d done that
twice, and Floo powder was probably the furthest thing from normal, in Harry’s book. It was odd
to just pull up to the Burrow, honking the horn, seeing Hermione and the Weasleys come pouring
out the door...Harry felt like he was moving in slow-motion, or underwater as they greeted him and
there were hugs and kisses and back-slapping all round. Harry couldn’t remember the last time
he’d gotten a good night'’s sleep. A real bed, he thought. He couldn’t wait...

The next morning, Ron wanted to play Quidditch, so Harry went downstairs with his Firebolt,
while Malfoy shouldered his new Cleansweep, the only thing he’d been able to afford at Quality
Quidditch Supplies. He eyed Ron’s and Ginny’s Nimbus 2001s enviously. It was a Saturday, so
Percy had generously allowed the twins the day off, and they showed up at breakfast with Angelina
and Lee, inducing a boisterousness in everyone that helped jolt Harry awake a bit. He hadn'’t slept
any better in a bed than he had at Mrs. Figg’s.

Since there were enough of them to play four players on a side, Hermione didn’t have to join in
to even things out, to Bill's obvious relief. (He was playing but Lee was not; he volunteered to do
commentary). Ron had chosen Ginny as his Keeper, to give her more practice, and Harry as his
Seeker and Fred as his Beater. He was playing Chaser. George was Beater and Malfoy Seeker on
the other team, along with Angelina playing Chaser and Bill as Keeper.

“What should I call the teams?” Lee wanted to know. Mr. and Mrs. Weasley and Hermione
hovered nearby on brooms, to watch, since there weren't any stands to sit in and they wouldn’t be
able to see much from the ground.

“Well,” Hermione suggested, “How about the Dragons for the side Malfoy’s on, and the Griffins
for Harry’s and Ron’s.” She smiled at Harry; she hadn’t exactly given away the fact that he was a
golden griffin Animagus, but sometimes she made him nervous. It was as though because she was
proud of him she wanted to whole world to know. He hadn’t told her about transfiguring in front of
Dunkirk to scare him. Then she’d be spouting off about breaking the law...
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“All right then!” Lee Jordan started, after magically amplifying his voice. “And the Griffins are in
possession, Weasley takes the Quaffle and speeds up the field, Dragons Chaser Angelina Johnson
in hot pursuit. Keeper Weasley is in position, ready to stop Chaser Weasley-Angelina, if you marry
that bloke of yours do not change your name-and Chaser Weasley scores on Keeper Weasley! The
Griffins are in the lead, ten to zero!”

When Lee had made his comment about Angelina marrying George, her head had whipped
around. She been moving to intercept Ron, but her being distracted meant that the Quaffle sailed
into the middle hoop easily, as Bill was also distracted by the suggestion of marriage. Harry looked
at Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, who were glaring at Lee in a distinctly unfriendly fashion. They had always
seemed to like Angelina before, Harry thought. On the other hand, she and George were basically
living together now, and Mrs. Weasley in particular didn’t seem like the sort to approve of that...

“Harry!”

He was confused by the fact that it was Malfoy’s voice crying out his first name; then he saw the
reason. While watching the Weasleys, he’d flown right into the path of a Bludger hit by Fred. Before
he could think, it struck the twigs on his broom, jarring him severely enough to be knocked off. He
clung by his left hand, hanging straight down from the broom, feeling like his fingers were slipping
off the wood one by one.

Ron and Ginny flew to him quickly, guiding his broom to an altitude low enough that his feet
were able to touch down, and he was standing on solid earth again; then, after a moment, he
collapsed to the ground, and the others all landed, concerned, while Mr. and Mrs. Weasley and
Hermione flew to a spot nearby. Hermione dropped her broom and came running to him as soon as
she was back on the ground.

“Harry? Harry! Are you all right? The Bludger didn’t hit you, did it?”

He opened his eyes; his glasses were askew on his face and her visage was swimming blurrily
before his eyes. “No,” he said, the word catching in his throat. “I think-I think I'm just a bit too
tired to play right now. I didn’t get much sleep last night...Can’t concentrate.”

Mrs. Weasley nodded and pulled him to his feet, put her arm around him. “Come back to the
house and have a lie-down. They’ll just have to make do without you.” He nodded back and leaned
on her; she didn’t even come up to his shoulder now. Hermione walked on his other side, carrying
their three brooms. He heard Mr. Weasley telling the others that he was sure Harry would be fine,
and it had been years since he’d last played Quidditch...

Harry tried not to smile at the mental image of Mr. Weasley playing Quidditch. When they
reached the Burrow, Mrs. Weasley gave him a sleeping draught and then he climbed the stairs to
the room he and Ron were sharing, this time leaning on Hermione. His bones felt made of weariness;
it was a miracle the Bludger hadn’t sent him hurtling down forty feet to the hard earth. He was
usually pretty good at paying attention to the Bludgers. Sleep; he just needed some sleep...

“Come on, Harry,” Hermione said to him softly, steering him to Ginny’s room instead of the room
where he’d slept the night before.

“Wha—"

“Don’t argue. I'll curl up with you, that should help you sleep. It always has before. You've been
having nightmares, haven’t you? That's why you called me that time, wasn’t it?”

He nodded, his throat tight; he should have known she would figure it out.

“I wrote to Sirius about something I saw before I even went to Mrs. Figg’s, but it's been much
worse since then...”

“Sssh! Don’t talk.”

He lay down on the bedclothes, and she cuddled up next to him, her head on his chest, her arm
thrown across him. He put his arms around her and closed his eyes, feeling the sleeping draught
seeping into his brain, into his tired, tired, brain...

& ok ok ok ok

His eyes flew open. He felt unnaturally alert suddenly, and not a little disoriented. It took him a
moment to figure out why he was in Ginny’s room. Hermione was no longer on the bed with him;
she was sitting cross-legged on the other bed, a perplexed look on her face as she turned the heavy
pages of the book on her lap.

“Hermione?” he whispered; he didn’t feel as though he had his full voice.

“Mmmm?” she said, looking up distractedly, then she seemed very glad that he was awake. “Oh,
Harry, look what I've found!” She scrambled to her feet and lugged the large book-which Harry
could see now was a photo album-to the bed where he was. “Look!” she said again, starting at the
beginning. On the front page of the album were two wizard photos; one was Mr. and Mrs. Weasley
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with a small very red-haired baby, two little boys about four and six years of age standing with
them in front of a Christmas tree. The boys had an uncertain look about them. The younger boy
kept trying to put a finger in his nose and Mrs. Weasley kept moving his hand away from his face.
The hand-written caption read, “Christmas 1970, Molly, Arthur, Bill, Charlie and Annie.” The other
photo showed Mr. and Mrs. Weasley and Bill and Charlie again, looking a little older now. There was
also a little girl with bright red hair and blue eyes, her curly pigtails flopping as she bounced up and
down on her father’s knee, while her mother held a baby that looked a little younger than the baby
in the first picture. This caption read, “Molly, Arthur, Bill, Charlie, Annie and Peggy, Christmas
1972.” Twenty-four years earlier. The girls in the photo in Mr. Weasley’s office...

“They were sisters!” Hermione said breathlessly, as though she had read his mind. He nodded.

“I can see that...”

They turned the pages of the album, watching the little girls growing taller, thinning out at about
the age of seven. The photos were mostly of the two girls, but there were more family portraits as
well: Mr. and Mrs. Weasley sitting while Bill and Charlie, about twelve and ten, stood on either
side of them, the little girls, about four and six, knelt in front, while Mrs. Weasley held an irritated-
looking baby with violently red hair (even more so than the rest of them). It was waving its arms
agitatedly, the caption identifying all of them, including the fact that the baby was Percy. Christmas
1976.

“Where the hell did you get that?”

Harry and Hermione jumped. When he saw who had spoken, he was even more surprised; he
had never heard Mrs. Weasley swear. After a moment, she realized that she wasn’t behaving as
she normally did, and looked as though she were trying to calm herself. She smoothed down her
robes, which did not need smoothing, and said in a higher-than-usual voice, “Oh, I'm sorry, Harry
and Hermione. I was coming up to see how you were doing, Harry. What-what are you doing with
Ginny’s photo album?”

Hermione looked Mrs. Weasley in the eye sympathetically. “Mrs. Weasley-when did Annie and
Peggy die?” she said softly. Instantly, Harry could tell that she wished she hadn’t asked, for Mrs.
Weasley started crying and sat down heavily next to him on the bed.

“That’s just it-they didn’t.”

“But-"

“I know, I know. You find that, and you assume that they must have died. Well, it’s just a bit
more complicated than that...”

They waited while she blew her nose and wiped her eyes. “Oh, my,” she said finally, sounding
as though she’d just woken up. “I haven't thought about them for so long now. Then, every time I
remember, it’s like it’s happened all over again...”

“You don’t have to talk about it-" Hermione began.

“Oh,” Mrs. Weasley said suddenly, louder than she had spoken before. “But I want to. Don’t
worry about me; I'll be fine. Let’s go down to the kitchen; I'll make us a pot of tea and I can explain
everything to you...as much as there is an explanation...”

Harry and Hermione gave each other puzzled looks behind Mrs. Weasley’s back as they went
down to the kitchen. She’d been so distracted by seeing the photo album (which Hermione had
carefully replaced on the shelves above Ginny’s desk, where she’d found it) that she hadn’t even
mentioned the fact that he had been on Hermione’s bed in Ginny’s room, not on his bed in Ron’s
New room.

“Where is everyone?” Harry asked as they went down.

“The twins went back to Hogsmeade with Angelina and Lee. Bill's upstairs, reading; Arthur had
to go into the office for a bit, and Draco is helping Ron and Ginny de-gnome the garden. We'll have
some privacy.”

He nodded, wondering why having privacy was important; after all, the photo album had been
in Ginny’s room. Surely she knew what was in it.

After she’d made the tea, Mrs. Weasley sighed and walked over to the window, holding her cup
and saucer. She stood with her back to them, looking out at her messy, prolific garden. “Do you
know when Arthur and I were born?” she asked them, then didn’t wait for an answer. “Arthur
was born in 1938; I was born in 1940. I was five and he was seven when Dumbledore defeated
Grindelwald and the Muggle war ended. Even though we were still so young, we remember the
celebrations...between wizarding and Muggle England, I think the parties and general giddiness
must have lasted for a month. It was strange, as well; we’d lived our whole short lives up to that
point immersed in fear and uncertainty. Arthur and I met originally when we were quite young; like
many Muggle children, our parents sent us up North for safety, away from both the Blitz and the
Ministry, which was the focus of some of Grindelwald’s attacks. You should have seen Diagon Alley,
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laid waste...Not that I saw it either, mind you. I was told by older children. The way it is now...much
of it looks old, but it was rebuilt after the fall of Grindelwald. It was his people, not the Blitz, that
did it.

“I started at Hogwarts in 1951; Arthur was a third year. We weren’t even friends until he was
almost done his seventh year; suddenly, he seemed to notice me, and we started to meet up in
Hogsmeade sometimes...

“Most of our courtship was conducted by owlpost, if you can believe it. I know that sounds so
innocent to young people today. But I still had two years of school to finish and he had started
working at the Ministry... Then, when I was eighteen, I went to work as a teacher at the village
school in Hogsmeade. Many wizarding families simply educate their children at home, but there
are a few schools around the country for those who can’t tutor their own children, because of work
or just because they prefer to send them to school, get them used to being around other children,
especially if they don’t have siblings.”

She turned back to them, a shy smile on her face. “When I was twenty-one, Arthur came to
the school and proposed to me in front of my class. You should have seen it: sixteen pairs of little
eyes, round as saucers, as Arthur went down on one knee and begged me to marry him. As though
I wouldn’t say yes...” She colored, looking down. “We had quite a cheering section when I said I
would, believe me. No one knows quite how to be excited like a seven-year-old. I had started off
with the littlest ones; by then I'd moved up a bit.

“We were engaged for almost a year. My mother wanted a proper amount of time to plan out the
wedding. I'm the oldest of three girls, and I was to have a marvelous outlay...except we didn’t really
have any money to speak of for a wedding. It was just me, my sisters Emily and Meg, and our mum.
Our da was killed in the Muggle war...he had thought that to be the greater threat, not Grindelwald,
and he wasn’t very well-thought of for it. Called a traitor by some. But Colm O’Connor was a good
man, and a good wizard. Mum still has a commendation and medal he received from the Muggle
War Office for his bravery, dying to save the men who served under him...I suppose we really do
qualify for the name Muggle-lover’ in this family. But I personally wear it as a badge of honor. I
remember the sacrifice my da made. He didn’t have to enlist in a Muggle army, put himself in front
of horrible bullets and grenades and risk being censured by the Ministry if he did anything to help
the Muggle war effort by magic. When I think of what could have happened here if Britain hadn’t
been on the winning side in the war...defeating Grindelwald would have been beside the point.”

Harry and Hermione looked at her; Harry swallowed, remembering watching films about the
Battle of Britain in school when he was younger. He wondered about his mother’s family...His mum
was born in 1960, Aunt Petunia in 1954. Their parents could have been born in 1934 or so, or
perhaps earlier. His grandparents probably hadn’t been much older than Mr. and Mrs. Weasley.
They might have been teenagers during the war, or if they waited until they were older than twenty
to marry and have their daughters, they might have been in the war. After all, they were Muggles.
Harry looked at Molly Weasley, seeing her in a whole new light. He still hadn’t heard about the other
little girls, though.

“By the time we had scraped together enough money for a wedding, I was twenty-two and Arthur
was twenty-four. We had been together for six years. Neither one of us had ever had another
girlfriend or boyfriend. That didn’t seem so strange in those days. I continued to teach after we
married, but I quit a year later when we were expecting Bill...After that, I just wanted to focus on
being a mother. Old fashioned, yes, but-I suppose that’s just who I am.

“Many people, when they see large families, they assume that they just grew haphazardly. They
don’t think any planning went into them. Arthur and I planned everything quite carefully. Two
years after we married, Bill was born. That was the plan. And we wanted him to have a little
playmate who wasn'’t too far off from his age, so two years after that, we had Charlie.

“Now, I wasn’t ready to be having another baby after that. I had two little ones in nappies who
needed me to do everything for them, and Bill was already doing a great deal of accidental magic,
even at the age of two. Actually, he was a little younger than two when Charlie was born. There
was never any question of Bill being a Squib. I still have never heard of a wizard child manifesting
the kind of magic he did at such a young age...the others were much easier on me.

“Arthur and I thought that when Charlie was four and old enough for school, it would be a good
time to have another baby. When the boys went off to the school where I used to teach, on the first
day of school for Charlie, mind you, I promptly went into labor! By the time the bus brought them
home that afternoon, they had a little sister, Annie...”

“Bus?” Hermione puzzled. Harry wanted her to get back to the sister.

“Oh, yes. There’s a bus that pops about the country, picking up the various children who attend
the Hogsmeade school. Operates on the same principle as the Knight Bus.” Molly Weasley sighed.
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“I confess, I adored having a little girl to fuss over even more than the boys. They’d also become so-I
don’t know, like little men. Didn’t want their mum hovering over them. Even Charlie. And Arthur
and I decided to try to do the same thing we’d done with them, have another baby about two years
younger, so they’d be close to each other in age. And when Annie was just a couple of months past
her second birthday, Margaret was born. Named after my sister Meg. We called her Peggy.

“Annie and Peggy adored each other from the start. The first time she was allowed to see Peggy,
Annie tried to pick her up and hold her, like one of her dolls. We wondered a bit what we were about,
blithely going on having children as though You-Know-Who hadn’t been terrorizing the wizarding
world for the previous two years. Perhaps we just didn’t want to let him run our lives, decide how
we spaced our children. It hadn’t been that long; we just didn’'t reckon on him when deciding what
to do.

“Then, when Peggy was three and Annie five, Bill went off to Hogwarts. Annie and Charlie were
at the Hogsmeade school. In a year, Peggy would be old enough for school as well, so we did what
we’d done before, planned to have another baby. Percy was born just before Peggy was to start
school, and she was heartbroken; thought I'd gotten a replacement for her. I'll never forget her face
when she got on the school bus. She looked so small and lost, and I had no choice but to stand
there, holding the baby, waving goodbye to her, when what I really wanted was to bring her back in
the house, get my little girl back.

“Once more, we decided to have a baby who would be a companion to the last one. We wanted
the new baby to be born the year that Percy would turn two. But things didn’t go as planned;
the twins happened. Instead of having a baby who would be a playmate to Percy, the twins were
sufficient unto themselves. You know how twins are, especially those two. Poor Percy never really
had someone to be his mate, because of that. And then, even at a very, very young age, Fred and
George turned out to have mischievous senses of humor, and their favorite victim was Percy.”

She turned back to them, walked to the table and sat down. She put down her tea and laid
her hands on the table before her, very carefully. “We were done having children. We had seven
children, five boys and two girls. I had quite enough work on my hands with a toddler and a pair of
infants, all in nappies. We had no intention of having more children. We had our family.”

She swallowed and looked at Harry and Hermione. “That was 1978, the year the twins were
born. Then, a year later, during the children’s Easter holidays...” she trailed off. “I know they blame
themselves. Bill and Charlie. Especially Bill. I know that's why he dropped everything to come here
from Egypt, why he’s been putting his own life on hold, to make sure You-Know-Who and the Death
Eaters don’t...I heard him telling Charlie about having nightmares about getting here from Egypt
and finding the Dark Mark over the house.” Harry swallowed. He knew nightmares...

“I try not to badger him any more about settling down, about getting married and having children.
The last time was years ago, he was seeing a nice girl, he was about twenty-six. A good age to marry,
I told him, so he could start having children before he was thirty. Why,’ he said to me, would I want
to have children? I'd be a terrible father...’

“I argued with him about it for a while before I realized he was talking about Annie and Peggy,
about how he blamed himself. I tried to reassure him, remind him he was only fifteen and Charlie
thirteen...but I think it’s something he’ll never quite get over. After Bill's reaction, of course, I've
refrained from talking to Charlie about the marriage-and-children issue. He wasn’t the eldest, but
he seems to be blaming himself as much as Bill...”

“What happened?” Hermione whispered. Molly looked up, meeting her eyes.

“You know, we used to just let the children go walking down the road to the village whenever
they wanted? Arthur used to take the children to work. Once when Bill was twelve, Charlie was
ten, Annie was six and little Peggy was only four, he took all four of them. It was when Percy was
born, and I just needed them out of the house. I was completely overwhelmed, so he took them to
work for the day. They Flooed to Diagon Alley and took the tube to Westminster. If Percy hadn’t
been born early, I wouldn’t have needed Arthur to take them, they’d have been in school. But it was
the end of the summer, and they wouldn’t be in school for another week. So he took them off my
hands for me.

“At any rate...when Bill was fifteen and Charlie thirteen, they were home from Hogwarts for
Easter. Annie was nine and Peggy was seven. Percy was three and the twins were only a year old,
but driving me to distraction. Bill was such a sweet boy...he volunteered himself and Charlie to take
the girls into the village to play in the park. There were swings, and a duckpond for boat racing,
and other children to play with...I was so grateful. All I could think was there are too many children
in the house! After that day, I never thought that again...

“Bill and Charlie say they had no idea how it happened. They said that one moment, the girls
were swinging side-by-side while Bill and Charlie were kicking a ball around with some village lads
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who’d asked them to play with them, and the next-there were the empty swings, just swaying back
and forth, back and forth. They didn’t think anything of it at first; just assumed they’d met up with
some other little girls to play dollies. So Bill sent Charlie to walk around on the paths in the park
to find where they were, just so they’d know, like. I understand it’s still a lovely park, but I haven’t
been there in years. I haven’t been able to contemplate it...I think I would just spend the whole time
wandering about, hoping to still find them, as though I could discover the one place the boys hadn’t
thought to look. Well, the boys and every wizard at the Ministry Arthur could pull into it...

“Charlie couldn’t find them, so he went to get Bill. Bill still wasn’t especially concerned; they
could have taken it into their heads to walk back home on their own, he supposed, or to go to the
home of a new little friend to play tea party or some such. After a few hours passed and Bill knew
they’d be expected home soon, he started to be concerned. He and Charlie were afraid to come
home without them, they told me later. They didn’t feel they could go to the Muggle authorities;
what if the police wanted to come to the house, or asked what Arthur did for a living? Then they
thought, the little scamps must have gone home already and they were panicking for nought.

“So they finally decided to come home themselves, coming in the door and saying, All right, you
little terrors! Where are you?’ I asked them where the girls were, and they looked shocked that they
weren't back here. Arthur was home from work by then, and he went back to Ottery St. Catchpole
with the boys, combing over every inch of the park, knocking on doors...He called in all of his favors
at the Ministry, and suddenly there were twenty wizards running about the village using various
charms to peer into people’s houses to try to find Annie and Peggy.”

She sighed and rested her cheek on her hand. “They never found a thing. Not a hair-ribbon, nor
even the little bear Peggy still carried everywhere. We never figured out what happened to them. It
was two years before the fall of Voldemort, so it could very well have been Dark Wizards...but we
don’t know it wasn’'t just Muggles, someone who...who fancied little girls...” She shuddered and
put her face in her hands, crying quietly, while Harry swallowed and tried not to be ill. He hated
to contemplate the sort of person who would do such a thing, and why. You heard about it in the
news, but never in lurid detail. It just didn’t bear thinking about.

She dried her eyes. “Oh, the tears I've shed over them. I had such a hole in my heart, where
they’d been. Charlie and Bill were back at Hogwarts, both feeling dreadful, and I had the twins and
Percy to take care of, but all I could think of was missing my sweet little girls. When the boys were
back from school in late June, I talked Arthur into trying to have another baby. The girls had been
gone more than two months, and it was looking very bleak and hopeless. I told him, ‘Yes, I know
we said we were done, and yes, I'll be forty next year, but that’s why it has to be now! I don’t have
much more time..."””

She sighed heavily. “I don’t know whether I thought having another baby would serve as some
kind of charm or what, so that the girls would walk in the house suddenly after it was born and
say, Try to replace us, will you? Well, here we are!” Except that that didn’t happen, of course. And
then...Oh, I feel just awful about this, but I just couldn’t help feeling at the time...when Ron was
born, I was so disappointed. I'd hoped for another girl. I already had five boys. A mere two months
later, I-” she blushed now, surprising Harry. “I managed to conceive again. I knew I shouldn’t be
too much older to have more children. Some witches dare to have children when they're fifty and
older. But it’s so much harder, not to mention the idea of running after a toddler at that age...So the
following spring, Ginny was born, and I finally had a little girl again. I was happy, but...of course,
nothing could bring back Annie and Peggy...”

Hermione’s voice shook as she said to Mrs. Weasley, “Ron doesn’t know, does he? He seems to
think the girls were his cousins, and he just doesn’t see them now that they’re grown up.”

She shook her head. “No, he doesn’t know. Do you think I want to tell him I was disappointed he
wasn't a girl when he was born? He’s certainly no disappointment to me now, you know that, don’t
you? He’s a wonderful boy...I wouldn’'t want him to think I'd ever thought otherwise. Percy and the
twins were rather old when they found out, and Percy in particular didn’t take it well, because he
was old enough to have some fuzzy memories of them, and had asked me about them once or twice.
I also gave him the cousin story until he was out of school. After I told him, he didn’t spend much
time at home, starting lauding Barty Crouch to the heavens and staying late at his office. He was
a bit snippy with me for a while. So I decided to tell the twins before they went into their seventh
year. They actually took it rather well...”

“When did you tell Ginny?” Harry choked out, hating to think of poor Ginny hearing about her
missing sisters, and having been born to replace them...

She sighed. “That was unavoidable. After we came to Hogwarts in her first year-when we
thought she’d died in the Chamber of Secrets-I was holding her tightly in Professor McGonagall’s
office, crying like an insane woman. I was so glad that she was all right! And I couldn’t stop myself
from saying, It was like Annie and Peggy all over again...’
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“Of course, she didn’t know what I was on about. I explained it to her, crying the whole time, and
then the little thing was holding me and comforting me, telling me everything was all right, of course
I was bound to react this way...” She smiled and shook her head. “Ginny has always surprised me,
from the day she was born. I should have known she’d be fine with it. I showed her pictures of
her sisters when we returned home for the summer. She has all of them now; that was what you
were looking at. I let her bring the album to school with her. After Ron was born, I had taken all
of the pictures with the girls in them and put them in a separate album, instead of mixed with the
pictures of the boys. Arthur has just that one hanging in his office; he didn’t want to give that up,
he said. He wanted to see them, remember them every day. After I told Ginny, I gave the album
to her. I didn’t really need the pictures. I could see the girls any time I wanted, by just closing my
eyes.”

Hermione sniffed and Mrs. Weasley handed her a handkerchief; she blew her nose noisily and
dabbed at her eyes. “That’s just dreadful, Mrs. Weasley. I mean, my mum and dad...I'm not sure I
should say this, but they had three miscarriages before I was born. Mum was afraid to get out of
bed the whole time she was carrying me. And she had two miscarriages when I was young, trying
to give me siblings. Mum and Dad-they actually named all of the other babies. The ones that were
never born. It’'s a very strange feeling, having all of these almost-family members. But it’s not the
same thing as Annie and Peggy. They were born. You knew them...I suppose that’s why Mum almost
never let me out of her sight when I was younger... Thankfully, she got over that, or I wouldn’t have
been allowed to go to Hogwarts.”

Harry had never known that Hermione’s parents had had such trouble creating a family. Molly
put her hand over Hermione’s now, nodding. “I did the same thing. After Annie and Peggy disap-
peared, we stopped sending the children to the Hogsmeade school when they were old enough. I
taught them here at home. I had been a teacher, after all, for almost six years. But I also had Arthur
grow that large privet around the garden, and I forbade the children to go into the village unless
they were with me or their father. None of them went out into Muggle London again, to go to the
Ministry. Just to Diagon Alley, for school supplies. The idea of their going out into London proper
made me too nervous; I thought it would be too difficult to keep track of them on the Underground.
I kept them all as close to me as possible. I was such a wreck when Ginny went off to Hogwarts,
and then hearing about what was going on at the school, and the headmaster contacting us and
telling us that Ginny was down in the Chamber...”

She covered her mouth with her hand. Hermione looked down at the table, swallowing. Harry
nodded, understanding. He’d thought Ginny was dead too, and had felt awful...he couldn’t imagine
how Mrs. Weasley must have felt, already having lost her other two daughters.

They all jumped when the kitchen door suddenly flew open and Ron and Ginny came in, sweating
and laughing.

“Did you see the last one?” Ron asked his sister breathlessly.

“The one making the rude gestures as you hurled him over the hedge? Yes. And I'll thank you to
stop making that same gesture to Draco...”

Just then, Malfoy came in, looking happily tired. “That’s the stuff!” he said with a satisfied air,
throwing himself into a chair at the table. “Helluva lot-" he caught Mrs. Weasley’s eye. “I mean, a
heck of a lot more fun than that Muggle gardening we've been doing, Potter. Very satisfying, once
you get the little buggers really flying through the air...”

Ron was laughing. “You should have seen the last one Malfoy had, Harry. Great big head, like a
pumpkin that had been sat on...”

Harry listened with only half an ear to the stories about the de-gnoming. He watched Mrs.
Weasley, and thought of Sam and Katie. So many families, torn apart. Had Annie and Peggy
Weasley been taken by wizards or Muggles? He wished he knew. He looked at Ron as he talked;
having seen what Ron was like on his sixteenth birthday, when he learned about Harry's and
Hermione’s relationship, Harry didn’t hold out much hope that he’d take it well when he eventually
found out about his sisters. On the other hand, the way Ron responded to just about anything
hardly made people want to tell him things that were sure to set him off.

Harry actually felt well-rested after the sleeping-draught-induced nap, and laughed with the
others at dinner and afterwards, wishing they’d had more time to spend at the Burrow instead of
having to go to King’'s Cross the next morning to get the Hogwarts Express. Sunday night dinner
would be the Welcoming Feast, then on Monday morning, bright and early, he would start his sixth
year of school. School. Snape. Was Snape all right? Would he turn up by the first day of the term?
If not, who would teach Potions?

After dinner, they lounged about the living room while Ron and Malfoy helped his mother clean
up the dinner things. Mr. Weasley had already gone up to bed; it seemed that playing Quidditch
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earlier in the day had done him in. Ginny chattered on to Harry and Hermione, speculating on
what the coming term would be like while they looked at her sympathetically; this was starting the
grate on her, Harry could tell. She frowned, as if wondering why they were treating her like a child.
Hermione was about to explain when Ron came striding into the room, great long legs crossing it
quickly, large feet thudding on the wooden floor, making the framed photos on the mantle shake.
Hermione’s mouth was still open; she shut it suddenly, then whispered to Harry, “Keep him busy.
I'll tell Ginny we know.” She rose to go, grabbing Ginny by the arm and pulling her toward the
stairs. Ginny looked even more annoyed, but she raised her eyebrows to Ron and shrugged as she
left.

Ron threw himself into a large worn leather armchair, and Argent leapt onto his lap and mewed
loudly at him, demanding petting. Harry stayed where he was on the couch; for all that Hermione
had told him to keep Ron busy, he was suddenly tongue-tied and had absolutely no idea how to
accomplish this. It was as though he’d just met Ron and didn’t know what topics of conversation
might interest him.

“Want to play chess?” Ron asked casually, breaking the silence. He continued to pet the small
silvery-striped cat.

“Sure.” Harry rose to fetch the chess set from the bookcase next to the fireplace, pulling a small
table over between the couch and Ron’s armchair. They were silent as they set their pieces up, then
started playing in silence. Ron let Harry be white.

Ron had a pile of Harry’s captured pieces and Harry had a couple of Ron’s. It had been quiet
(except for Harry’s pieces criticizing his decisions) for so long that Harry jumped when Ron spoke,
he was so startled.

“Harry,” he said suddenly. Harry looked up at him. “You know you've got to do it, don’'t you?
Because she won’t. Well-she can’t. I mean, you remember the whole Viktor Krum thing. And the
Time Turner.”

Harry remembered that Ron had tried to talk to him a couple of times at Mrs. Figg’s, on his
birthday. Was this what he wanted to say? He could tell that Ron was talking about Hermione, but
that was all. “What are you talking about?” he wanted to know.

“Breaking up with Hermione.”

Harry shook his head; he thought he was hearing things. “What? Why would I break up with
Hermione?”

“Because you're not in love with her.” Harry started again; this he was not expecting.

“What?” he said again. “I-I love Hermione,” he sputtered in a shaking voice, even as he realized
that he’d never said this before.

“I didn’t say you don’t love her. Of course you do. And I love the two of you and she loves the
two of us. We're friends, we love each other. That’s different. I said that you're not in love with her.”

“I'm-I'm-" Harry kept starting sentences, with absolutely no idea what to say beyond the first
word. He took a deep breath and tried a different approach. “Are you telling me that you convinced
me to stop pushing her away after Dudley died so that I can break up with her now, all because
you're of the opinion that I'm no longer in love with her?”

“That implies that I ever thought you were in love with her. Well, that’s not true-at one point, I
thought you might be, and I looked for things to support it. I wanted to believe it, really I did. But
the evidence just wasn’t there.”

Harry took great pleasure in taking one of Ron’s pawns, getting a vicarious thrill out of the
clouting his knight was giving it. “So you were trying to keep us together why?”

Ron calmly took the same knight with his rook. “At the time, it was because you needed her.
Whatever the basis of the whole thing, you needed her, and she needed to know that you didn’t
blame her for Dudley. It would have been the worst possible time to break up.”

“And in your humble opinion, what is the basis of the whole thing?”

“Well,-I'll tell you in a minute. Let me start small, so you get it.” Ron leaned back, forgetting
about the chess game for the moment, petting Argent, curled in a comfortable circle on his lap.
“Remember third year, when she was going to all of those classes simultaneously, using the Time
Turner?”

“What’s that got to do with anything? And she’s said that if we ever again throw in her face that
she kept that from us, she’ll hex us into the middle of our twenties.”

“It’'s not that she didn’t tell us. She wasn’t supposed to. The point is that she started in on
something that seemed logical to her, and when she found out she was wrong, she couldn’t admit
she was wrong. She hit Malfoy—not that I didn’t fully support that, but it’s not a Hermione thing
to do—and she screamed at a teacher. Of course, it was Trelawney, but she’s still a teacher. She
practically had to have a bleeding house fall on her before she figured out that she wasn’t a sodding
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immortal, that she needed sleep and downtime and all of the normal stuff that keeps us all sane.”
Harry winced, wondering when the last time was that Ron had had a proper night’s sleep... “At the
end of the year, she was definitely not sane. And it all happened because she did something she
thought was logical and she couldn’t admit she was wrong.”

“All right,” he said grudgingly, still feeling touchy about the sleep issue. “Fine. You've made your
point about the Time Turner. But what has that got to do with Viktor, or me, for that matter?”
Harry viciously moved his queen forward, placing Ron’s bishop in jeopardy.

“I'm not trying to make a point about the Time Turner, Harry.” Now Ron’s queen took Harry’s.
“It's a pattern. Okay, next-Viktor Krum. She’s hanging out in the library, he notices her and thinks,
Good. There’s someone with a real brain in her head. Not hovering about and giggling insufferably.
I mean, she has miles more sense than most girls about how to behave around guys. And she hasn’t
gotten starstruck since Lockhart. I suppose that git being a fraud cured her of it.”

“Anyway-" Harry prompted him, scanning the chess board for a move that wouldn’t doom him.
He didn’t see anything promising.

“Anyway, he starts trying to get to know her better and she thinks, Thank you, someone who’s
finally noticed I'm a girl. We, of course, were being prats about that, so she was perfectly right. I
see that now. And it seemed logical to her, again. Just like she probably thought she deserved the
Time Turner, she probably thought she deserved Viktor Krum. You know, just for being her. She
didn’t think about the fact that he had feelings for her that she didn’'t return. That was just a messy
detail. She couldn’t admit she was wrong about being with Viktor Krum until she’d actually been
abducted and returned, and it looked like he might have had something to do with it.”

“He was under Imperius.”

“Yes, but still. Second house that needed to fall on her head. She couldn’t even break up with
him properly. Then you came up with The Viktor Krum Plan, and even when that worked, she still
couldn’t get over herself and how it would look. That was in the spring. And she’d been snogging
you since-when was it?”

“October,” Harry grumbled, only pretending to stare at the board looking for moves now.

“Since October.” Ron paused. “Time Turner-logical to her. Viktor Krum-logical to her. But
she was wrong both times. And if there’s one thing in the world Hermione’s terrible at other than
Quidditch, it's admitting she’s wrong.”

“So you're saying that Hermione is with me because she thinks it’s logical? But she’s wrong and
needs a third house to fall on her?”

“Exactly.”

“You lost me somewhere. What’s the logic part? Because starting from the first moment I saw
the picture she sent with my birthday card, logic hasn’t played a very big role in this for me.”

“You're the bloke. You saw that picture and since then you've been thinking with your-"

“Ron-" Harry warned.

“~hormones. The logic part is on a lot of different levels. One, you're Famous Harry Potter. Who
else is she going to be with after Famous Viktor Krum? Second, you're her friend. I think that was
something she wanted to do that was different from Krum. Plus you don’t mangle her name. But my
point is—she’s Hermione Granger, smartest witch-Muggle-born or not-to come through Hogwarts in
quite a while. She’s got a bit of an entitlement problem, has Hermione. She feels entitled to be with
you, and the fact that the two of you aren’t in love just didn’t figure. Then on top of that, she was
kidnapped and given that potion. So after that, she was magically compelled to go after you, too.”

“But we didn’t-you know—until after the potion had worn off.”

“But you two probably wouldn't have gone as far as you did before that if it weren't for that
potion. Then, after the potion wore off, and after she found out about the potion from Lucius
Malfoy, she had to stay on the same path because she just couldn’t admit that the potion had an
effect on her. She didn’t want to believe it. She had to stay with you at that point, for her own
sanity.”

Harry smirked. “I think that’s the only time anyone’s accused me of being good for anyone’s
sanity.”

“She didn’t like feeling manipulated, Harry. She likes to feel like she’s in charge of herself at all
times. I could see how shaken she was, when we were in the forest and Malfoy explained about the
potion. Once again, she thought she was doing something logical, but she couldn’t admit she was
wrong. You've got to be the strong one, Harry. You've got to do the breaking up. She can’t, and she
won't.”

Harry frowned at him. “I can tell you've thought this out, but that still doesn’t mean you're right.
And it’s not as though you're a disinterested observer, are you? Nothing to gain from us breaking
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up?” He glowered accusingly at Ron, who maintained a mask of complete and utter innocence.

“Listen, Harry, I made a mistake with Parvati. I thought at first that I didn’t want to be with a
girl I didn’t love completely. But it was kind of difficult to stay so high-minded when someone like
Parvati was coming after me. So I thought, okay, where’s the harm? Who says every person you
ever date has to be someone who you think you're going to be with for the rest of your life? Why
can’t you just date someone to get to know them better? And then it turned out she was going
kind of hormone crazy, and wanted to do more than date. That scared me. I mean-that’s different.
That’s not just dating. That could make her think I had feelings for her I didn’t. As tempting as it
was, I resisted for a while. Which was starting to make her think she was repulsive or something. I
couldn’t win. And then those Ravenclaws...”

“You should have seen your face...”

Ron nodded. “I just wish-I wish I could have had the feelings for her that she wanted me to.
She’s all right, is Parvati. And any guy who winds up with her is going to be damn lucky.”

So you’re changing your mind about the logic-and-Hermione-can’t admit-she’s-wrong explana-
tion for why we're together?”

“That’s why she’s with you. The hormone thing is why you're with her.”

Harry frowned. “Well, I managed to resist her for some time, didn’t I, for someone as hormone-
crazed as you're saying I am.”

“I resisted Parvati at first, too. I'm saying you finally gave in because of hormones.”

Harry stared at the chess board again. What if Ron was right? What if-

“Of course, there’s another thing about you that doesn’t figure in the Viktor Krum thing or the
Time Turner.”

“What’s that?” Harry couldn’t keep the grumpiness out of his voice.

“Well, it’s possible that Hermione first started coming after you when she did because You-Know-
Who had just gotten his body back.”

“Come again?”

“She kissed you on the train platform, then sent you that photo. All before Bulgaria. Think
about it. I mean, how many times do you reckon Trelawney has predicted your death?”

“What has Trelawney got to do with it? It’s probably over a hundred times by now. I've predicted
my own death repeatedly, when I've done star charts. She thought I was wonderfully unflinching,
remember? What a laugh...”

“My point is that she probably felt pretty safe predicting your death because she very likely
thinks she’ll be spot on at some point, and then she can point to prediction two-thousand thirty-
seven out of four thousand and say, Aha! I knew it!’ I mean, if somebody had to pick the one person
at Hogwarts with the highest life-expectancy, it sure as hell wouldn’t be you.”

“That’s just great coming from my best friend!” Harry drew his lips into a line and tried to calm
his breathing.

“Oh, come on, Harry! I'm not saying it’'s definitely going to happen. In fact, as time goes on, it
certainly seems less likely. You're an Animagus now, you don't feel pain even from the Cruciatus
Curse, and your dueling is amazing-as long as you're extremely suspicious of the person you're
dueling. I think that’s why Neville beat you, too. Although being on those potions probably helped
the most. But you can’t tell me that a year ago, even you didn’t wonder how much longer you might
have. I mean, you saw Cedric die. One minute alive, the next minute-not.”

Harry felt his heart beating faster and faster. “Are you trying to tell me,” he said, through his
teeth, “that you think Hermione is with me because I might die sometime soon? Because I have a
huge target on me?”

“Well, I wouldn’t put it quite like that-"

“Oh?” Harry said more loudly, getting angrier and angrier. “How would you put it? I have a life
expectancy of zero, so she thought she’d shag me before she could be accused of necrophilia?”

“Harry shut up!” Ron hissed at him. “Before someone hears-"

“This conversation is over!” Harry informed him. He stormed out of the room, trying to get as
far as possible from his best friend. Correction, he thought. Former best friend. Then he thought of
something and turned his on his heel, returning to the living room.

“And another thing—"

“I thought this conversation was over.”

“Another thing,” Harry repeated, ignoring him. I think that from now on, my best friend will
be-will be Draco Malfoy. There! How do you like that, former friend?”

“Harry-"

“Did you hear yourself?” Harry demanded. “Did you listen to what you were saying? How can
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you claim to be my friend and say those things?”

Ron looked sadly at him. “Harry, it's because I'm your friend I can say it; that I have to say it.
You have to break up with Hermione because she won’t do it. It’s simple.”

“Oh, yes, it’'s simple. I have to break up with her to make everything easy for you, Weasley. Not
effing likely.”

Harry had never spoken this way to Ron before. He’'d never spoken this way to anyone before,
not even Dudley, or his aunt or uncle (although he’d thought similar things at them). He’d never
even spoken this way to Draco Malfoy. He didn’t even do anything like this the only time he was
ever almost as angry at Ron, when Ron refused to believe Harry hadn’t put his own name in the
Goblet of Fire.

He stormed out of the room and straight into Draco Malfoy. Malfoy looked alarmed but imme-
diately recovered by replacing this expression with a smug look. “So,” he drawled. “I'm to be your
best friend, now, am I?”

Harry pushed past him and went up the stairs. “Sod off, Malfoy.” He went up the steps two at a
time, holding tightly to the railing, walking blindly, his eyes filled. How could Ron say those things
about him, and about Hermione?

He undressed down to his drawers and crawled into bed, his mind racing; he didn’t hold out
much hope that this night would be much more restful than any of his other nights during the
previous month. When he heard Ron enter the room a little while later, he feigned sleep, turned
away from Ron with his eyes closed. Ron did not try to speak to him; he heard rustling, implying
that Ron was preparing for bed; then he heard the springs squeak as Ron got into the other bed.

Ron’s words rang through his brain as he finally started to drift off... You've got to be the strong
one, Harry. You’ve got to do the breaking up. She can’t, and she won't.

Well, I'm damned if I'm bloody well going to do it, Harry thought.

Sod off, Ron Weasley.

& ok ok ok ok

Harry woke before anyone else the following morning. Actually, it was the sixth time he’d awoken,
but he tried not to dwell on that, because then he’d have to think of all of the dreams that had
caused the waking...Today he would be getting the Hogwarts Express to school for the sixth time;
no, wait-for the fifth time. Technically, he didn’t take the Express in his second year. He and Ron
had flown the car...

He looked at Ron’s sleeping form wistfully. Those were the days. Flying to school together in a
car. He couldn’t help grinning at the memory. Perhaps he should just try to forget about what Ron
had said while they were playing chess. Act as if it hadn’t happened. It might be the only possible
way for them to go on.

There was a flurry of activity in the house as it slowly came to life. Miraculously, they were all
ready with their trunks, owl cages and cat-carriers when the Ministry cars came to take them to
the train station. It was strange not to be going with the twins. Ron no longer had older brothers
at Hogwarts; he would be the senior Weasley in Gryffindor Tower now. Harry thought of all of the
older students who no longer were students; it will be even stranger next year, he thought, when
we're in seventh year. But this was strange enough.

Harry, Hermione, Bill and Mr. Weasley were in one car; Malfoy, Ginny, Ron and Mrs. Weasley in
the other. As usual, Harry marveled at the way the cars squished themselves into the most unlikely
spaces and seemed to cause dustbins and fire-plugs to jump out of the way, similar to the Knight
Bus. It was never dull going to the station in a Ministry car.

They made good time; it was only ten-twenty when they arrived at the station. The first person
Harry saw upon getting out of the car was Will Flitwick. He smiled; Will had shot up over the
summer, but was as thin as ever. He looked like he’d been put on the rack, and his face still had
a round childishness to it that made him seem like an elongated greeting-card angel. Harry strode
over to him and shook his hand.

“Will! Had a good summer? Ready for second year?”

“Ripping good, Harry. You have no idea—and look!” He held up a new Firebolt. “I can have a
broom now. I'm going to try out for the Quidditch team!”

Harry felt a pang of sympathy; it wasn’t many people who qualified for teams in their second
year. He and Malfoy were unusual, starting in their first and second years respectively. “Well, I'm
not the captain now, you know; Ron is. Don’t be too disappointed if you don’t make it. Since Ron
and I are in sixth year and Katie’s in seventh, there’ll be at least three openings in the next couple
of years. You have plenty of time.”

He nodded sagely. “I know. But it can’t hurt to try, can it?”
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Harry was about to affirm this optimistic adage when he saw that Will was momentarily dis-
tracted, and he turned to see what had caused his mind to wander. Dean Thomas had arrived, with
his sister Jamaica, who was also starting her second year. Harry remembered thinking during the
previous year that Will might have a bit of a crush on Jamaica, and he saw that the evidence was
still there. To be fair, he thought Will was displaying excellent taste; Jamaica had blossomed over
the summer, and she could easily be mistaken for fifteen or sixteen. She no longer appeared to be
a child, but was both stunning and poised, with a singularly intelligent look behind her eyes, and
Harry wondered whether Dean would spend the better part of his time in school this year beating
off boys who were trying to get to his sister. Dean looked very annoyed about the looks Jamaica
was getting from some fifth and sixth year boys from Ravenclaw.

Then Harry saw Justin Finch-Fletchley; he waved to him, and Justin waved back, looking as
distracted as Will. Then Harry saw what had caught his attention; the Quirkes had arrived, Mr.
and Mrs. Quirke exclaiming over their only son, who was wearing his Head Boy badge on his
knit waistcoat, carrying his robes over his arm like a raincoat he couldn’t be bothered to put on.
Then Harry saw that Liam had caught Justin’s eye, and there was this spark that seemed to pass
between them. He wondered whether there were more couples at school now than there used to be,
or whether he was simply oblivious when he was younger and had not been interested in being part
of a couple himself. He remembered Ginny’s news about catching Percy and Penelope kissing...

Then he remembered what happened to Penelope, and tried to stop that train of thought. Perhaps
Percy was throwing himself into running the twins’ enterprise to distract himself from that, to stop
thinking about Penelope. Harry knew that it had been helpful for him to work for Aberforth during
the summer; the daily grind helped distract him and make it less likely that he would suddenly
start thinking about Dudley...

Will went over to talk to Dean and Jamaica, and Harry noticed that Ron and Hermione were
standing very close together; Ron seemed to be whispering something in her ear. She colored and
laughed, hitting him on the arm (not hard), then grasping his arm and continuing to hold on as her
laughter continued. Harry frowned, watching them. He didn’t move from where he was standing
as the other students and their parents discreetly slipped through the barrier to access Platform
Nine-and-Three-Quarters. Finally, there weren’t any others in their party waiting to go through
except for him and Bill. He picked up Hedwig’s cage and Bill walked ahead of him, pulling his trunk
for him on a station trolley.

Bill had gone through and Harry was about to do the same, when he felt compelled to stop. A
cold wind had suddenly whipped through the station, and the sky grew very dark. Harry looked
up; there were no clouds overhead, but the sky was definitely darker. He turned, looking for the
location of the sun, and inexplicably, not finding it.

He swallowed, looking around. Then he noticed that the Muggles who had come to get trains
from Platforms Nine or Ten were not moving. He stared, just in case it was some trick of the light
(which had a strange greenish quality to it). He remembered reading once that some people who got
caught in a tornado in North America had described the strange green-tinged light that had directly
preceded the storm’s arrival. A tornado? In London?

But now he looked to the car park, and the people there were motionless too; the entire world
seemed to be in a freeze-frame moment. Harry’s heart was beating very fast; he reached down to
withdraw his wand from the long pocket in his jeans. He didn’t like this. Something was happening.
He just wished he knew what.

“Hello, Harry.”

He whirled around at the familiar voice. Amidst the frozen people, only he and one other person
in the world seemed to still be moving in a normal fashion. Harry looked up at him, his heart
beating painfully fast. It was as though in all the world, only two people existed. It was just him
and-

Voldemort.



— CHAPTER THREE —

The Last Temptation

Harry stared at the unnaturally tall, thin wizard, at the eerily red eyes and strange, flat nose.
Harry’s hand gripped his wand too tightly, making his knuckles ache. He thought of all the families
who had been hurt by this monster; the Bells, the Clearwaters, the Flints, the Longbottoms-

The Potters.

His hand shook; it’s just me or him, he thought. Somehow he’s-he’s stopped time. Harry tried
to look around without taking his eyes off Voldemort. Still no movement from anyone. He looked at
the dark wizard again, his throat tight.

“What have you done?” he demanded, trying to sound hacked-off instead of terrified. “Why aren’t
they moving?”

A smile, or what passed for one. Harry thought he was going to be ill, looking at it.

“They are moving, Harry. But we are moving far faster, so to us, they appear to be standing still.”

Harry frowned, lowering his wand. “What?”

“No one can freeze time, Harry. You can, however, use magic to move very, very fast. [ have cast
the Tempus Fugit spell on just the two of us, so that we could have a conversation here in private,
in the infinitesimally small space between two milliseconds...”

“The space between two milliseconds? But-"

“Harry. You are a very talented young wizard, I will grant you that. But there is much you have
not learned in the last five years. There are things you will not learn in the next two years. I spent
many years in research before I lost my body, and I have spent a good deal of time doing research
since getting it back. Trust me when I say that I know far more about these things than you do.”

Harry stared hard now at a woman who, in normal time, would be walking along briskly, pulling
behind her an oblong black bag with small built-in wheels and an extendible handle, which rendered
a station trolley unnecessary. The heel of the foot in front of her appeared to be an inch off the
ground; her free arm was caught in midswing. Harry looked at her foot, willing it to come down
and strike the ground, however slowly. But she appeared to be a very realistic sculpture, her foot
forever about to land on the ground, her eyes caught in mid-blink...

“How fast are we moving?” Harry wanted to know.

Voldemort looked thoughtful. “Well, if it were possible for this spell to last fifty years—-which it is
not-and you did actually live at this speed for what feels to you like fifty years, after that time-" He
pointed to the woman Harry had been looking at. “~her foot will still not have hit the ground.”

Harry swallowed. Is that what he was going to do? Keep Harry moving at this speed, then finally
end the spell, with the result that people would suddenly see a thirty or forty-year-old Harry Potter
where sixteen-year-old Harry had been moments before? If he did it repeatedly, he could put Harry
into doddering old age in no time...except that it wouldn’t feel like no time to Harry...

“You said you wanted to have a conversation,” Harry said, pointing his wand at the older man
again, trying to sound authoritative. He hoped it wasn'’t too obvious that he was shaking very badly.

“You haven’t been sleeping very well, have you Harry? When is the last time you had a good
night’s sleep?”

Harry ignored this; his breathing felt labored and his eyes were slightly unfocused. “What the
hell did you want to say to me?”

Voldemort looked calmly at him and took out his wand. He pointed it at Harry’s wand arm.
“Lower your wand, Harry. You know we cannot duel. I found out why; I sent one of my servants to
that Ollivander fellow...”

“You didn’t hurt Mr. Ollivander, did you?” Harry felt anger pulsing through him at the idea of
Mr. Ollivander suffering because of him.
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“Not at all. He saw the-wisdom, shall we say, of freely sharing the information my servant
requested. Did you know our wands are brothers?”

“Yes,” Harry snarled. “I've known that since I was eleven.”

Voldemort nodded. “Ah. So you went into our little encounter last year knowing something I did
not. Interesting. Well, what I wanted to talk to you about is exactly that: Our wands are brothers.
I have been looking into some very special things that can be done together by two wizards whose
wands are broth—"

“Together? Why would I want to do anything with you?”

“Ah, I'm glad you asked that question, Harry. As you might imagine, I have an answer for you.
There are a number of spells, most of which you will not learn in school, that are designed to be
executed by two or more wizards. The more compatible their wands are, the more potent the spell
is. If a tandem spell were being cast by, say, two wands with unicorn hair for their cores, it is far
more likely to be successful than, say, one wand with unicorn hair and one with dragon heartstring.

“If, in addition to having compatible cores, the wands’ core sources are identical-the same uni-
corn, for instance, or the same dragon, or, as is the case with us, the same phoenix-the potency
and magnitude of the spell increases a thousand-fold, possibly more.”

Harry tried to stay focused; he kept his wand raised and aimed at the tall figure, but he was
starting to feel doubts wrinkling across his brain. What if he were just hallucinating this? He'd
been suffering from insomnia for so long, he could believe he’d started to dream while awake. What
else could explain this? This just couldn’t be real...

But then he shook himself and glared at Voldemort again. “I already asked why you think I'd
want to do anything with you? I know you want to absorb my power, since you're still so much
weaker than you used to be. Do you think I'm going to fall for this?”

Another unnatural, unnerving smile. “There’s nothing to fall for, Harry. I've seen that you are
capable of making an ally out of an old enemy, if that old enemy is working toward the same goal
you are.”

“We do not have the same goals!” Harry shouted, feeling his heart pounding in his ears.

“Oh, but we do, Harry, we most certainly do. I have had quite a while to think during the last
year, in addition to researching wand-brothers. There is something I did in the past which I deeply
regret, and I know that you do too. Something I wish that I could undo. And with your help, I can.
By using our two brother wands in tandem...”

“What are you talking about? I don’t want anything that you do!”

There was an ominous pause before the older wizard said softly, “I disagree.” He narrowed
his eyes, scrutinizing Harry closely. “Are you telling me you don’t want your mother to be alive?
Because I very much was under the impression that you did.”

“My mother-?” Harry trailed off, not comprehending.

“Are you telling me that every time you looked in the Mirror of Erised, you saw yourself holding
the stone that Flamel created? Because I find that hard to believe. It seemed to Quirrell-and to me,
debilitated as I was at the time-that you had seen the Mirror before, that you knew exactly how it
worked. Tell me, Harry, the first time you ever looked in the Mirror, what did you see?”

Harry swallowed, remembering the first time he’d encountered the Mirror, when he was sneaking
around the castle under his Invisibility Cloak in the middle of the night. He’d never before seen his
mother and father, and their parents, and their parents...Harry wasn’t even sure who some of the
people in the Mirror were. Hagrid hadn’t yet given him the photo album that was now nestled in the
bottom of his trunk, and he had simply stared and stared, not understanding what he was seeing...

“I think you know what I saw. I saw my family. You took them away from me. Have you come
here to gloat?”

“Hardly, Harry. I have thought a great deal about your parents during the past year. I think it
would be fair to say that if I had it to do again-I wouldn’t. But that doesn’t signify; we must both
want it to be different-"

Harry frowned. “What are you talking about?” Had Voldemort actually said that if he could do it
over, he wouldn’t kill his mother and father? “You can'’t raise the dead; no one can.”

“What makes you say that? It has a name, doesn’t it? Necromancy. A dark art, to be sure, but
an art nonetheless. I don’t personally know of anyone who has done it successfully, but then, for
years alchemy was decried-and yet, Nicolas Flamel attained the pinnacle of that field, did he not? It
only takes one. But I am not proposing that we dabble in necromancy today, Harry. It is too fraught
with uncertainty.” The tall wizard waved the thin fingers of his left hand. “Look around you. You
can see that I know a great deal about spells that can manipulate time. Do you think this is the
only one there is?”
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“Of course not. I've even traveled back through time myself,” he blurted out, before he could stop
himself. “And I know that you can’t change the past...”

He looked very interested in what Harry had said. “You've gone back in time? How far? What
spell did you use?”

“It wasn't a spell. I went back a few hours using a Time Turner, and Dumbledore said-"

Voldemort looked disgusted, as though he would spit. “A Time Turner! A mere toy! And as for
that fool Dumbledore-"

“Don’t you talk about Dumbledore! Don’t you even say his name!” Harry cried, shaking, at-
tempting to keep his wand trained on Voldemort despite his nerves being shot. So tired...

“You would continue to defend that doddering old fool when he lies to you and makes you think
your parents are lost to you forever?” Harry noticed that he was making less of an effort now to be
conciliatory; in a way, he was glad. It seemed a very unnatural personality for Voldemort. “It is true
that one cannot change the past, especially with a trinket like a Time Turner-but while the past
cannot be changed-the future can be. Every moment, the things we do and say-the decisions we
make—change the future. At any given point in time there is an infinitude of futures before us, and
what you do-or what is done to you-determines in which of those futures you find yourself...A Time
Turner returns you to your departure point, and so you cannot do anything that would take you to
a different timeline, a different starting point. It is very limited. But to create a new future...there
is a spell that I have come across, a spell which requires two wizards...” Harry’s heart was in his
throat. His head was pounding. Could he be telling the truth? Was there actually a way to change
past events-or was it future ones? “There is a special requirement for this spell, Harry. The two
wizards must share a very particular bond. One of them must have been wronged by the other. In
performing the spell, both wizards must wish with all of their beings for the wrong to be righted...”

“You're saying that you want to undo my parents’ deaths?” You expect me to believe that?”

“Well, to be completely honest, Harry, we cannot undo more than one wrong. Killing your mother
and your father was two. You would have to choose one of those to fix...”

“What? You tell me that you regret killing my parents, it can be undone-but I have to choose one
of them? That’s sick-"

“Not at all, Harry. I did not create the spell. There are limitations to these things. But if you are
having difficulty deciding, I might be able to help you...If you chose to undo your mother’s death,
you could actually save two lives...”

Harry frowned at him, keeping his wand in position. “You're not making sense. But then why
should you start now? Nothing you've said makes any sense.”

Voldemort leaned forward, speaking more softly. “One of my servants has found something quite
interesting in the death records at St. Mungo’s. When your mother’s body was examined after her
death...”

“After you murdered her, you mean!” Harry snarled.

Voldemort bowed his head deferentially, making Harry tense up suspiciously. “True. I murdered
your mother. And, it seems—your unborn sister.”

“Sister?”

“That is what the hospital records say. I have seen them myself. The child would have been born
in March of 1982...”

Sister? his brain was screaming. Voldemort had killed his mother and his unborn sister...

He glared at the dark wizard, feeling more suspicious than ever. He watched as he put his left
hand in his robe pocket and withdrew it, holding a small brass object about as big as Harry’s hand.

“Here, Harry. You will need this before we can proceed.” He tossed the object to Harry.

“Hey!” he cried as he deftly caught it with his left hand. “I never said-"

But Voldemort was gone. The spot where he had been a moment before was empty. Harry
heard something and was startled; he hadn’t realized how quiet it had been when he was under the
Tempus Fugit spell. Now he was moving at the same speed again as the rest of the world. People
walked to and from the platforms and the car park. A train pulled into Platform Nine; passengers
poured out of the open doors while people waiting to board stood by impatiently, the anxiety showing
on their faces that they might not make it on before the doors closed again.

His mind still reeling from his odd encounter with Voldemort, Harry now had a more mundane
panicky moment; he needed to get onto Platform Nine-and-Three-Quarters before he missed the
Hogwarts Express. And he needed to tell Bill and Mr. and Mrs. Weasley what had just happened.
What time was it? Then he looked down and realized that the object that Voldemort had tossed to
him was a clock. It was an old-fashioned wind-up alarm clock. There were two bells on top linked by
another piece of brass like a kind of handle; there was a clapper between the bells, poised to strike
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them in quick succession when the clock displayed the time for which the alarm was set. According
to the clock, it was ten-forty-four. Harry checked his watch; the clock was correct, assuming that his
watch was still working properly, after his being in the space between milliseconds with Voldemort...

He looked at the little brass clock again. The alarm was set for ten-forty-five. Harry frowned,
watching the clock’s larger hand move to the nine, feeling a foreboding even as the clapper started
striking the bells, producing a shrill ringing. He realized too late that he shouldn’t have continued
to hold the clock, but before he could drop it, he felt that sickening hook behind his navel, pulling
his body into a dark limbo where he tumbled head over heels, his sleepy, addled brain screaming
Stupid, stupid, stupid. He should have known not to touch anything Voldemort gave him, especially
after the Triwizard Cup...

Harry grunted as he landed painfully, the clock still clutched in his left hand, his wand in his
right. He stumbled but quickly righted himself, feeling in his sleep-deprived state more sharp and
alert, somehow, than he felt when he was well-rested. He stared around him, wondering where he
was and at the same time, knowing, knowing exactly where he was...

The grass on the moors was so green it almost made his eyes hurt. The sky was a cornflower
blue, with scattered white clouds like gamboling sheep. The weather was far nicer in Wales—for he
was certain that was where he was—on this first of September than it was in London. It is still the
first of September? he thought, uncertainly. Had the clock Portkey taken him through time and
space, or just space? A light breeze moved Harry’s hair slightly; he looked around apprehensively.
Voldemort was nowhere in sight. He looked down into the valley. Was it still there? he wondered.
All thoughts of getting to school had fled from his mind. Hell, he thought, I could always wait until
dark and fly there under my own power, as a golden griffin...

In the meantime, he felt himself being pulled inexorably toward the valley. He was barely able
to restrain himself from running. He would have so much more freedom this time; when he and
Hermione had gone into Snape’s Pensieve, they had been limited to seeing only what Snape had
seen on the night his parents had died.

He drew nearer and nearer to what he thought was a clump of trees. When he was about
thirty feet away, he could see that there were only two trees, in the front garden, exactly as he
remembered; over the ruins of the small house, over the fence and garden gate and around the
trunks of the trees, an insidious wild vine had grown, covering everything with a strange leafy green
shroud. It was as if a topiary had been executed by a blind man, or by a modern artist, perhaps.

His eyes watering, Harry walked to the gate. He couldn’t open it; the vines were too thickly
massed. He leapt lightly over it, landing shin-deep in the vines. He had to carefully lift each foot up
out of the sea of green to walk to the house to avoid getting hopelessly tangled or tripping.

He stopped when he reached the large, flat stone that formed the step before the front door-or
where it had once been. The lintel at the top of the door frame had collapsed; the jambs still stood,
one at a slight angle, both festooned with vines. He stepped over the fallen lintel, between the jambs,
entering his house for the first time in almost fifteen years.

To his left he could see the remains of the stone fireplace, heaped with vines. He could even see
the wooden frames of what had been the upholstered furniture flanking the fireplace, where he’d
seen his mother and Snape sitting, arguing, while he had been an oblivious baby, trying to play
with his mother’s earrings, having no idea of the life-and-death nature of the conversation.

He had to lift his feet very high now; the vines were more than knee-deep. He made his way
across what had been the living room to the kitchen; he passed the nursery on the way and tried
not to notice that a large wooden beam had fallen across what had been his cot.

In the kitchen, the sturdy wooden table in the center of the room was still in place. He thought
he saw something blue and he pushed aside some vines on the table top, finding a willow-pattern
teapot, perfectly preserved under its covering of green. Harry picked it up, a lump in his throat as
he turned it round, picturing his mother pouring tea from it. Was he just making up that memory?
Was it genuine or just some combination of being here now and having seen the house in the
Pensieve, months before his parents’ deaths?

There was a Welsh dresser to his left; he goose-stepped his way over to it, pushing the vines out
of the way, revealing more willow-pattern china: chipped cups and saucers, plates with slimy trails
across the surfaces. And there, nestled among the vines and damaged china, a picture frame of
tarnished silver, with cracked glass in it still. Through the cracks he could just about make out the
picture.

It was his mum, holding him on her lap when he was a baby. He had the same picture in the
album that Hagrid had given him. He traced the outline of her face with his finger, traveling over
several breaks in the glass as he did so.

“Harry.”
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He looked up, his only surprise stemming from the fact that he was not at all surprised that
Voldemort was here now. Surely, thought Harry, he would not bring me here for nothing. He had
known, deep down, that it was inevitable that the dark wizard should be here as well. And if they
could not duel, what then? How would Voldemort go about getting what he wanted, Harry’s power,
or even Harry as a faithful servant, a Death Eater?

He turned to face him again, trying to keep his face expressionless. Voldemort stood outside the
house, although of course Harry had no trouble seeing him because of the crumbled walls. “What
do you want?” he asked as calmly as he knew how. Nerves of steel, Potter, he told himself. Nerves
of steel.

“It is my understanding, Harry, that when you thought your friends were at risk, you volunteered
to become a Death Eater. Wormtail told me.” Harry gazed back at him impassively. “It is also my
understanding,” he went on, “that you have become an Animagus. A lion, to be precise. You put
quite the scare into poor old Wormtail, chasing him through the forest...” Harry still gazed back at
him, not changing his expression, or indeed, not wearing any particular expression at all. He tried
not to smile at the assumption that Wormtail had made; he had no idea that Harry was really a
golden griffin Animagus. Then he found it easy not to smile as he remembered the waking dream
he’d had wherein Voldemort and his heir had put the Cruciatus Curse on a caged lion...Did he dare
ask about the heir? Not yet, yet decided. Not yet.

He’d put the clock Portkey on the dresser, but he still held his wand tightly in his right hand. He
swallowed, making certain that his eyes did not stray from the other wizard, ready to dive or dodge
out of the way of a curse or hex, or ready to counteract a spell with his own wand, perhaps causing
that web of light to appear again, and the sound of phoenix song...

Voldemort continued speaking. “...which just makes me think that you are more loyal and also
more talented than I had given you credit for. Loyal, of course, to those with whom you feel a
kinship, a bond. It only convinces me further of your value to me.” He laughed that dreadful,
horrible laugh. “How I wish I could have seen Wormtail running away from you...”

Harry found himself remembering that frenzied race through the Forbidden Forest, culminating
in his being thrown against a tree by the giant Orst. If only he’d caught Wormtail...Sirius might be
cleared, and Voldemort wouldn’t know he was an Animagus...

“However,” the tall wizard went on, “I think that Lucius was going about this recruiting business
all wrong. Yes, he was accustomed to using this method since before your parents died, and all of
his son’s life as well. It was what he was used to...and look where that got him. Did his son feel
his ultimate loyalty should be to his father? Did he do as he was told? No, he did not; he turned
on his father and helped put him in prison. And even though we did gather in some new recruits,
especially after quite a few went sour...I can’t help think what a waste the others were. If only we’d
given them some incentive, I have often thought since. Something desirable with which to tempt
them...

“I have the privilege of being able to learn from Malfoy’s mistakes, Harry. I understand now that
you, in particular, must be wooed, not threatened. I need to convince you that I can do far more for
you than Albus Dumbledore. Did Dumbledore ever offer to let you stay with your friends’ families
during the holidays instead of those horrid Muggles who hate you, and whom you hate in return?”

“He might have done if he didn’t have to worry about you coming after me...” Harry grumbled.
He was thoroughly ignored.

“And who left you with them to begin with? I'm guessing Dumbledore did that as well.”

“Which he wouldn’t have needed to do if you hadn’t orphaned me!” Harry retorted, then clenched
his jaw, trying to exert strict self-control again. Voldemort ignored his outburst.

“Has he once interceded on your behalf with your most hated professor? I think you know who
I mean. Has he slapped down that whelp, Malfoy’s son? Oh, now he’s quite the golden boy, but
before that he was nothing but a thorn in your side, wasn’t he?”

Harry was running out of counter-arguments; these last things he had said were true enough,
even though Snape wasn’t all bad, he’d decided in the last year. He had to bite his tongue to avoid
asking him what he’d done to the Potions master, where he was holding him, or how he’d killed
him...

“Dumbledore let you face me on your own when you were not quite twelve. He didn’t have any
clue that my loyal servant was masquerading as Moody for almost an entire year. Crouch wanted
to bring you to me sooner than the end of the Tournament; he’d worked out how to make a Portkey
to bring you to my father’s grave many months before. But Wormtail was still tracking down the
other ingredients for the potion to re-embody me, and performance of the spell we were going to
undertake to give me my body back had to be timed just right...The most auspicious time for it
was near Midsummer, and when we discovered that the Third Task was to be just three days after
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Midsummer, it simply seemed too wonderful to use the Cup as the Portkey...You would arrive, flush
with your victory, not knowing how Crouch had helped you, not knowing what was in store for
you...”

“I can’t be bought.” Harry stated this without inflection. He glared at Voldemort, fighting to
maintain his composure; in addition to snapping at him when he’d mentioned his living with the
Dursleys, he’d almost crumbled when the other wizard had laughed at the thought of Harry chasing
Wormtail through the forest; if it weren’t for the fact that he hadn’t caught him, Harry would have
been tempted to laugh at that mental image as well. Voldemort looked at him now.

“I am not expecting anything, Harry. And you do not even have to accept what I am offering. If
you do not wish to change anything in the past, to create a new future, you can just watch events
unfold as they did the first time, watch your mother-and sister—die saving your life. Afterward, you
will simply find yourself back at the train station as though nothing had occurred. You will take the
train to school, and you will not hear from me for a while...

“For a while?”

“Well, I fully intend to try to do something for you. Surely there is something I can do, something
that will show you the benefits of being with me, instead of Dumbledore. If we do not find that
something today, I am sure we will find it sometime. And even if you accept my gift today, that will
not oblige you to reciprocate and give me what I want. I feel that if you, all people, choose to join
me, it should be completely voluntary. It would have so much more meaning. Interesting word,
voluntary. It means of your own will, of your own volition...your own intentions being paramount, not
anyone else’s...”

“I know what it means,” Harry said, trying unsuccessfully to keep a snarl out of his voice; he
didn’t like it when his uncle spoke to him patronizingly, and he didn’t like Voldemort doing it either.

“Please just give it a try, Harry.” Voldemort had said please to him! “As I said, you don’t have
to decide yet. Let me explain how it will work: We will put the tips of our wands together and say
together, Tempus bonae voluntatis. While we do so, I will think of how I would like nothing better
than not to have killed your mother, and you will also think of how you would like nothing better
than for me not to have killed your mother. We must both want this, or it will not work. This places
you under no obligation to me. You have my word. Do you want to at least try?”

He looked odd to Harry, almost pleading and hopeful. Harry frowned, then looked down at the
photo of his mother, her face looking odd through the cracked glass. He thought of Dumbledore and
what he would say about such a spell. Could it be possible? Had Dumbledore told him he couldn’t
change past events because it really couldn’t be done, or was it just that Dumbledore thought it
shouldn’t be done?

Harry walked toward Voldemort, stepping over fallen stones overgrown with ivy where the back
wall of the kitchen addition had once stood. He came very close to him, trying not to shake. “Why
should I trust you?” he said softly, with narrowed eyes. The dark wizard tilted his head quizzically
and raised his brows.

“How easy would it have been for me to kill you at the train station? Or to kKill your friends? I
could have brought you here and put the Cruciatus Curse on you until your brain seeped out of
your ears. But I did not. As I said, I have learned from Malfoy’s mistakes. Despite the handful of
recruits his methods netted us, I feel that it is true that-how does that go? You catch more flies with
honey. I think you will find that I have only your best interests at heart here, Harry. Why should
you trust me? Because we have been talking all this time, both here and at the station, and you're
still alive to talk to me. That is why you should trust me.”

Harry kept his eyes narrowed and his wand trained on the other wizard. The silence hung
between them for what seemed forever. He resisted the urge to yawn. So tired, so tired. “How do we
do it?” he said finally, spitting the words out quickly, before he lost his nerve.

He wished Voldemort had done anything other than what he did next: he smiled more broadly
than he had yet done, making Harry grimace. He struggled to return his face to normal, to not look
completely revolted by the sight of that unnatural smile.

“As I already said, we say Tempus bonae voluntatis with our wand tips together, and we both
think-"

“Yeah, yeah. I remember.” He stifled another yawn, his eyes watering from the effort. How many
years had he wished that his parents hadn’t been killed by Voldemort? Ever since he’d first found
out they hadn’t perished in a car accident, when he was eleven. His mother. In his mind, he focused
on the photo he’'d just seen on the dresser. Mum, he thought. Mum.

Voldemort held his wand out and put the tip to Harry’s extended wand. He looked at Harry with
what seemed to be concern. “Ready, Harry? Are you thinking of your mother?”

He nodded, feeling a shiver run through him as the wand tips touched. He saw the dark wizard
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open his mouth and he too began to speak, saying the unfamiliar words, thinking of his mother,
remembering seeing her dead form being held by Snape, when he’d been in the Pensieve...

He took a deep breath.

“Tempus bonae voluntatis!”

They said the words simultaneously. Harry felt his wand vibrating; he struggled to hold it still,
and he could see that the older wizard was having difficulty with this as well. Did Voldemort know
exactly what to expect? Harry wondered. Theirs were the only two wands in the world that had cores
from Fawkes the phoenix’s tail feathers. There were no other wands in existence with the same core.
Two other wizards could try this and it might not be as effective, if their wands weren’t brothers.
Harry kept telling himself, I don’t have to change anything, but if this wrong is to be righted...

Harry felt himself tumbling through darkness again, but thankfully, there was no sickening hook
behind his navel this time. Then he felt solid earth beneath his feet again. It was still very dark, but
it was not the darkness of magical oblivion, of traveling by Portkey or going from thought to thought
in someone’s Pensieve. It was only the mundane dark of an autumn night. He looked up and saw a
sky crowded with stars and turned to the dark wizard, the question clear on his face.

“If the spell worked as it should,” Voldemort said quietly, “we are in the same place we were
before, but on Halloween night, 1981. The spell took us to a time when the wrong could be righted.
But it cannot take those casting the spell to a particular place. That is why I needed to bring you
here by Portkey.”

Halloween night, 1981. Not just watching someone’s memory of it, but actually there. No-then.
Harry turned back to the house. He was looking at the intact kitchen door; he moved to the left
so he could look through the kitchen window, over the sink. He couldn’t get too close because of
the geranium-filled window box. He saw, for the second time in his life, the cozy, warmly lit house
where he’d lived until his parents’ death.

The kitchen had a homely, orderly air of comfort. There were washed dishes drying in a rack
next to the sink; the wood of the dresser glowed gold in the light of the lamps sitting on it, and
the lamplight glinted off the blue-and-white plates propped on the hutch, the teacups hanging on
hooks. Neatly stacked cookbooks and framed pictures were on the counter of the dresser, next to
the lamps; Harry saw the framed picture he’d been looking at minutes before. A wooden high chair
was at the end of the table instead of a regular chair. The teapot he’d found just minutes before
under the tangle of vines was sitting on the table, just where it would still be fifteen years later. The
lid was off and there was steam rising from it. It appeared that his parents were waiting for the tea
to steep. Couldn’t they speed it up with magic? he wondered. Maybe they thought it tasted better
this way. No one was in the kitchen save a substantial brown owl in a large cage that hung near
the stove. The bird was preening, looking very proud of its beautiful plumage. The cage door was
open and the window next to the stove was also open, allowing the bird to come and go at will. It
would probably leave soon to do its nightly hunting. Harry wished he could remember its name.

He moved around to the side of the house where the living room was, and peered into one of
the high windows flanking the fireplace. From being in the Pensieve, he remembered that these
windows were above bookcases built-in next to the chimney breast; his view was partially obscured
by books and knick-knacks on the top shelf. His parents were relaxing after (presumably) putting
their baby in his cot for the night. Me, Harry corrected his thoughts; they've already put me to bed
for the night...

The light from a cozy fire was making their skin glow. Some lamps on tables, possibly magical,
possibly just burning lamp-oil, also lent a rosiness to the comfortable room. The door to the nursery
was closed. He gazed hungrily at his parents. They were sitting opposite each other. His mother
was stretched out on the couch, reading a book, her hand laid protectively on her slightly rounded,
pregnant belly, probably unconsciously. She was wearing a nightdress but no dressing gown; her
red hair looked very dark in the firelight and lamplight. His father was in an armchair with his
slippered feet propped up on an ottoman, the firelight glinting off his glasses. His hair still stuck
up at the back of his head, as Harry had first seen it in the Mirror of Erised. He appeared to be
doing a crossword puzzle with a quill, a familiar look of concentration on his face. Harry recognized
the distinct parchment of the Daily Prophet. They had a wicked crossword, he remembered, which
could change while you were doing it if you took too long. His father appeared to be working it
rather fast, so perhaps he would avoid that fate. If so, Harry thought grimly, it might be the last
good thing that happened to his father...

Harry wondered for a moment how he could be looking in the window at his parents if they were
protected by the Fidelius Charm, but then he realized that he knew they were there, it was just as
if he’d been told by the Secret Keeper; and in a way, he had, years in the future now.

He stepped back from the window, turning to the dark wizard. Somehow, he’d stopped treating
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him with mistrust, worrying about where he was looking and what he was doing every second.
Perhaps if he appeared to trust him, he would believe that Harry really did trust him, and think
he was winning him over. The problem was, Harry had to keep reminding himself that it was an
act, that he didn’t really trust him, he was just trying to make him think he did. Somewhere, deep
inside, he really wanted to believe that Voldemort wanted the best for him, that what had happened
this night could be changed...

“I can’t save them both?” he whispered desperately, his heart aching. The other wizard shook
his head grimly. He looked at his father through the window again. “I don’t want to see him die,”
Harry said, his voice catching. “How long do we have to wait?”

The older man looked at the sky. “Not long now.” His answer was terse and quiet. Harry
shivered; it was a cold night. Smoke billowed from the stone chimney, hinting at the warmth and
comfort inside the modest house. Harry’s heart was beating faster and faster...

“Come here,” Voldemort said to him, going to one of the large trees in the front garden. “We
cannot be seen. This tree and rose bush will do nicely.” This reminded Harry of using the Time
Turner; he and Hermione were desperate not to be seen by their earlier selves. But he'd seen
himself after all, fending off the dementors with the stag-shaped Patronus, and he’d thought it was
his father. Harry ran back to look at his father one last time, trying to memorize every detail, before
going to the corner of the garden.

Voldemort’s thin figure was adequately hidden by the tree trunk, while Harry crouched behind a
rose bush, trying not to get stuck by the thorns. He felt more than a bit ridiculous for a moment,
hiding in his own front garden with the wizard who had killed his parents, waiting for him to show
up and try kill them. If the situation weren’t so dire, he’d have laughed.

He wasn’t sure how long they’d been waiting when they heard a scream; his mother. The then-
Voldemort must have Apparated right into the house. He heard his father shout something, in-
cluding his mother’s name and his name. He hung on the sound of his father’s voice crying out,
“Lily!” and “Harry!” He remembered hearing his father’s voice when he had gotten too near the
dementors...

His mother flung open the front door then, running into the garden barefoot, her son in her arms,
crying piteously. She shivered in her nightdress. It was harder to tell now that she was pregnant,
through the voluminous fabric. Baby Harry was crying non-stop. Then he heard a scream, a man
screaming, and he tried to stop up his ears with his fingers. That was his father. Oh god, that was
his father being tortured, and he’d done nothing to stop it...

He stared at his mother now. She had stopped, turned in anguish when she heard her husband
cry out, clutching her baby to her breast. Could he do it? Could he just watch her die, do nothing,
as Voldemort had said? A better question was, perhaps, could he prevent her death? As of this
moment, it hadn’t happened...

A flash of blindingly bright green light in the front window...a sound of speeding death...and
Harry knew his father was gone. He felt the tears rolling down his cheeks but did nothing about the
wetness. She would be next...unless he did something...

She turned at the sound of the death curse. Next came a deafening explosion, and Harry actually
saw the roof fly into the air, saw stones and glass fly sideways out of the living room...He was doing
his best to make James Potter’s death quite a spectacular affair, Harry thought. The front facade
of the house was still intact. Then-Voldemort was also not hurt by the assault he’d made on the
house. He was through the door in a trice, not the least bit slowed down. Harry could see flames
behind him now. A fire! Had he killed his father and then left his body to burn? Perhaps one of the
lamps had been knocked over. Harry hadn’t been focused on anything but Snape holding his dead
mother when he’d been in the Pensieve. There could have been a fire...but then again, if Snape
hadn’t noticed it, it wouldn’t be a memory of his, and it wouldn’t make it into the Pensieve. Perhaps
Snape had also not remembered his mother being pregnant. The Pensieve’s contents were only the
past as one imperfect person perceived it. It could be, he supposed that he was the one who hadn’t
noticed it...

“Not Harry, not Harry, please not Harry!” his mother cried as her husband’s murderer ap-
proached her menacingly. Harry’s hair rose on the back of his neck; he was finally seeing her
say what he’d heard her saying in his head when the dementors had come onto the Quidditch
pitch, and he’d fallen down, down...

“Stand aside, you silly girl...stand aside now...” the eerie voice carried across the garden to
Harry’s hiding place. She sank to her knees, unable to Apparate to safety without leaving her child
behind, knowing her husband was already dead. She shook her head, clutching baby Harry. Harry
knew what was coming next; he’d heard it in his head before. Not Harry, please no, take me, kill me
instead—

J
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“Not Harry-" she repeated tearfully. Harry couldn’t see straight; Voldemort was going to do it, he
was going to kill her. Harry couldn’t bear it, he couldn’'t not do something...

He pointed his wand at her, saying, “Imperio!” forcefully but as quietly as he could, and thought
at her, Do whatever is necessary to save us! Do something—-anything! Don’t die, mum! Don’t die!

He saw then-Voldemort look in his direction, and he ducked behind the rose bush, hoping that
he hadn’t been seen, hoping it would work. He had never thought to put the Imperius Curse on
anyone for any reason; if he was ever found out, he would go to Azkaban; but he couldn’t think of
any other way to get her to do what he wanted. He still didn’t know whether it had worked.

He waited for his mother to say the familiar words, ready to resign himself to history repeating
itself. “Please, no,” she said, just as she had before. He squeezed his eyes shut, tears choking him,
waiting to hear the take me, kill me instead...

But she didn’t say those words. He heard her, heard her say the words that would save her life,
and by extension, his sister’s life. “All right!” she cried tearfully. “All right...I'll do it...”

“Do what?” came the soft voice. Harry dared to raise his head again; he saw that then-
Voldemort’s attention was no longer being directed toward the rose bush.

“I'll-T'1l raise him to be your servant.” His mother’s voice was cold and mechanical-sounding, not
at all like the firebrand young woman he’d seen in Snape’s Pensieve. She’d done it, she’d said the
words he wanted to hear. She didn’'t have to mean them, as Snape had told her. Just say them.

But then the dark wizard reached out and touched the baby on the forehead with his wand and
muttered something he could not hear. His mother looked alarmed.

“What-?" “Insurance,” he answered before she could finish the question. “An invisible mark of
ownership. Very well; you have made me a promise. You can believe that I will hold you to it. Do
not make me sorry for giving you and the boy this chance.” The cold voice hung on the air.

“No, no,” she repeated, shaking her head, rocking the baby close to her and crying over him.
Harry blinked, and the dark wizard was gone; he had Disapparated. His mother knelt on the path
to her own front door, her house burning, her husband dead, rocking her baby and crying louder
and louder. From behind him, Harry heard pounding footsteps; someone was running toward the
house. But just as Harry turned to see who it was, the world started slipping away from him.

This was not like the trip through time, or traveling by Portkey or Floo powder, or being in a
Pensieve. He felt like his breath was being sucked out of him; his joints hurt, worse than when he
did the Animagus transfiguration. His very teeth and hair hurt, and he tumbled, tumbled, tumbled
through blackest night for what seemed a very long time...

& ok ok ok %

Harry wasn’t sure how long he had been unconscious. His eyes were still closed; the first evidence
he had that he was awake was that he heard someone calling his name.

“Haaar-reeee!” It was a woman'’s voice, unfamiliar. She drew out his name, sounding like she
had done this many times before. He braced himself, then opened his eyes. He immediately closed
them again. All right, he thought. I really need to get some sleep...

He opened his eyes again to check to see whether he was still where he had been a moment
before. He was. He was in an unfamiliar room, a large bedroom, and he was lying sideways on the
large brass bed that was the centerpiece of it. Bright daylight streamed in through the leaded-glass
windows and trees whose leaves were just beginning to be touched by color were visible outdoors.
He stared round at the walls and furniture. Where was he?

His head hurt; he felt like thoughts trying to rise to the surface of his consciousness were being
beaten back. It’s your bedroom, stupid, was one thought. Don'’t be ridiculous, was another. Harry
stood and went to a desk next to the fireplace; the mantel was a good five feet off the ground, and
suddenly he received a very vivid mental picture...

“Mummy! I want us to buy this house! Look, I can stand in the fireplace! I want this to be
my room!”

His mother smiled at him indulgently, tall and beautiful as ever. “Rather a grand room
Jor such a little boy...”

“Please Mummy? I promise to keep it neat myself...”

“Oh really?” She looked amused. “Well, since you're the eldest, I suppose we can justify
you getting this room...”

He grinned and ran to his mother, and she swept him up into her arms; he remembered
the scent of her hair in his nose, the feeling of her holding him close to her...

He shook his head to clear it. He was imagining both this room and having his mother raise him...
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I will resume sleeping eight hours a night again if I have to get a sleeping draught from Pomfrey every
evening. He closed his eyes again, then opened them. Nothing had changed.

He turned to the desk, which was on the messy side. Books and parchments and quills and
ink bottles were scattered across it. A Quidditch calendar hung on the wall above the desk. This
month’s team was the Holyhead Harpies, which was populated entirely by witches. The players
were flying about in the picture above the grid of days, dark green robes fluttering behind them,
each with a golden talon upon the chest. It was a Welsh team, he knew. He had another memory of
being younger again, but not as young as before, begging for tickets to a Harpies game...

Harry shook his head again. He felt faint. He braced himself on the desktop and stared at the
calendar. September 1996, it read. Sunday the first was circled. Moving back to school was written
here in green ink. Yes, Harry thought, it is September first of 1996, but what the hell am I doing
here? Where am I?

There was a copy of Fantastic Beasts and Where to Find Them on the desk, looking like it had
been chewed by one of said beasts. He flipped it open and read on the inside, “Property of Harry
Potter.” He closed the book again. Except for appearing a little more worn than he remembered it,
this seemed to be his book. Some things hadn’t changed. Then he looked down at his body and got
a shock.

His eyes seemed to be further from the ground than he remembered. It was subtle, but he could
feel it. He turned around; on the opposite wall there was a wardrobe with a mirror on the door, and
he went to stand before it, getting the biggest shock of his life.

He was clearly taller, and definitely thinner. He was wearing jeans and a dark green T-shirt and
what looked like black hiking boots. His Adam’s apple looked more prominent than he remembered;
his neck was downright bony. Gone were the muscles he’d developed over two summers of gardening
and a year of running and other exercise. Gone was his summer tan. He was parchment-colored
and frankly, he thought, sickly-looking. His eyes were as green as ever, and his hair looked as his
father’s had, standing up on his head, especially in back, as though Parvati had never cut his hair
and he hadn’t been maintaining the haircut using his Animagus training. He’d noticed when he’d
first seen James Potter in the Mirror of Erised that the only differences between them were his eye
color (which was never going to change), his height (which he seemed to have in abundance now),
and his scar. Thinking of his scar, he lifted the hair off his forehead to glance at it and received yet
another shock.

He had no scar.

He brought his face within an inch of the glass and searched the skin surface with his eyes, then
his fingers; there was no trace of a scar ever having been on his forehead.

“Take a picture!” the mirror snapped at him suddenly. “It'll last longer!”

Harry jumped back from the wardrobe and looked down at himself again, then around the room.
He walked back to the mantel; there were some framed photos there, wizarding photos. A picture
of him with a dark-haired girl of about eleven, both being fitted for robes in Madam Malkin’s shop,
looking quite impatient (his photo-self kept tapping his foot); he looked like he was roughly thirteen.
Her eyes were as green as his. Her features though...something about them was very familiar...

Another photo made him stop and stare. It was him and the girl again, with a third person:
Draco Malfoy. They looked inseparable, just like him and Ron and Hermione. The girl was between
the two of them, her arms around each of them, and their arms around her shoulders. They were
all laughing, their hair moving in a breeze, and all of them wore Hogwarts robes.

His head started to ache. What have I done? his mind demanded. Have I done what I think I've
done?

But he couldn’t continue thinking about this because suddenly, the girl was there, in the doorway
of his bedroom! His bedroom. He hadn’t even noticed that the door was open.

“Harry!” she hissed at him. Her hair wasn’t as dark as his, he could see now, and where the
sun hit it there were reddish highlights. She was as pale as he was and had a light sprinkling of
tan freckles over her nose. “Better finish packing, if you know what’s good for you! Mum’s on the
warpath!”

She disappeared from the doorway again. She’d been wearing black Hogwarts robes, as in the
photo on his mantel, but now she looked around fourteen. Just starting to be womanly, but still
with a certain childishness about her face. The photo of the three of them couldn’t have been taken
all that long ago, he decided.

“All right, Jamie,” he called after her. “Thanks for the heads up.” Jamie. The name had just
popped into his brain and he’'d said it without a thought. Her name was Jamie, and she was his
sister.

Sister.
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The sister who would have died with his mother if he hadn’t-

“Harry!”

His mother stood now in the doorway to his room. He regarded the stern expression on her face,
swallowing.

“Heads up? Heads up on what?” She looked at him suspiciously. He fought the urge to run to
her, throw his arms around her and hold on for dear life. She was alive! She was alive and well and
she’d raised him for the past fifteen years, and raised his sister...

“Oh, nothing. I'm nearly done. I've got to put some things in my trunk from my desk and that’ll
be it.”

“Don’t forget anything. We can’t be constantly running back here this time; we managed to get
tenants who are moving in the day after tomorrow, until mid-December. They won’t want a forgetful
teenage boy constantly traipsing through, collecting every little Quidditch trinket he forgot to take
to school...”

He blinked, staring at her, unable to take his eyes off her. “Yes, mum.”

Then she was gone, her deep purple robes swirling around her. He dashed to the door; he
watched her walk away, and as she did so, she called over her shoulder, “And when you're done, go
downstairs and help your father put the china into storage if he isn’t done yet.”

“Yes, mum,” he said again, as though nothing were wrong, as though he hadn’t just landed
precipitously in a life completely alien from the life to which he was accustomed. An additional
fifteen years of living was now trying to cram itself into his brain, and he was having difficulty
accessing all of the information he needed. Some things simply came to him when he needed them,
such as his sister’s name, but other things eluded him.

Father? I have a father? Did my dad survive after all?

No, his brain immediately told him. It’s not James Potter...

Ah, he thought. Yes. She remarried. Of course.

Suddenly he glanced at his wrist; he didn’t have a watch. He looked around his room, then his
eyes went back to the mantel, where there was a carriage clock that showed the phases of the moon.

It was almost one o’clock! On September first! He’d missed the Hogwarts Express...and yet, his
mother didn’t seem at all concerned. His sister (he was still getting used to that word) didn’t either.
He strode over to the bay window; there was a window seat there, and he pictured himself spending
many happy, peaceful hours there immersed in his favorite books... He sat on the tapestry-covered
cushion and looked up and down the street he lived on, for it turned out that his room was in the
front of the house. Looking to his left he saw a wall marking the end of the street and the beginning
of a field that didn’t appear to be part of a farm, as it wasn’t plowed. Looking to his right, he saw...

The High Street in Hogsmeade.

He lived in Hogsmeade! Of course...he remembered house hunting again, and he and Jamie run-
ning up and down the large stairs in the front hall when they were very young...And that explained
why they weren’t taking the train to school. They lived in Hogsmeade. He looked out the window
again, seeing all the familiar landmarks: The Three Broomsticks, the village hall, Honeyduke’s...and
then he realized that if his house was at the end of the High Street...

He remembered, as if in a dream, Ginny telling him about Percy at his birthday party: He bought
a house in Hogsmeade, that big old pile at the end of the High Street that’s been for sale for ages. That
“big old pile” was evidently his home! He grinned, looking around his room again, really appreciating
it this time. In this life, he had never lived for ten years in a cupboard under the stairs, he had
never been starved (that probably account for his being taller) and he had always known he was a
wizard!

He put his hand to his forehead again. He didn’t have a scar. Voldemort had not tried to kill him,
and Voldemort had not killed his mother. He’d actually been telling the truth; he wanted to right
that wrong. But why? What would he gain by it? But suddenly, Harry knew what Voldemort had to
gain: he would not be stripped of his powers, he would not spend over thirteen years trying to get
his body back...Harry shuddered, wondering what had resulted from that. He knew that there had
been great rejoicing in the wizarding world when Voldemort fell...If he had never fallen, what was
the wizarding world like?

Harry closed his eyes, trying to dredge up some more memories of this life. I'm not famous, he
realized. I'm just a sixth-year Hogwarts student, like any other student. I've never lived with the
Dursleys, or even— he suddenly realized —met them. He opened his eyes. That meant Dudley was
probably still alive! Granted, he was also probably an overweight, unbearable git, but he hadn’t
died because of Harry! He closed his eyes and thought some more. He found himself getting more
and more optimistic about this new life, despite the fact it didn’t include the fall of Voldemort.
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The Chamber of Secrets was not opened during my second year, and Ginny was never manipulated
by Lucius Malfoy and the memory of Tom Riddle...

There was no Triwizard Tournament; last year Cedric Diggory was Head Boy and now he works
with his dad at the Ministry of Magic...

My mum was able to tell Dumbledore about Peter Pettigrew being the Secret Keeper who betrayed
them, and Pettigrew was tracked down, given the dementor’s kiss and sent to prison...

Sirius Black never went to Azkabarn...

Harry opened his eyes, grinning. He’d not only saved his mother’s life, and his sister’s; he’d saved
Dudley’s, and Cedric’s, and he’d spared Sirius twelve years of imprisonment for something he didn’t
do! He remembered that Pettigrew was caught at the house of some large wizarding family...he
couldn’t remember the name now...and he’d never killed that street full of Muggles that Sirius had
been blamed for. So all of those people were alive, too!

Ha! to you, Voldemort! he thought. You thought you were tricking me, you knew I couldn’t just
watch my mother die...but the joke’s on you! Whatever doubts he might have had about saving
his mother’s life, they evaporated as he looked out again at the bustling High Street, smiling, an
unfamiliar happiness welling up in his chest as he remembered tidbits about what it was like to
grow up in Hogsmeade...

“Harry!”

He turned to his bedroom door again, startled. Two pale, dark-haired, dark-eyed boys were
standing there. They were around twelve-years-old and identical down to the small brown mole
each had in the middle of his left cheek. He was uncertain which boy had spoken.

“What?” he said, as naturally as if he knew the boys.

The one on the left spoke now. “Mum said to check that you weren't daydreaming. What’s your
price?”

“What?” he said again. Brothers? Did he have brothers? And twins, no less.

“Your price,” the other boy said. “For not telling her that you were in fact daydreaming.”

He strode quickly to his desk, where his wand was sitting. He picked it up quickly and pointed
it at them. “Your reward for not telling will be not getting hexed to smell like rotten cabbages so no
one will come near you for the next month,” he snarled. At the same time, he thought, Is that any
way to treat my little brothers? I have little brothers!

But his brain from his old life was doing battle with the brain from this one. Stuart and Simon
are always trying to get me into trouble... Stuart and Simon. Usually Stu and Si. Second years.
Born two years after Jamie, who's a fourth year. Facts came floating to the surface from a deep well
of information that was steadily becoming easier and easier to access.

“Mum!” one of the boys yelled now. Which one was it? he wondered, then remembered that
he’d never been able to tell them apart. Only his mother could. They ran down the corridor in
the direction his mother had gone. Rats! He glanced at the messy desk, and the open trunk at
the foot of his bed. He started waving his wand, moving articles from the desk into the trunk so
quickly that he was sure he’d probably put more than a few things in that he didn’t need, since the
surface of the desk was now completely empty. He also put in everything from the mantel except
the carriage clock, including some birthday cards he evidently was still displaying. He checked his
wardrobe and the drawers of a dresser next to his bed, and nothing was left that could be worn in
the autumn or winter, just summer clothes. He closed and locked his trunk and went to his door,
running straight into his formidable mother.

She stood with crossed arms and a frown, causing vertical lines to appear between her eyebrows.
Her bright green eyes glittered. He stepped back, swallowing.

“All done packing, mum. I was just about to help dad with the china like you said.”

She looked at him doubtfully; he squirmed, hating the idea of lying to his mother as much as he
hated the thought of her not trusting him. Finally, her face relaxed and she let him pass. “All right.
But I don’t want to hear about you threatening to hex your brothers again, do you hear me? And
don’t forget; once school starts, if you get caught at that, you’'ll lose house points.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said docilely, his lips drawn into a line as he attempted to seem as noncom-
bative as possible. She retreated back down the corridor toward what he assumed was his parents’
bedroom. After she’'d passed, Stu and Si leaned out of their bedroom doors, on opposite sides of
the corridor in the same direction his mother had gone, and both stuck their tongues out at Harry
and crossed their eyes, looking very silly. Harry stuck out his tongue and crossed his eyes back,
although he knew that if his mother caught him, he’d be the one to get an earful, since he was
sixteen, and the eldest...

I'm not an only child. I'm the eldest. He turned to go down the broad stairs when the sound of
someone humming off-key caught his attention. He continued down the corridor past the stairs,



52 HARRY POTTER

coming to his sister’s bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and he saw through the crack that she
was packing her trunk still. She was holding a framed picture identical to the one that had been
on Harry’s mantel, the two of them with Draco Malfoy. Three troublemakers, he remembered his
mother calling them affectionately. Jamie paused for a moment and put her finger on the image
of Draco, a dreamy expression on her face. She shook herself and wrapped the framed picture in
a wizarding robe, to protect it, stuffing it in the trunk. Does my sister have a crush on my best
friend? He laughed to himself. Best friend. Hadn’t he just said to-someone-that Malfoy was now
going to be his best friend? He had no idea how prophetic he was being...

Suddenly a very vivid memory rose up in his mind, and he saw himself and Draco Malfoy and
his sister when they were eleven and she was nine, eating ice cream cones at an outdoor table at
Florean Fortescue’s place in Diagon Alley...

Jamie was frowning at her ice cream as she licked methodically around the sides. Harry
and Draco were chatting excitedly about getting their supplies to start their first year of
Hogwarts.

“Have you gotten your wand yet?” Draco asked him.

“Not yet. Mum’s at the apothecary, getting my potions stuff. After we’re done here, I
think she said it’s robes next...”

“Good! When my dad comes back we’re getting robes, too. Let’s make sure we get
identical ones.”

“Right!” Harry agreed, taking a bite of his chocolate macadamia ice cream that made
his teeth hurt. “I just wish we could take our brooms...”

“Too right! “It’s not fair, not letting first years have brooms... I mean, we’ve been flying
Jor ages. We know what we’re doing.” Draco started nibbling at his cone.

“I just hope you do something about your snoring...”

Draco hit Harry on the arm playfully. “My snoring-"

“Yeah. If we’re going to be living in the same dorm for seven years...”

“You scared the house elves with your snoring the last time you slept at my house,”
Draco laughed, and Harry laughed along. They quieted for a minute to continue eating
their ice cream cones. Then Harry spoke into the silence.

“I'm glad your dad decided to send you to the village school a few years ago,” he said
softly, unable to imagine life without his best friend.

“Me too. Thank goodness for the labor shortage.’ I was going along for months without
any tutors before Dad finally gave in on the school thing.”

Jamie finished her cone and began cleaning her fingers daintily, and Harry noticed that
there were tears in her eyes. He looked at her with concern.

“You okay, James?” She threw her napkin onto the table with disgust. “Oh, it’s all right
Jor you. You both get to go off to live up at the castle, and you get to have wands and learn
spells—while I'll be stuck back in the village reciting Latin conjugations and declensions!”

“But Jamie,” Draco said, putting his hand on hers, “you’ll be a first year soon. In no
time! You'll see...And you've still got the twins...”

She made a face. “The twins-ha!” Harry saw her angrily swipe some tears from the
corners of their eyes. He felt a funny twisting in his stomach. Poor Jamie...

“Anyway,” she said with a catch in her voice, “what makes you think you’re both going
to be in the same house?”

Harry and Draco stopped and stared at each other. “W-why?” Draco said to her. “You
don’t think we’ll be put in the same house?”

She shrugged. “Well our mum and dad were both in Gryffindor, and I don’t know about
your mum Draco, but I know your dad was in Slytherin.”

Harry and Draco looked at each other again. “It doesn’t always go that way, James,”
Harry said to her. “Plenty of families have people from different houses. Parents, kids,
brothers and sisters. Just cause someone in your family was in a particular house doesn’t
mean you're going to be.” Harry tried to sound surer about this than he felt. What if they
weren't in the same house?

“What if we’re not in the same house?” Draco said quietly now, voicing Harry’s fears.
Harry looked down, frowning, then up again.

“Why should it matter? We’ll still be friends. Why wouldn’t we be?”

The question hung in the air between them. After an uncomfortable silence, Draco
started to open his mouth, but Jamie cut him off. ‘T'll tell you why you might not be. You
spend all your time with your housemates for seven years. You sit in all your classes with
your housemates in the same year—-and you live with the housemates in your year. And
then there’s the common room for each house. And the house table in the Great Hall. And
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then there’s the Quidditch teams...I mean, if you're in different houses, your teams will be
playing against each other. You won’t be supporting the same team...”

“Hold it, hold it,” Harry said, trying to be the voice of reason. ‘Just because mum and
dad were in Gryffindor doesn’t mean I'm going to be, and just because Draco’s dad was in
Slytherin doesn’t mean he’s going to be. I mean-we could both be in Ravenclaw.”

Jamie burst out laughing, quickly covering her mouth, her eyes merry. Draco looked
rather put out. “What’s so funny?” he demanded. She removed her hand from her mouth.

“With your marks? Not just you, Draco. I mean Harry, too.”

“All right,” Harry said, “Hufflepuff then.”

She laughed again. “You two are not exactly what you'd call hard workers. Face it,
either youw'll both be in Gryffindor, you'll both be in Slytherin, or it’ll be one of you in each.”

Harry looked at Draco, then at his sister. “Way to cheer us up, James. Thanks a lot.”

She started to tear up again. “Well, why not spread the misery around? I'm going to
bloody well miss the pair of you...”

“Jamie Rose Potter! Language!” Harry found it hard not to laugh while saying this.

“Oh, shut up, Harry. You've heard me say bloody’ before. If mum knew some of the
language you use...”

Harry laughed outright now. “She’d probably hex me so I could only talk when I want
Jfood or something. You’'d better exercise better self-control by the time you get to Hogwarts,
though. If a prefect hears you talking like that you could lose points for your house.”

“Oh, such rubbish! Prefects probably use the worst language, especially when they’re
reaming out grotty little first years...”

Harry reached out and poked her in the side, making her erupt into hysterical giggles.

“Harry!” You know what mum said about tickling me-" but he poked her again and she
was laughing so hard she couldn’t go on talking.

“You won’t have me to tickle you for much longer. Enjoy it while you can,” he said,
continuing the tickling for another half-minute, but then stopping when he saw she was no
longer laughing but looking at him very seriously.

“I know,” she said, swallowing. She extended her arms and put a hand on each of their
arms, on the small cafe table. “I'll miss you both.”

The boys covered her hands with their own. “We’ll send you owls all the time,” Draco
promised, and Harry agreed with him, nodding solemnly.

“All the time.”

Harry turned away from his sister’s door and went back to the stairs. He looked around at the front
hall, with its grand tapestries and floor-to-ceiling paneling and coffered ceiling. He was still coming
to terms with the fact that the last fifteen years of his life had never happened. Or rather, they had
happened completely differently. He worried about one thing: could he continue to remember his
old life, could he hold the memories of two different fifteen-year-periods in his head at the same
time? He was starting to get the impression that every time he pulled up a memory of this life, this
time, he was losing something from that other life.

He thought of his other life, and all of the things that were left undone. Where was Snape?
Perhaps he shouldn’t worry. He was probably fine in this life. And if he wasn’t all right in that other
time, perhaps that was yet another person whose life was saved by his having saved his mother.
He had already remembered that Pettigrew had been punished for betraying his parents, and that
Sirius had never been imprisoned.

But then he started doubting again. What if he was dreaming? What if his not sleeping had led
to this, his brain forcing him to dream whenever and wherever it could manage it, and this was
the dream it came up with? He pinched his own left arm painfully, viciously squeezing the skin
between the fingers of his right hand, then rubbed the reddened skin, wincing and cursing under
his breath. If it was a dream it was an extremely realistic one.

He reached the foot of the stairs and walked forward, not having to think consciously about
where to find the dining room. He turned left and entered the huge room, with its enormous
banqueting table with sixteen chairs around it and its crystal chandelier with dozens of candles. He
noticed that there was a greeting card someone had left on the mantel. He crossed the room to look
at it.

There was a beautiful, lacy heart on the front. It looked like a Valentine. Had it been sitting here
since February? Harry opened it. There wasn’t a printed message inside, only a hand-written one.
Happy Anniversary. For Lily, my love. S.

S.
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His stepfather. He remembered that Sirius hadn’t gone to prison in this life, and his heart leapt
into his throat. He also remembered Sirius telling him that he had made a pass at his mother once,
when they were in school, and saying to Snape, “We were all in love with her.” He thought about
his brothers’ coloring, the dark hair and eyes, overlaid on his mother’s features. He couldn’t stop
a huge smile from splitting his face as he went to the door to the left of the mantel, which he knew
somehow would lead him to the butler’s pantry, where the china was.

His mother had married Sirius! He couldn’t believe how he just kept discovering better and
better things about this life! Who knew that the world would be so much better merely by his
mother living? Who knew what a difference one person made? And how different everything might
be? Then he stopped dead in his tracks when he saw his stepfather.

It was not Sirius Black.



— CHAPTER FOUR —

The World As We Know It

Harry looked at his stepfather, Severus Snape, standing in the butler’s pantry, smiling at him.
He should have realized. Those pounding footsteps he’d heard on Halloween night...Harry and
Hermione had seen it happen, in the Pensieve. Snape and Barty Crouch, Jr. had Apparated to
the moors where Harry had been in the present day, where the clock Portkey had taken him, and
after Crouch had put the Cruciatus Curse on Snape, he’d disarmed Crouch and run down into
the hollow, hearing along the way the eerie sound of Voldemort’s curse rebounding off baby Harry,
reducing the dark wizard to less than spirit...

He and Hermione had seen Snape run into the garden, take his dead mother’s body in his arms
and weep over her, while the Boy Who Lived stood nearby in his nappy, finger in his mouth and
blood running down his face from his new scar, crying like any other baby on the planet.

But this time, Harry reflected, Snape must have found his mother alive, weeping over her hus-
band’s death. She would have been able to tell Snape immediately that Peter Pettigrew had betrayed
them, not Sirius...And now Severus Snape was his stepfather. He turned to Harry now, looking
younger and happier than the last time Harry had seen him; his hair was cut short and his beard
was closely trimmed; he gave Harry a genuine smile when he turned and saw him, the first Harry
ever remembered getting from him.

“She sent you down to help me, eh?” Harry nodded and his stepfather winked at him conspir-
atorially, then shook his head. “Her grandmother’s china,” he held up one teacup as an example.
“You'd think one of us couldn’t just wave a wand to fix it if it broke, but she says she’d still know
that it had been broken to begin with, and it just wouldn’t be the same...”

He sighed and looked at Harry. Harry realized now that his brothers’ coloring was from him, not
Sirius, and although he was slightly disappointed, he remembered seeing Snape and his mother in
the Pensieve, when they were sixteen. They had seemed to be in love at the time. And he was there
for her right after the attack that Halloween night...

His mother tried to get his hair to lie down, but it never would. She gave up and instead
tried to get Jamie to sit still to have her dark curls brushed and gathered together into a
ribbon at her crown. He was only three-and-a-half, and his sister was nearly two years
old. His mother was dressed in beautiful ivory-colored brocade robes with a red and gold
braid running round the hem, down the front, and at the sleeves and collar. She wore lilies
of the valley in her flaming hair and her emerald eyes shone with excitement.

“Come on, the pair of you...You'll be fine.” Her voice had a nervous edge to it. Harry
looked around the anteroom of the village hall, where they were waiting for their cue. His
mother picked up Jamie and carried her on her hip, and reached down with her other hand
to hold his. They went to the center doors; some music started to play and unseen hands
opened the doors. The hall had seats on either side of a central aisle, and the music seemed
familiar. Trumpet music. His mother started to walk down the central aisle, carrying her
daughter and accompanied by her son, walking toward Severus Snape, in very formal-
looking deep green wizarding robes, standing at the front of the hall beside a smallish
wizard wearing a bowler hat, holding a book in his hands. Lucius Malfoy stood next to
Severus Snape. He was also dressed formally. Harry turned; he saw his godfather among
the guests. He also saw Malfoy’s wife, Narcissa, standing opposite her husband. She was
his mother’s attendant.

He let his mind wander during the ceremony, looking around the hall, finally seeing
another boy about his age. He had silvery blond hair that had been severely slicked down
on his head such that it didn’t move at all when he did. When he saw Harry looking at him,
he stuck out his tongue. Harry returned this, then realized he might be caught, and hastily
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pulled his tongue back into his mouth.

Very suddenly, it seemed, the ceremony was over and his mother and new stepfather
were kissing, and the music was playing again, and they were walking back up the aisle,
Jamie on her hip still, her arm through her husband’s, who was now Harry’s stepfather.
His stepfather held his hand gently, whispering to him as they walked down the aisle, “Do
you mind me being your dad, Harry?”

He shook his head. He didn’t remember his father. He knew this man, though, who
was very, very tall and who often lifted him up to ride on his shoulders, and laughed at
his mother’s jokes, and told her jokes to make her laugh, and Harry knew that anyone
who made his mother laugh instead of cry was all right, for when his mum said she was
thinking of Harry’s father, all she did was cry...

And then at the party afterward, he and his sister were given over to a woman the
blond boy called Nanny Bella. The blond boy was already with her. Nanny Bella called him
Draco. They had traveled by Portkey to a very grand mansion which the blond boy said
was his home, and when they arrived in his room, it was filled with the most wondrous
toys Harry had ever seen...He almost forgot that he was there because his mother had just
gotten married again. He had the most wonderful afternoon and evening of his young life,
playing in that well-equipped nursery with his new friend, Draco, and later being tucked
into a large comfortable bed by the woman called Nanny Bella in a room he had all to
himself, and being sung to sleep. He wasn’t used to sleeping in a bed; usually he slept
in a cot in the same room with his sister;, who had her own cot. He snuggled down into
the luxurious bed, listening to the singing, thinking about having a new father and a new
Jriend, and wondering what the morrow would bring...

They finished packing away the china, his stepfather chatting easily to him about Quidditch. He
was surprised to realize that not only did he like talking to Severus Snape like this, it felt completely
natural, and there was a complete absence of tension between them, especially compared to the
crackling in the air Harry had felt between him and his mother...

While he was talking to him, Harry gave automatic responses, realizing that when he tried to
really think about retrieving information about this life it was more difficult than when he simply
let the information rise to the surface of his consciousness. When they were done with the china,
he walked with his stepfather through the dining room to the hall and stood at the bottom of the
stairs. His dad—for he was now used to thinking of him this way-called to the others, “Time for
lunch! We need to eat before the carriages arrive!”

Harry watched his sister and brothers thunder down the stairs, while their mother walked down
with dignity, admonishing them merely with her aloof silence. They all went through the butler’s
pantry to the large old kitchen, which had a huge cast-iron stove, walk-in fireplace, stone sink with
long, slanting wooden drainboards, plate racks above that, and numerous ancient-looking dressers
with a variety of food and crockery. The ceiling soared a good twenty feet above the brick floor, the
heavy timbers dark with age and cooking smoke. A large tufted leather couch was pushed against
the wall on one side of the hearth, a worn tapestry-covered wing chair was nearby with a foot stool.
Even though it was the middle of the afternoon and the sun was glaringly bright outdoors, they
needed to have a couple of dozen candles floating above the table to avoid eating in gloom.

Harry sat down at the oversized central work table with his family, his mind still reeling, although
they clearly thought nothing of this simple family lunch in the enormous kitchen; nothing was new
and different to them. Harry sat near the end of one of the long sides of the table; his sister was
next to him and the twins opposite, while his parents sat at either end of the table. He looked down
in confusion at the well-scrubbed table, which was completely devoid of food.

His mother calmly looked at her husband. “What do you think, Severus, just sandwiches and
salad?” He nodded assent, his mother clapped her hands twice imperiously, and before he could
process what was happening, a house-elf appeared with a loud crack! behind his chair and started
putting plates heaped with sandwiches and large bowls of different salads in the middle of the table;
he put individual plates and flatware and goblets at their places, moving almost too quickly to be
seen. When the elf was at his place, Harry stopped him briefly by putting a hand on the small
brown arm.

“Thanks, Tunny,” he said to the surprised-looking elf, whose large amber eyes grew even larger.
He disappeared with another loud crack! When he’d managed to get the elf to stand still momen-
tarily, Harry could see that he was wearing a heavy canvas shopping bag with a picture of various
fruits and vegetables on it (upside down, since there was a hole cut in the bottom for his head, and
his arms were thrust through holes on the sides). The handles of the bag hung down below the elf's
knees. It looked like he’d be hitting his lower legs against the handles with every step.
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Harry looked up to find his family staring at him, and Jamie hissed under her breath, “What are
you doing, Harry? Since when do you thank house elves?”

He had a sudden flash of being about ten, with Jamie only eight and the twins six, all four
of them helping his mother make and decorate Christmas cookies, laughing as they all became
covered in flour and red and green sparkling sugar (it changed colors as you ate the cookies). He
remembered leaving the messy kitchen with his family and a plate of hilarious-looking cookies, and
seeing a small, irritated-looking elf in the shadows, waiting unobtrusively to clear up the mess...

He swallowed. He remembered from his other life that Dobby was completely overwhelmed when
he turned up in Harry’s bedroom on Privet Drive and Harry had asked him to sit on his bed; wizards
never asked elves to sit.

“I, um-"

But his little brothers seemed to have decided to make up with him for having threatened to hex
them earlier. “Good one, Har! He’ll think you’'re barking mad-or he is!” one of them said, and they
both gave identical guffaws. His mother looked singularly unamused. She shook out her napkin in
what seemed a very pointed gesture, and after laying it carefully in her lap, she took a sandwich
from the platter immediately in front of her and handed it to Harry, on her right, giving him that
gimlet eye to which he was still not accustomed.

Right, he thought. We live in a house this size, of course we have house-elves. And of course
witches and wizards don’t thank elves for doing things...Boy, Hermione will really scream at me
when she-

Hermione.

He remembered Boxing Day, trying to wrestle the cleaning flannels from the elves, giving them
that speech, and then Hermione kissing him in the large Hogwarts kitchen, and Dobby being sur-
prised when he saw them...

It was the first time he’d thought of her since waking up in this strange new life. Where was
Hermione in his life? He wracked his brain, trying to remember her, but all he could picture was
the Hermione in his old life. Why should that be? Maybe she’s in Ravenclaw now, he thought,
instead of Gryffindor...

“So,” his stepfather said to his mother, “I understand there are going to be over twenty-five
first-years today.”

His mother raised her eyebrows. “That’s the highest number in years. That would be a lot all at
once. Has Minerva adjusted the schedule accordingly?”

He nodded. “It'll be fine...You only ever have two houses at a time in the dungeons, anyway.
They can’t overload you without adding work stations...”

Harry frowned while chewing his ham sandwich. Potions dungeon? Yes, his new brain re-
sponded. Mum is the Potions professor...

He looked at Snape out of the corner of his eye. And he teaches too? What does he teach?

“If she wants to give me all of the first years together for Dark Arts, there’s nothing stopping her.
I've tried reminding her that when she taught Transfiguration she only ever had one house and year
at a time, but it just falls on deaf ears...” He frowned at his sandwich before taking a bite of it.

His wife sighed. “Of course, there wasn’t a labor shortage then...”

Dark Arts. So Snape was teaching Defense Against the Dark Arts at last. And he had once said
to Harry that his mother was the most brilliant Potions student the school had ever seen. But what
did his dad mean by “when she taught Transfiguration?”

“Minerva has her own way, Severus. Every headmaster or headmistress has to run the school
as they see fit. She’s under a lot of stress...”

Okay, thought Harry. McGonagall is the headmistress. So where’s that leave Dumbledore? And
who’s teaching Transfiguration?

His head was starting to hurt again, but he decided against asking his mother the Potions
professor for a headache remedy. He stood with the others when they had finished their sandwiches
and salads and pumpkin juice and he started to carry his plate and goblet to the stone sink, when
Jamie put her hand on his arm, saying softly, “Stop it, Harry!” He frowned at her, then looked down
at the things in his hands and hastily replaced them on the table. He was doing it again. Some
things were reflexive from this life, and some things were reflexive from his other life. He hoped he
wouldn’t get mixed up too often. The house-elf will clear the table.

He lagged behind the others as they left the kitchen, waiting for another sign of the elf whom he’d
mortified earlier by offering thanks, but he was nowhere to be seen. Their trunks had mysteriously
appeared in the front hall and the door was open. How many elves do we have? he wondered. Two
horseless carriages from the school stood in the U-shaped drive before the house.
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“Harry!” his mother said to him suddenly. He turned, automatically feeling guilty for no reason
that immediately came to mind. Must be force of habit, he thought.

“Where are your robes?”

He frowned. “In my trunk, of course. I packed everything, I promise.”

She stood with her arms crossed, one eyebrow raised, tapping her foot, clearly waiting for a
different answer, and when she didn’t get one, she looked very pointedly at his clothes. Oooooh,
thought Harry. Damn! I was supposed to keep one set of robes out to wear up to the castle...

Harry had the good grace to flush as he went to his trunk and retrieved some rather wrinkled
school robes that had ended up crushed under the erstwhile contents of his desk. His mother could
also see now that he’'d put everything in without any regard for organization whatsoever. He'd seen
her packing jobs; everything was so tight it never moved a millimeter during transport.

He shook out the robes; they smelled a bit like ink. Once he’d donned them, he tried to brush
them down with his hands, but it stilled looked as though he’d slept in them. Added to that, he
could see in the glass hanging near the front door that his hair was as unruly (and like his father’s)
as ever. He tried getting it to lie down with his hand, to no avail. His mother surveyed him critically,
then gave an exasperated sigh and turned from him. Harry’s stomach clenched within him, and
what seemed like an old, familiar thought popped into his head.

There’s just no pleasing her.

She was clearly giving up on him temporarily. His mother and stepfather now used their wands
to levitate the trunks into the carriages, after which they all boarded. Severus Snape guided his
sons into one carriage, while Harry’s mother beckoned to him and his sister, and they climbed into
the other one.

As they rode through the village of Hogsmeade, Harry looked at his mother and sister, sitting
opposite him. He could see now that Jamie was his mother all over again, the same features and
eyes, but with chestnut brown hair that was a combination of his father’s and his mother’s. His
mother was no longer a delicate young girl, but a strong, handsome woman, and Harry seriously
doubted that her students got away with anything-especially her own children.

He thought about lunch in the large old kitchen; something his mother said had disturbed him,
something about twenty-five first years. That number seems low, he thought. And she’d said it was
high. Why would she say that? But even as he pondered this, another childhood memory came
roaring back, as though it were yesterday...

Harry looked forward to the Malfoys’ Christmas party every year. His parents took him and
his sister and brothers to the Malfoy house every once in a while, and Harry was permitted
to ask Draco to his house, but it didn’t happen nearly as often as either boy would have
liked. They could have seen each other more often if Mr. Malfoy had believed in sending
Draco to school, but even though the labor shortage meant that Draco was without tutors
Jor long periods of time, his father had not yet lost his resistance to sending his son to one
of the schools that educated magical children before they were old enough for Hogwarts.

The year Harry turned seven, Malfoy Manor was decorated in its usual elaborate fash-
ion for the holidays. It seemed that an enormous tree was in each room of the mansion:
the grand entrance hall, the drawing room, the study, the dining hall, the ballroom, even
the day nursery upstairs, where the children played with Draco’s numerous toys. There
were also Christmas trees in all of the bedrooms. Harry half-expected to see trees in the
bathrooms.

The large painted portraits of Malfoys from other eras were all in the holiday spirit as
well, each warbling his or her favorite carols, the tunes overlapping and sometimes growing
quite cacophanous if the paintings were too close together. Harry dreaded having to pass
the portrait of two elderly sisters that hung outside the guest room where Mrs. Malfoy
habitually put him. The Malfoys in the portrait sang the same song each holiday season:
The Holly and the Ivy. The trouble was, they couldn’t sing at all, or even stay in the same
key (and they attempted to harmonize with each other).

In each room, the tree was decorated to coordinate with the decor, so that the blood-red
dining hall had a tree with deep red ribbons, fairy lights and ornaments, and the drawing
room, which was decorated in an icy-blue Swedish motif, had a tree with blue snowflake
ornaments and fairy lights.

Before going to the party each year, Harry loved to see his mother come gliding down
their front stairs on his dad’s arm, looking almost likke a carefully decorated Christmas tree
herself (in a good way) with fairy lights in her long red hair and her sweeping green velvet
robes touched with real holly berries at the hem. At the party, Nanny Bella was supposed
to keep the children under control in the day nursery, but once enough guests had brought
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their children to her; it quickly spiraled out of control. Harry and Draco and Jamie could
never resist playing tricks on the hopelessly slow and unimaginative Crabbe and Goyle,
who were too dim sometimes to even know they were the butt of a joke (this wasn’t as
much _fun, naturally, as when they knew).

But the most fun of all was to try to play Paper Chase throughout the house without the
adults being wise to what was going on. (It was quite a challenge for a pack of children to
impersonate a pack of hunting hounds without their parents figuring it out.) Harry’s mother
had taught this Muggle game to her children, and Harry had taught it to Draco and the other
children of the witches and wizards they encountered at the large parties held by Draco’s
parents.

Harry loved being the fox that the hounds were chasing. He would slip nimbly through
the rooms, plucking the scraps of parchment from his pocket, leaving a trail here and there
Jor the “hounds” to follow, but trying not to make it too easy for them. You had to really
have your eyes open to see where Harry was putting the torn slips; one might be on a book
on a shelf, eight feet off the ground, or sitting right on the lap of an elderly witch having a
heated argument with another witch about the Minister of Magic. Draco had complained of
Harry many times when Harry had been the fox, but he also had to admit that Harry still
played completely by the rules.

He was enjoying being the fox again, dashing through the public rooms, ducking under
adults’ arms lifting delicate crystal to their lips, magical bubbles twinkling into people’s
laughing mouths, as the orchestra played and Harry skittered across the ballroom floor,
hearing the hounds entering noisily, risking discovery. He was always a step ahead of
them and far too unobtrusive for the adults to catch on; no one made a better fox than
Harry. He slipped into Mr. Malfoy’s study after leaving the ballroom and cutting through the
dining hall, where the table glittered with the real silver and gold and platinum laid out at
each place, fairy lights clinging to the walls and heavy rafters in addition to ornamenting
the tree. Harry was about to leave some parchment slips on a chair in the study when he
heard footsteps and ducked behind the grand Christmas tree near the fireplace. It was Mr.
Malfoy and his mum and dad. His mum sounded upset and Mr. Malfoy was trying to calm
her.

“Now, now, Lily, please, let’s do this in a less public place. Come into my study. You
too, Severus; perhaps you can help me help her to see the sense in this...”

Harry swallowed and pressed himself into the corner behind the Christmas tree; if his
mother caught him in here, she’d have a fit. He nervously fingered the parchment slips
in his pocket, hoping the others wouldn’t be able to adequately follow the trail he’d left so
none of them would come stumbling in.

“Sense? Sense? There’s some universe in which this idiotic policy would make sense?”
Harry recognized that his mother was up for a fight. She never backed down when she
sounded like that. He noticed that his dad was silent, neither arguing with her nor agree-
ing.

“Please, Lily-sit. Severus—" Harry heard the three of them sit on the worn leather sofas.
Leather sofas are very noisy when you sit on them, he realized.

‘Just because I'm sitting here doesn’t mean I agree with this. What were the Governors
thinking?”

“What were we thinking? Well, I can tell you what some of them were thinking—and I
mean the ones who are opposed to the Dark Lord. They’re trying to protect the Muggle-
born children and their families. They think that they’re better off not even knowing they’re
magical, so don’t try to blame this on those of us who-who are trying to maintain some
standards. Arthur Weasley was the ring-leader on this. It was his idea to no longer accept
Muggle-borns at Hogwarts. Maybe you should go get hacked off at him.”

“Yes, but his argument is that it would protect people—not that I agree-while your argu-
ment tends to contain the word Mudblood.” Have you forgotten that I'm Muggle-born?”

“Lily, Lily...surely as someone who is Muggle-born you can appreciate how important it
is to keep the existence of the wizarding world a secret? This new policy will protect the
wizarding community as well as Muggle-born children and their families...”

“You’re repeating yourself, Lucius.”

“I wasn’t convinced you’'d heard me the first time. You certainly didn’t behave as though
you had.” There was a nasty edge to his voice and Harry felt himself growing angry on his
mother’s behalf, his hands forming hard little fists in his pockets, his heartbeat increasing.

There was a moment of tense silence, before Harry heard his dad say, “When will it
take effect?”
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“Next summer, the only children turning eleven during 1988 who will receive Hogwarts
letters are those who have at least one magical parent. The Muggle-born students who are
first years now will be finishing their seventh year in 1994. There’s no reason to ask them
to leave the school; they and their families already know about the wizarding world. If they
choose to leave, of course, we will not stop them, but they are welcome to stay and finish
their seven years. See, Lily? We're not ogres. There was a proposal before the Board of
Governors to expel current Muggle-born students, but it was roundly defeated. And we’re
still going to be taking half-bloods. I mean, in those families, the damage is done before the
child ever comes to Hogwarts; there’s already a Muggle involved. Denying their children
admission to Hogwarts wouldn’t change that...”

“The damage is done?” Harry’s mother sputtered angrily. “Perhaps if you aspired to be
an ogre, you’d be more civil, Lucius.”

“Lily—I seem to be saying everything to set you off tonight...Think of what it was like
when you were in school. Weren'’t your parents anxious about you? And not being magical,
they had no way to protect you. It’s a parent’s natural instinct...”

She made a skeptical “hmph!” noise. “If you really believed that, then you’'d let me-"

“No!” The voice of Severus Snape was unmistakable. “No, Lily,” Harry’s stepfather said
more softly. “It’s better this way.”

Now Lucius Malfoy guffawed. “Are we still fighting about this? It’s been six years, Lily,
and nothing has changed. The Dark Lord would never permit you to become a Death Eater.
End of story. You’re Muggle-born! And a former Auror! He doesn’t trust you. And I think
he’s right not to. Hear me out—close your mouth! Listen: Narcissa has asked, too, just like
you, time and again. He doesn’t trust her either. You and Narcissa are Harry’s and Draco’s
mothers. Your first loyalty, your allegiance, would never be to him, and he knows it. It
would be to your sons. The instinct of a mother to protect her child is just too-"

“Oh, come off it, Lucius! If that were true there wouldn’t be any other women in the
ranks of the Death Eaters, and I know there are.”

“Ah, but Lily, none of them have children who are part of the Prophecy.”

His mother’s voice became very low and dangerous-sounding. “You mean none of them
are suspected of being part of the Prophecy themselves.”

Lucius Malfoy stood and walked to the mantel, uncomfortably close to Harry’s hiding
place. Harry held his breath, sinking back into the shadowy corner. “Well, we still don’t
know, do we, Lily? Do you blame the Dark Lord for not wanting to be in the same place with
you and your son and my son? Why he wouldn’t want to take that chance?” He switched
gears suddenly. “When is your birthday?” he demanded of her.

She didn’t answer. Harry imagined her face, angry green eyes and mouth drawn into a
line. He’d seen her like this often enough.

“The eighth of April.” She had not answered; his stepfather had.

Harry could see Mr. Malfoy nod, his profile outlined eerily by some candles on the other
side of the room. “See? You could easily be the flame-haired daughter of war. You are an
Aries...”

“As are one twelfth of the people born on the planet. If half of them are female, that
makes one-twenty-fourth of the earth’s population. That really narrows it down, Lucius.
Brilliant. I also have the same birthday as Buddha. You know, the Buddha. Does that
mean I'm also going to_found a major world religion?”

Mr. Malfoy whipped out his wand and pointed it; Harry’s hands were balled into fists so
tight his _fingernails were cutting into his palms; his teeth were clenched together so tightly
it made his head ache.

“You will not spealk to me that way! Just one word from me and the Dark Lord will-"

Suddenly, his wand flew out of his grasp; it seemed to be drawn to the ceiling by a
very strong magnet (if wands were magnetic). It did not make contact with the ceiling, but
hovered a few feet below it, which still put it more than ten feet from the floor and well out
of Mr. Malfoy’s reach. He looked up, his mouth open. Then he looked in the direction of
Harry’s parents, glaring angrily. Harry was still shaking; he could feel blood on his hands
where he’d broken the skin with his own nails. Mr. Malfoy had opened his mouth to speak
again, but it was his stepfather’s smooth, even voice that Harry heard.

“Could you give us some privacy, Lucius? I would like to speak to my wife.”

Mr. Malfoy still glared. He glanced up at his wand, still hovering in the air Harry
swallowed and felt the tension drain out of him; he collapsed against the wall and the
wand clattered to the floor. Mr. Malfoy leaned down and picked it up, putting it back in his
robes and striding out of the room without another word, anger emanating from him like
heat.
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Harry shifted slightly so he could see his mum and dad through the branches of the tree.
His mother sat on the edge of the leather sofa, looking as tense as Harry had just been.
Her husband put a hand on her shoulder and pulled her back to relax against him. She put
her head on his shoulder with a tired sigh for only a moment before popping back up with
nervous energy.

“Lily-~

She paced, throwing her hands in the air. “I know, I know, Severus. I shouldn'’t let
him-"

“You shouldn’t let him get to you.” Their words overlapped and she smiled, lacing her
fingers through his.

“Finishing my sentences. The only other person who did that was-"

“I know.”

She drew her lips into a line. “I wish we didn’t have to pretend to be friends with that-
that-I can’t even find words vile enough to describe him. And we had to have them stand
up with us at our wedding! Oh, Severus...”

“Well, who was going to do it if not them? You're not speaking to your sister—or she’s
not speaking to you—and I couldn’t very well let the Death Eaters see Albus standing by my
side, could I? Or do you think Sirius Black was wanting to be my best man? Pettigrew might
have, I suppose, if he hadn’'t been Kissed...thank goodness for that. It would have been
nice to know who the third person in the Prophecy is, but at least he was rendered harmless
before he could tell the Dark Lord...Look on the bright side, Lily: Lucius and Narcissa gave
us a nice place to have the party after the ceremony.”

His mother made the “hmph!” noise again. Harry heard her pick up something and put
it down again with a heavy thunk. “Oh, yes. A lovely setting. Everything in it the epitome
of ‘ill-gotten gains’.”

“Lily-~

“Yes, yes. You don’t have to tell me. But he is so—so-" Harry could hear the frustration
in her voice.

“Go on. Get it out of your system.”

“Scum. That’s what he is. No-pond scum. No-he would have to spend several million
years evolving into a higher form of life in order to be pond scum...”

Harry felt a fit of giggles coming on, but covered his mouth to avoid being discovered.
His stepfather threw back his head, smiling and laughing. “That’s my girl! A little creative
Lucius-bashing is good for the soul.”

“But not as satisfying as putting a good hex on him...And as for letting him get to me-I
can’t help it. I can’t accept that in nine or ten years, they’re just going to take Harry from
me, and there’s nothing I can do; I can’t be there to make sure he’s safe-"

“I'll be there, Lily. I'll take care of him. I always have done.”

She smiled at him again. “Yes, you have. I just wish-"

“Of course you do. It's only natural. Which is exactly why he doesn’t want you there,
and Narcissa as well. You wouldn’t want to see-" and he stopped, swallowing. It seemed
to Harry that there was something he didn’t want to say and did want to say, all at once.
“There are things he’ll have to endure, and things he’ll have to do, that you shouldn’t see...”

She stood still now, holding his hand. “You were only eighteen when he recruited you.
What did you have to do? What did you have to endure?” she asked softly. He shrugged.

“I had it easy, compared to most. Recruiting a _few people who were easy touches; if I
hadn’t approached them, they probably would have started asking people in every wizard-
ing pub from the Orkneys to the Channel Islands about how to join the Death Eaters.”

“And Barty Crouch’s son.”

His dad nodded. “And him. One good thing about recruiting him, though; if I hadn’t been
close to him, he never would have taken me to Godric’s Hollow that night, and I wouldn’t
have been there when you needed me...”

“But he put Cruciatus on you!”

He shrugged. “And I didn’t report him, so he believed me when I said I'd only told you
because I loved you. I was never even punished for that, since I'd already suffered Crucia-
tus, and after six years Crouch still has no idea I'm working for Albus. Which allows me to
continue to watch him. Somehow-there are times he strikes me as being more dangerous
than Lucius.”

“That bad?”

He nodded. “He hates his father more than you can possibly imagine. I think what he’d
really like to do is to get caught doing some spectacular thing, firing the Dark Mark into the
air afterwards, and then-a trial.”
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She shook her head. “It would be the end of his father’s career...Could you imagine what
people would do if it came out that the son of the Minister of Magic is a Death Eater?”

“Yes.” Harry’s dad’s voice was quiet and even. Neither one of them elaborated on this
further. It sounded rather like his stepfather wanted to stop the conversation. His mother
leaned over and kissed her husband on the cheek.

“I'm going up to check on the children. I think I saw slips of parchment in the ballroom.
Harry was probably being the fox again. He’s such a ringleader. I never should have taught
them to play Paper Chase...”

“Now, Lily. He’s a good boy.”

“I know, I know. But Draco...do you think he’s a good influence?”

“Lucius hired Bella back after Draco’s first three tutors quit, so she’d be able to take care
of him even when he didn’'t have someone to teach him. You know where her loyalties lie
as well as I do—-and Albus trusts her completely. I have no qualms about her taking care
of Harry and Draco when they’re together, and sometimes Lucius lets Draco come to our
house...”

“Well, I have doubts about her being able to take care of large numbers of children during
parties. I know I saw that Parkinson girl running through the drawing room...”

Her husband smiled and laughed. “I'm sure they’re fine, but why don’t you go check on
them anyway? They should probably be tucked up in bed soon, and you could kiss them
goodnight.”

She reluctantly separated her hand from his and walked to the door. When she was
gone, his stepfather leaned back and put his hands behind his head, saying calmly, “She’s
gone. You can come out now, Harry.”

Harry sucked in his breath and pressed himself against the walls where they met in the
corner. His dad waited a minute before speaking again. “Continuing to pretend you are not
in the corner behind the Christmas tree will not do any good.” Harry let his breath out and
gave up. He stood, edging past the sharp needles of the tree, walking over to his stepfather
who was looking at him sternly from the couch. Harry did his best to look remorseful; he
usually found this helped to shorten lectures and scoldings.

But his dad patted the seat next to him, saying, “Sit down, Harry.”

Harry sat, looking straight ahead into the fire, remembering Mr. Malfoy standing there,
dreadful and austere. Without looking at his dad, he said, “How did you...”

“Two things, Harry. One, you moved some branches. I noticed just as your mother said
she was going to check on you. Two, I know that I didn’t take Lucius’-I mean, Mr. Malfoy’s—
wand from him, and when I saw the tree branches move, I realized that it probably hadn’t
been your mother; either, although at first I thought so. She probably thought it was me.
Once I saw that branch move, I realized that it was more the sort of thing you might do.”

Harry grimaced. “I didn’t mean to. He was just being so mean to mum...”

His dad put his arm around his shoulders and Harry pillowed his head on his chest. “I
know. You feel the anger rising inside you...”

“Yes,” Harry mumbled, closing his eyes, still seeing the fire dancing on the insides of his
eyelids.

They were silent for a few minutes, before his dad asked him quietly, “How much of
what you heard did you understand, Harry?”

Harry opened his eyes. “Um...I fell asleep. I don't really remember what you were
saying,” he lied. His dad looked at him suspiciously.

“You don’t remember.” The older man sounded skeptical. Harry squirmed; his dad had
a look in his eye that made it hard for Harry to lie.

“Well, except for a couple of things. What’s a Death Eater? What's a prophecy?” His
stepfather drew his lips into a line and looked very grim. Harry hoped he might find out,
but he was disappointed. His dad did not answer his questions.

“I don’t want a single word you heard in this room repeated to anyone. Understand,
Harry? Anyone.” Harry nodded, then put his head down again and closed his eyes. What
he’d heard was so confusing, he didn’t really want to talk to his dad about it. He could
remember the words, but what did it really mean, all of it? It was very confusing...

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been sitting there, leaning against his dad with his eyes
closed, but suddenly he felt movement, and large, gentle hands picking him up; he laid his
cheelk on his dad’s shoulder and knew when they were going up to the second floor because
he could feel the jogs as his stepfather put his foot on each step. He thought about letting
him know he was still awake, but decided to continue to feign sleep instead. Nothing in the
world was as wonderful to Harry at that moment as still being small enough to be carried to
bed; his mum hadn’t done this in a while, as he’d had a growth spurt the previous year, but
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his dad could still manage it. There was a slightly queasy feeling of being lowered onto the
bed in the guestroom where he always stayed, and then Harry felt his shoes being pulled
off and the quilt being pulled up to his chin. His dad’s chapped lips pressed briefly against
his forehead, then Harry heard his steps receding, the door opening...But it didn’t close.

“Lily!” his stepfather exclaimed softly. “Shhh! He’s already asleep.”

“Where was he?” Harry heard his mother whisper.

“Downstairs.”

“He was the fox again, wasn’t he?”

“I think so.”

Harry heard his mother give a deep sigh. “The way they follow him...It’s not like a pack
of hounds following a fox. It’s more lilkce they’re following the Pied Piper.”

He heard his stepfather give a soft laugh. “He’s a natural leader; Lily.”

There was a longish pause before he heard his mother say, “That’s what I'm afraid
of...”
Then he heard her footsteps drawing nearer, and he fought the urge to hold his breath,
instead keeping his breathing as steady and sleep-likke as possible. He felt her soft lips on
his cheek and forehead, then felt her hand brushing his hair from his brow. He heard them
leave, and soon after, he was no longer feigning sleep...

The horseless carriage swayed a little as they made their way out of the village. “Mum,” Harry said
suddenly, “does it ever seem strange to you to be teaching at Hogwarts, when Muggle-born students
aren’t admitted anymore?” Now that he had remembered the Christmas party from when he was
seven, he knew why the number of first years had seemed low to him.

His mother looked startled, then guarded. She drew her lips into a line, then clasped her hands;
her knuckles were very white. “Sometimes, but-"

“When did they stop taking Muggle-borns anyway, Mum?” Jamie broke in. Their mother raised
an eyebrow at her. “Er, sorry for interrupting, Mum.”

She sighed now. “The last year they sent letters to Muggle-born witches and wizards was 1987.
But it wasn’t just-exclusionary. A number of people on the Board of Governors thought-what with
everything going on in the wizarding world-that it was safer for those young people and their families
not to be drawn into it...” Drawn into it, Harry thought. Into the hell in which they were all living
because Voldemort had never fallen. Because his mother was still alive.

Harry looked at her. “But weren’'t most of them doing it because they only wanted pure-bloods
at the school?”

She grimaced. “We don’t have that rule yet, thank goodness. Hogwarts still takes half-bloods.”
Now she looked down at her hands. “Don’t worry about it, Harry.”

Harry was silent, digesting this information. Where is Hermione? Suddenly this question con-
sumed his being, making his pulse quicken, his breathing difficult. The smartest witch-Muggle-
born or not-to come to Hogwarts in ages, and she was out there in the world somewhere, not even
knowing she was a witch.

“Wouldn’t it have been better to keep taking Muggle-born students? I mean, the labor shortage is
partly because of, er, casualties, but it's also because of the wizard population shrinking. Without
Muggle-born students-"

“Harry. Trust me. They're better off not knowing.” Either his mother had come to agree with the
policy over the last nine years, or she was feeling an obligation to toe the party line, as a professor.

“But-" Harry furrowed his brow, trying to find the right words “~they’re just out there, doing
magic, unable to control it, maybe not even knowing they’re causing the weird things that sometimes
happen around them. Wouldn’t manifestations of accidental magic be even stronger as a person
gets older?”

His mother reluctantly agreed. “Technically, yes. But do you think the Ministry is that careless?
They still know who the magical people are, and they keep track of the Muggle-born witches and
wizards especially, so that when accidental magic occurs, the Accidental Magic Reversal Squad
can be on-site and reversing the magic before anyone-including the witch or wizard-is the wiser.
Perhaps one day it will be safe to tell them, but until then...”

“Anyway, Harry,” his sister interjected now, “what was up with you and Tunny? I mean, being
nice to a house-elf!” She ignored her mother glaring at her.

Harry bristled, and partly because he was suddenly acutely missing Hermione, he shot back at
her, “I'm nice to people who are nice to me! I guess that leaves you out...Anyway, why should they
have to slave away all the time and get nothing for it? Is that fair?”

He glowered at his sister; she was staring at him open-mouthed. But then he saw that his mother
was staring at him too; he expected her to be as shocked and angry as his sister, but surprisingly,
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she was tearing up, pulling a handkerchief out of her pocket and blowing her nose. Harry’s eyes
widened with concern.

“Are you all right, mum? What’s wrong?”

She finished wiping her eyes and nose and put the handkerchief away, her eyes still red-rimmed.
“Oh, nothing. I'm all right, really. It’s just that sometimes—-you remind me so much of your father...”

He looked at her in amazement. He remembered his mother and father staring each other down
in the corridor outside Gryffindor Tower, pointing their wands at each other; he remembered his
father saving Severus Snape from becoming Remus Lupin’s midnight snack, and seeing her staring
at his father in the hospital wing afterward. He remembered James Potter saying softly to her, “...if
he had died, it would have made you sad...” and looking at her with his eyes full of love. And then
there was the match during their seventh year, when his father had bested Severus Snape, and
James Potter and Lily Evans had kissed on the Quidditch pitch, for all the school to see...

They rode on in silence. At last, the castle towers came into view; Harry stared at them hungrily.
Now he felt like he was coming home; his chest hitched as the familiar emotions moved through
him. There was no place like Hogwarts. It was still his favorite place in all the world.

“We're here,” his sister announced needlessly. She smiled at him, having evidently gotten over
his telling her off on the topic of house-elves. Their mother opened the door and climbed out, and
they followed. His dad and brothers were already standing in the drive; the doors to the entrance
hall were open at the top of the stone steps. Stuart and Simon were learning to temper their
levitation charms so that the trunks would float gently into the castle, instead of soaring up over
the roof.

Harry had a sudden mental image of Jamie trying this the previous September, and because
her trunk wasn’t properly closed and locked when it tipped at an odd angle in the air, all of her
clothes and books and potions supplies—everything she’d brought to school-went tumbling down
the steeply-slanted tile roofs and into the stone gutters; one of the gargoyles had suddenly woken
up when her cauldron had struck it on the head, and it started directing a stream of obscenities at
her. Harry found himself laughing at the memory.

“Hey, Jamie,” he managed to say, at last, through his laughter; she was looking at him like he
was daft. “Remember last year when you levitated your trunk up above the roof and then all your
stuff spilled out of it? And that gargoyle was cursing at you...”

She grimaced. “Oh. That’s why you were laughing.”

Now his brothers joined him. “That was great, James!” Simon said. Harry thought it was Simon,
anyway.

“You should have seen Binns’ face the next day when he saw a bra hanging down in one of
his windows, flapping in the breeze!” probably-Stuart chimed in. Jamie was looking like she’d be
practicing hexes in a minute, rather than levitation charms.

“All right, all right,” she groaned. “That’s what I get for having all brothers. Hey, Mum! You're
still young. How about giving me a sister sometime, eh?”

Their mother was moving Harry’s and Jamie’s trunks into the entrance hall, her levitation charm
sure and steady. “Don’t be impertinent. We are at school now. You will call me Professor Evans.”

Harry thought about this. Yes, he remembered now; his mother wasn’t Lily Snape or Lily Potter.
She’d taken back her maiden name. She was Professor Lily Evans. It wasn’t common knowledge
that she and Severus Snape were even married, let alone that they were Harry’s, Jamie’s, Stuart’s
and Simon’s parents. Those who asked Stuart and Simon about their relationship to Professor
Snape were told that they were “related,” but nothing more. Harry’s own mother called him and
his sister “Potter” (sometimes Mr. Potter and Miss Potter) and his brothers Mr. Stuart Snape and
Mr. Simon Snape (Snape or Mr. Snape would be too confusing with two of them). She always called
each twin by the correct name.

Harry looked up at the castle fondly, remembering running around it when he was quite small.
They’d lived at Hogwarts from September of 1983 to September of 1984. The wedding had been on
Valentine’s Day in 1984. Right, he thought. That anniversary card looked like a Valentine because
it was that too. And the twins were born about three weeks after his fourth birthday...

Oh, Harry thought, glancing at his mother and reddening. The twins were born six months after
the wedding. Plus, they had all been living at the castle for months before the wedding. He’d never
really thought about it before. Professor Dumbledore must have approved it. They had rooms in
the staff wing, where the students never went. There was a sitting room, a day nursery where
Harry and Jamie played with their mother, a bedroom for Severus Snape and their mother, and a
night nursery for Harry and Jamie, their cots separated by a small table which held an enchanted
glowing globe that served as their night-light. They played outdoors in good weather in a large,
grassy courtyard which was overlooked by other rooms in the staff quarters. No students at the
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school ever suspected any of their teachers was married, let alone raising small children. Harry’s
mother wasn’t teaching yet.

Harry had loved exploring the castle during the summer, when it was empty and echoing. Draco
came to stay with them for much of that summer, and together, the four-year-olds found many
fascinating nooks and crannies which they catalogued away in their minds for future use, especially
a secret passage they found on the fourth floor, behind a mirror. Harry was rather frightened about
it when he was young, but since he’d actually become a student, he had learned that the passage
led to Hogsmeade (he’d finally had the nerve to follow it as far as it went). It wound up backstage in
the village hall where his mother and stepfather had wed.

Now he remembered Fred and George pointing out this passage on the Marauder’s Map, saying
that it had caved in. As far as Harry knew, in this life, it hadn’t caved in. The Map, he thought.
Have Fred and George found the map in this life? He didn’t know. They wouldn’t even be students
at the school any more, they would have finished their seventh year...

In fact, try as he might, Harry couldn’t even remember speaking to Fred and George in this life.
He could picture them in his mind, being rowdy in the Great Hall, at the Gryffindor table, flying
around with their Gryffindor Quidditch robes flapping around them, or huddled over a parchment
in the library, preparing a practical joke of some sort and already laughing in anticipation. But
then he remembered that in his other life, Fred and George had immediately recognized him at age
eleven by the lightning-bolt-shaped scar on his forehead. There’d be no reason for them to just walk
up to him and talk to him in this life; he wasn’t famous. He’d never even taken the school train, he
realized with a jolt. So many things were different. He remembered more now...

After Stuart and Simon had been born, they’d bought the house in Hogsmeade, and the very next
day after they’d moved in, Harry started attending the village school. His dad rode his broomstick
up to the castle every day, riding back to have tea with them at five o’clock. Then he often had to
go back to the castle to attend meetings or oversee detentions. Sometimes he stayed at the castle if
it was his turn to patrol the corridors at night.

A couple of years later, Jamie started going to the village school. She and Harry walked down the
High Street together, holding hands, while their mother walked behind them, pushing Stuart and
Simon in a double-width pram. Harry still only saw Draco occasionally. When Stuart and Simon
were ready for school two years later, Harry was shocked and pleased to see his friend when he
walked into the fifth-year classroom on the first day of school. In a way, Jamie was his best friend,
but she was also his sister, and two years younger than him. Draco was a boy, and just a few weeks
older than him. He could really be a mate.

That year his mother started teaching Potions at Hogwarts and his dad switched to teaching
Dark Arts. That was also the first year the Board of Governors did not send letters to Muggle-born
witches and wizards, and the Headmaster left over it.

Now that both of his parents were teaching, home-life became hectic. His mother and stepfather
took turns dashing home on their brooms to meet them at the house after school. Then the other
one would dash home to give them their tea while the first one would dash back to the castle...

For his last three years at the village school, Harry felt like he only saw both of them in a room
at the same time on the weekends and for holidays. This went on until it was time for the twins to
attend Hogwarts; then his parents decided to rent the house out and live in the staff quarters during
term, while Harry and his siblings lived in the dorms. Harry wished he could go live in the staff
quarters again-it was quite posh-but he wasn’t even supposed to let on that two of the professors
were his parents. Draco knew, of course, and a handful of other students, but most people did not.

“Harry!” Harry jumped. His dad was holding up broomsticks. “Want to come down to the
Quidditch pitch while we wait for the others to arrive? I have a Quaffle and a Snitch right here.
Let’s not use Bludgers.”

“Aaaaw, Daaaad,” the twins whined in unison. Their father laughed. Harry smiled at him. He
like it when his dad laughed. He seemed to laugh a lot in this life; he was a happy person here,
married, with children...

Harry nodded. “I'll be Seeker.”

His dad’s eyebrows flew up. “Are you sure? You're captain this year, but I hope you're not going
to take Draco off the Seeker position. He’d be devastated.” Harry felt his heart leap. Draco and I
are on the same team! In the same house! And I'm the captain. I play-he thought about it-Keeper.
That’s it...

“I'm not changing Draco. I mean just for now. That way you can be Keeper and Stuart and
Simon can try to score against you. You're better than me, anyway.”

“Now, Harry, youre quite good. I've been teaching you to be a Keeper since you could fly a
broom...”



66 HARRY POTTER

Harry knew this was true as soon as it was out of his mouth. He pictured his stepfather as a
seventh year, trying to keep the Quaffle out of the goals, and, if it was James Potter playing Chaser,
failing quite spectacularly. If my father had lived, would he have taught me to be a Chaser? Harry
wondered. He separated the two men in his head by thinking of his stepfather as his dad and
James Potter as his father. Many times, though, he was just James Potter. An unreal, misty sort of
person, not quite real. A person who only existed in photographs. And in the memories Harry had
from his other life, from when he’d entered Severus Snape’s Pensieve.

What would happen, he wondered, if you tried to put memories of being in a Pensieve in a
Pensieve? What would happen if he tried to put any memories of his other life into a Pensieve?
As he approached the Quidditch pitch with his dad and brothers, he shuddered. A Pensieve is
expensive, he knew. I'm not rich anymore, he realized with a jolt. That vault of money at Gringott’s
isn’t mine, it's my mum’s and my dad’s. And how much of that had gone to buy the Hogsmeade
house? he wondered. It was huge. There could be a mortgage on it, he supposed, but given the
ridiculous interest rates Goblins would probably charge, who’d want to have a mortgage if you could
pay cash?

When they reached the pitch, Harry took his broom off his shoulder and looked at the handle.
Thunderbolt 500 was burned into the wood. Thunderbolt? he thought, perplexed. It should be
Firebolt. But try as he might, he couldn’t remember ever hearing of a Firebolt broom in this life. He
shrugged to himself; it looked like a good broom. He mounted it and pushed off, feeling the thrill
of being aloft again, the wind making his robes flap, his hair whipping around his head...There was
nothing like it. Good, he thought. That’s one thing that hasn’t changed.

His brothers gamely tried passing the Quaffle back and forth, but every time they tried to score
on their father, he caught it handily. Harry laughed at the looks on their faces whenever their
attempts to score were intercepted. He was enjoying just flying around the pitch, rushing through
the air. He was also enjoying watching his dad’s skill as a Keeper; he really was good. Harry smiled;
that of course, meant that his father had been very, very good as a Chaser, to have gotten the better
of Severus Snape.

After his dad had intercepted the Quaffle for more than half an hour, Harry thought he saw a
golden glimmer near the ground. He had simply been enjoying the flight, circling the pitch, letting
the wind caress him, his brothers and stepfather turning into blurs. Now he went into a dive; he
had to have been a hundred feet up. He felt his stomach lurch in that way that was thrilling and
vomit-inducing all at once. Before conscious thought could return, he had the small, winged ball
in his hand and he’d leveled off, flying a mere four feet above the ground, grinning. He hadn’t done
that in so long; he’d forgotten how exhilarating it was! As he came in for a landing, joining his dad
and brothers on the grass, he was met with shocked, disbelieving faces.

“Simon, you're standing on my foot,” Stuart complained, as Harry joined them. Simon’s mouth
was hanging open, as Stuart’s had been a moment earlier before the pain in his foot had prompted
him to speak.

“Harry! I-I've never seen you fly like that-" Simon said. He only knew it was Simon because of
what Stuart had just said.

Harry flushed, holding out the Snitch to his dad. “Here,” was all he could think of to say, swal-
lowing. His stepfather was looking at him appraisingly too, and Harry had the distinct impression
that the older man was reading his mind. He shook himself; that was ridiculous. Children only
think their parents can read their minds...

Then Harry noticed an ugly red blister on the back of Stuart’s hand. “Stu!” Harry cried pointing
at it, glad of something to distract from his uncharacteristic Seeking.

“Damn!” his brother cried upon seeing the blister.

“Language-" their dad cautioned, but not very strongly. He withdrew a tube of ointment from
his robe pocket and handed it to his son. “Did you take your Porphyry Potion this morning?” he
demanded sternly. Stuart pointedly ignored him. As he was rubbing the salve on his hand, he
glared at his father. When he spoke, his voice was thick with tears.

“Don’t know why you bothered even having kids. You knew we’d get your disgusting disease.”

“Stu!” Harry said in surprise. His brother frowned darkly and ignored him, too.

“I'm sick of the vampire jokes, and so is Si.” Simon looked at his father with wide-eyed innocence.
“We didn’t ask to be born...”

Harry sucked in his breath. This was such a sudden change of mood. But then again, Stuart had
also just been frustrated by his repeated inability to score against his father. Harry remembered
that porphyria also caused a person to be “tetchy” and experience mood swings, degenerating into
dementia...Well, Stuart was certainly having a mood swing now, Harry thought. He looked at his
dad. Harry had never seen such a stricken look on his face.
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“I'll see you all back at the castle,” he said tersely, turning, his robes swirling around him. Harry
and his brothers followed at a distance, Harry seething at his brother the whole way back. Simon
walked behind them with his hands in his pockets. Harry walked behind Stuart, boring holes in
the back of his head with his eyes.

When they were close to the castle, Harry spoke to the back of his brother’s head through gritted
teeth. “That was disgusting. Dad’s been living with porphyria all his life. Where do you get off
whinging about it when you’re only twelve? All you had to do was put the ointment on without
screwing it up. How hard is that?”

They had almost reached the castle. His brother turned and faced him, the anger and resentment
in his eyes surprising Harry. “Oh, yeah, like you know what it’s like. You don’t have to be his son,
just his stepson. You're just so thrilled to have a dad, any dad, you don’t care what he is. You don’t
have to care.” He turned away from Harry again and walked up the castle steps into the entrance
hall. “You know, don’t you, that your dad dying was the best thing that ever happened to him? I'll
bet he danced on Potter’s grave...”

They were just inside the entrance hall now, and Harry lunged at him, knocking him down.
Stuart managed to turn over underneath him. Harry knelt over his brother, his hands around his
throat.

“He would never do that! Take that back!” Then he felt Simon leap on his back and put his
arm around his throat. Harry grunted as the amount of air he could take in diminished markedly.
Stuart reached up and put his hand on Harry’s glasses, pulling them off and flinging them across
the hall. Then he tried to grab Harry’s nose. Harry yelled as his brothers assaulted him, and the
twins hollered as he continued to fight them.

“Harry Potter! Stuart and Simon Snape!”

Harry looked up. The twins froze also. Even without his glasses, he could see that the person
who had shrilly cried their names was Professor McGonagall, standing at the foot of the marble
stairs, her eyes shooting daggers at them, her lips looking thinner than he’d ever seen them. The
Headmistress. Harry turned his head slightly; by squinting, he could see his parents standing in
the doorway of the Great Hall. His dad’s face was paler than pale, his dark eyes blazing, while
his mother’s face was absolutely furious. Harry thought he could see some other blurry professors
through the door to the Great Hall. Jamie stood next to his mother, a barely-suppressed merry
expression on her face; she was clearly trying very hard not to laugh. Harry did not feel like
laughing.

Simon climbed off Harry’s back, looking sheepish. Harry rose also, extending his hand to Stuart,
who ignored it and stood under his own power. Severus Snape had picked up Harry’s glasses, and
now he grabbed his stepson by the ear. Harry winced as he was dragged up the marble stairs
and down a long corridor. He finally let go of Harry’s ear and thrust his glasses at him when they
reached his office. Harry remembered it being Remus Lupin’s office, and Gilderoy Lockhart’s, too.
Plus there was Moody...the Moodies, rather, real and fake. It seemed odd that his office was no
longer in the dungeons. That must be my mum’s office now, Harry thought. He put on his glasses
and rubbed his ear; it was rather sore.

“We haven’t even been here long enough for the others to arrive, and you and your brothers are
already at it. They're second years; I expect this of them. Not that I'm excusing their behavior; far
from it. But you're a sixth-year now, Harry. I expect better from you. At least you didn’t try to hex
him. What could possibly make you do such a thing?” Harry grimaced. He didn’t particularly want
to reveal the reason for the fight. “Well?” his dad persisted.

Harry squirmed. “Stu said...” he began softly.

“What? Speak up!” Gone was the man he’d spoken to in the butler’s pantry at home; here was
the familiar stern professor Harry had originally met in his other life when he was eleven. He felt
the urge to be obstinate come over him, and fought it. All right, he thought. Let him try to continue
to scold when he hears what happened...

“He said,” Harry said clearly now in an even tone, “that my father dying was the best thing that
ever happened to you and that you probably danced on his grave.”

His stepfather shrunk back in his chair, an appalled expression on his face. “He said that?”

“But I told him that you would never do that and he should take it back. Well, I jumped him
first; then I told him that.”

He was immediately sorry that he’d said anything when he saw the look on his dad’s face: an
unmistakable guilty expression. Harry understood; he remembered Cedric Diggory, and Dudley...

He tried to bring his dad back to the present. “Am I to have detention? House points deducted?”
He would say anything to get that expression off his dad’s face. His stepfather looked up at him,
startled, as though he had forgotten why they were there.
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“What? Oh, no. I think you should just wait up here until the train pulls in and the carriages
have brought the other students to the castle. You can come down for the Sorting and the Welcoming
Feast. I will make sure your mother puts the twins down in her office to wait, if she hasn’t already.
I'm sure they’ll be getting an earful from her.” Harry wondered whether they would tell the truth or
some elaborately-embellished version of events that made him come off looking like the instigator.

“Maybe-maybe Jamie can come up and wait with me? If she wants, I mean. Unless my punish-
ment is supposed to be solitary.”

His dad smiled ruefully. “No, that would be fine, if she wants to come up. And it’s not punish-
ment so much as-keeping you and the twins apart.” He rose, brushing down his robes, even though
they looked perfect as ever.

“Dad?” Harry said suddenly. His stepfather turned, not correcting him and telling him to call
him “Professor Snape” as his mother had done with Jamie.

“Yes, Harry?”

“I-I believe what I said. I don’t think you hated my father anymore by the time he died. I-I think
you were as sorry he was dead as everyone else. Maybe not as much as mum, but probably no one
else-well, you know what I mean.”

He peered at Harry suspiciously. “I didn’t hate him anymore? What makes you think I hated
him?”

“Well, er, because he saved your life. And then mum wasn’t your girlfriend anymore, he was.
When you were all still in school.”

His suspicion seemed to be growing by the minute. “How do you know he saved my life? How do
you know your mother and I-well, any of it?”

Harry swallowed. Was he not supposed to know this? He tried to recover. “You know; I've,
um, kept my ears open, over the years...When Sirius tried to lure you under the Whomping Willow,
during the full moon, and Remus was-you know.”

His dad paced back and forth, looking angry-but not at him, oddly. “So you know about that, do
you? About what Sirius did-by the way, Professor Black, to you-and you know about Remus, too?”

Harry nodded. Professor Black. Oh, right, Harry thought; that’s who took over Transfiguration
after McGonagall became headmistress. His dad’s face was clouded over, remembering less-than-
happy days at school.

“Why do you think she broke up with me over that?”

Harry was the one confused now. “Didn’t she?”

He was terse and distant again now. “No. I broke up with her. And that’s all we will discuss for
now. I will go see whether Jamie wishes to keep you company.” And his dad was gone.

I broke up with her.

What? Harry thought. That didn’t make any sense. He was still in love with her. Why would he
break up with her? Not that it mattered; they were together now. But still-very odd, that.

Harry went to the window to watch and wait for the carriages to come up the road from the
Hogsmeade station; he wasn’t sure how soon it would be, but it was getting dark. Probably soon.
Almost half an hour had passed since his dad had left when he heard Jamie enter. He turned to
see her bouncing over to him, smiling. He grimaced. Oh, she was probably loving this, he thought,
waiting for the gloating to commence.

“So. You owe me ten Sickles,” she told him, punching him lightly on the upper arm and then
leaning her chin on her hands as she took up a position next to him at the window.

“What?”

“Our bet. About who would get detention first when we got to school. You owe me.”

“But I haven’t got detention...”

“Right. Try to weasel out of the bet by pretending you didn’t bet you’d get detention first. Simon
and Stuart do have detention, just like I said they would. You should have heard Mum lay into
them. I was listening outside her office.”

Harry turned his head, smiling at her. “Eavesdropping again?”

“Eaves were not required. You could hear Mum all over the dungeons. It’s a good thing no one
is here yet except for us and the other teachers.”

“And the ghosts and house-elves...”

“Are you going to go off on house-elves again? Honestly, Harry, that was just weird. Are you
sure you're my brother?”

Harry swallowed; no, that was the last thing of which he was sure. “I'm not your uncle...”

“Well, you still owe me. I can’t believe I let you bet that you’'d get a detention before Si and Stu. I
mean, when I saw the three of you in the entrance hall, I was sure you’d staged that just to win the
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bet.”

“I did not stage it. Stu said-"

He stopped looking at her and swallowed. She frowned at him. “What did Stu say?”

“Um...nevermind. But I did not stage the fight.”

“Well, anyway, I knew that once Dad had taken you and Mum had taken them, they were the
ones who were going to get the detention. You're Dad’s pet.”

“I am not...”

“Are so. I'm not jealous or anything. It's just a fact. And I'm their little girl, so that puts me
in a class by myself. I wouldn’t say the twins are Mum’s pets, though; she hovers over them a bit,
because of the porphyria, but that’s natural, I suppose. Stu looked a bit better the last few days,
didn’t he? I mean, better than he has since getting back from hospital, anyway. I wonder why it’s
worse for him than for Dad or Si?”

Harry furrowed his brow. Hospital? Then he remembered; Stuart had spent half of his summer
holiday in St. Mungo’s. His mother had wanted to take him to a Muggle hospital and try to get him
on a list for a liver transplant, but there would be too many questions from the Muggle doctors they
wouldn’t be able to answer (about the Porphyry Potion, for starters), plus his dad wouldn’t hear of
it. Wizards didn’t believe in cutting open the body; the only acceptable cures were through spells or
potions. No wizard would ever dream of letting himself undergo surgery (and with a Muggle doctor!)
for any reason. Stuart had grown up with this proscription like any other wizard. His mother
had screamed about this attitude being antiquated and dangerous, to no avail. Harry remembered
Moody telling him about getting his leg amputated in 1915, by a Muggle doctor, with nothing for
the pain...That was probably how wizards thought of surgery. A barbaric, dangerous practice. They
didn’t know the wonders that were possible with modern medicine, like organ transplants.

Stuart had to take the Porphyry Potion more often than either his father or his twin; somehow,
his body wasn’t coping as well as theirs, and he had more of a temper, too. Harry felt like kicking
himself now for jumping his brother; he hoped his mother didn’t go too hard on the twins. No
wonder Simon jumped on my back like that, he thought.

Harry shrugged at his sister; he had no answer. Then he squinted into the dusk. “Look,” he said
to her, pointing toward the village. “They’re coming.”

He’d never seen this in his other life; it was a beautiful sight. Above the dark silhouettes of the
village houses the sky was a watercolor wash in apricot and peach, shading upward to jade, aqua,
and finally sapphire blue, punctuated by the bright evening star. The pumpkin-like carriages were
outlined by small glowing dots, so that they seemed to be a very organized army of fireflies making
their way to the castle. There were also lanterns hanging on each carriage, two in front and two
behind, casting a golden glow on the dark landscape. The procession of carriages down the winding
road in the diminishing light was breathtaking and-Harry had to smile at himself, since he could
think of no better word for it-magical.

He and his sister opened the heavy metal-framed casement window, leaning out to look down at
the first carriages arriving. Students climbed out, chattering to each other, continuing conversations
from the train. Harry felt a pang of jealousy; he missed taking the Hogwarts Express. It was a
wonderful transition from the Muggle world to this world. Of course, he thought, I don’t live in the
Muggle world any more...

As carriage after carriage stopped and students spilled out, there were more and more reunions
in front of the castle steps, brightly illuminated by the huge torches on either side of the enormous
front door. Harry saw Liam Quirke, looking just as he had at King’s Cross Station that morning (in
his other life) and he was wearing a shiny Head Boy badge on his robes. Well, Harry thought with
satisfaction, that much is the same. Good for Liam. Except-Harry realized suddenly that Justin
Finch-Fletchley would not be here if Muggles were not receiving letters any more. He'd probably be
at Eton. Well, Harry thought, maybe Liam has found somebody else. He felt a little sad for him,
though.

Some other Ravenclaws had been in the carriage with Liam. Harry saw Evan Davies and Mandy
Brocklehurst, with their prefect badges on display. Then Harry had a sudden thought. He glanced
down at his rumpled robes, then out at the other students again. I'm not a prefect. I'm not a prefect!
he thought excitedly now, smiling to himself. No more prefects’ meetings! On the other hand,
he considered, Liam probably wouldn’t be as bad as Roger was. And since he’d remembered that
Cedric had been Head Boy during the previous year, that meant that Roger Davies hadn’t been. He
smiled even more broadly. Ha! to you, Roger Davies! He wondered what Roger was doing now that
he was out of school. Who would hire that git? he thought.

Then he wondered who the Head Girl was, but he very soon had his answer when Cho Chang
was helped out of her carriage, her badge glinting in the light from the torches. Harry smiled;
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good. She deserved it here, as in the other life. Then he noticed the boy who had emerged from
the carriage first and helped her to climb out; more a man than a boy with those broad shoulders,
he was exceptionally tall, wore a silver prefect badge on his deep black robes, and his hair was like
fire. He leaned down to give Cho a quick kiss on the mouth, then walked with his arm around her
toward the steps leading up to the castle door.

It was Ron Weasley.

Harry felt his jaw drop, then he closed his mouth abruptly, hoping his sister hadn’t noticed. She
hadn’t; she seemed to be searching the carriages avidly for one particular face. Having seen her
gazing at the framed photograph while she was packing, Harry had a feeling he knew who she was
waiting to see.

But someone else was emerging from the carriage in which Ron and Cho had been riding; it was
Neville Longbottom, but a Neville Longbottom Harry had never seen before. This Neville surpassed
even the boy who had, with the aid of Eutharsos Potion and Mnemonis Potion, beaten Harry at
dueling before the entire school. Harry remembered taking Polyjuice Potion during his second year,
and Ron telling him how strange it was to see Crabbe (whose form Harry had taken) thinking.
Looking at Neville now, Harry couldn’t help wondering whether someone who was self-possessed
and confident had taken Polyjuice Potion to look like Neville. He held out his hand to someone still
in the carriage and helped a pretty, creamy-skinned girl with a generous helping of freckles on her
face to step from the interior. Like her brother, she also wore a prefect badge. Her long red-gold hair
fell to her waist, and her large brown eyes shone happily in the torchlight as she smiled at Neville.

Harry made no effort to close his mouth this time; he’d never seen Ginny appear so mature. She
looked happy too, even happier than she’d been when Draco Malfoy had kissed her after Harry had
tied Gryffindor and Slytherin for the Quidditch Cup...

“There he is!” Jamie cried excitedly, pointing down the line of carriages toward where Draco
was standing. His hair appeared yellow rather than platinum in the firelight, and his prefect badge
glittered. He laughed at something said by someone still in his carriage, then he reached out his
hand and helped a girl with dark wiry hair emerge, and she clung to him after she was on the
ground, as though she would fall if she did not lean on him for support. Mariah Kirkner looked
up at him the way Jamie had been looking at the photograph, but with more of an expression of
ownership. Harry looked sideways at his sister, who was frowning. Uh oh, he thought. Competition.

Then he had a memory that made him think that it might be far better if Draco did not think of
his sister as dating material...

They crept quietly down the passages between the shelves of dusty books, holding their lit
wands high before them.

“Are we close, do you reckon?” Harry asked Draco.

“Getting there. I hid it with the copies of Hogwarts, A History. No one ever reads them,
and a book mixed in there about shielding charms would never be noticed...”

“Yeah, well, maybe if we’d prepared sooner than the night before the O.W.L.s, we
wouldn’t need to be sneaking about the library at midnight, hiding books we don’t want
others to see...”

“It’s fine to say that now, but in nine hours, Flitwick’s going to expect us to know this
stuff, and I intend to. Studying ahead of time’s a waste. There are too many other more
enjoyable things to do with my days—and nights—"

Harry thought of the many girls Draco was stringing along at any given time; he knew
exactly what his best friend was talking about. Unfortunately, Harry did not have a girl-
friend, so he had no real excuse for not being prepared other than not wanting to study
alone. Just as they had reached the shelf with its multiple, pristine copies of Hogwarts, A
History, they heard the creak of the library door opening.

“Nox!” they both whispered quickly, putting out their wandlights. Harry’s heart thumped
painfully in his chest as he pressed against the shelves beside Draco, squeezing his eyes
shut as though that meant the person who’d just entered wouldn’t be able to see him. Steps
echoed on the hard floor; Harry held his breath as the person came nearer and nearer. He
could hear the person breathing. Was it one of the professors? They would be in so much
trouble; maybe they’d be kept from taking their O.W.L.s. He should never have let Draco
tallkc him into this, he should have been studying while Draco was up in the Astronomy
Tower with his succession of girlfriends...

“Lumos!” a_feminine voice said. She was standing not three feet away from them. It was
Niamh Quirke. Harry groaned inwardly. Head Girl; great. Almost as bad as a teacher. She
had as much authority when it came to giving out detentions and deducting house points.
The undersides of her nose and chin were eerily illuminated by her wandlight; but although
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Harry had seen Niamh looking stern before, and giving out detentions and deducting house
points, she didn’t look likke that now. She didn’'t pay any attention to Harry at all, in fact;
Jjust Draco. A slow smile crept across her face...

It happened so fast. Niamh agreed to keep quiet about them being out after hours.
She’d overheard them discussing the plan when they were in the library briefly during the
afternoon, and she’d come hoping that they wouldn’t be gone yet.

“Well, actually, I was hoping you wouldn’t be gone yet,” she said pointedly to Draco, her
eyes burning. Harry saw girls look at his best friend like this often enough; he knew what
she meant. He looked at Draco; was he interested? Who was he seeing right now? Susan
something...or was it Hannah? It didn’t seem to matter to Draco. Here was a girl two years
older than him, and Head Girl, no less, offering herself and her silence to him. A slow smile
spread across Draco Malfoy’s face. Some opportunities were not to be missed.

He held out his hand to her and they walked to a corner in the rear of the library. Harry
leaned against the shelves, sighing with relief that they weren’t going to be caught, but also
in_frustration at his own girlfriend-less state (although he didn’t really envy his friend these
loveless physical encounters that seemed to be his hobby).

Harry heard the rustle of clothing being removed; he heard the unmistakable sounds
of kissing, then moans and groans that made him cover his ears with his hands and hum
the Holyhead Harpies fight song to himself. When that was done, he counted loudly to
himself, ears still covered, eyes squeezed tightly shut. After a while, he opened his eyes,
seeing the eerie outlines of the bookcases in the moonlight streaming in the windows. It
was very quiet. Harry crept in the direction where he’d seen them go, holding his breath.
He slowly put his head around the bookcase on the end, where Draco had had more than
one assignation during the library’s daylight hours (clothes usually stayed on then). Draco
was leaning on her; trying to get his breath, his arms around her and her legs around him.
Harry saw, unmistakably in the stark moonlight, a bare breast, and the nipple very dark
at the tip...

He pulled back, embarrassed to his core. They’d just finished and they were still-were
still-

He couldn’t form coherent thoughts, so he stopped trying and ran to the door of the
library. He hoped they hadn’t seen him. He wished he had a different best friend, but after
so many years at school (and before they’d come to Hogwarts, as well) everyone had their
mates, their crowd. If he parted ways with Draco, he’d be alone. Jamie would be very
unlikely to join him in the Draco-exodus. He swallowed as he fled the library. Maybe that
wouldn’t be such a bad idea, he thought. Better no friend than one who uses people so
blatantly, or who gives no thought to the fact of his best friend being in the room while he’s
shagging a girl...

He definitely did not want his sister going after Draco Malfoy. Or Draco Malfoy going after his sister.
She didn’t know about his numerous “conquests.” And Harry didn’t want her to become one. She
wouldn’t even be fifteen until February! Then he remembered that Voldemort had told him she was
to be born in March. Well, he thought, she must have been born a little early. What was it? He
tried to clear his mind of extraneous thought. February-21. That was it. His sister’s birthday. He
turned to his sister, trying to really see her; he looked at her pure profile in the reflected torchlight
bouncing off the window, her freckled nose, her bright green eyes, her chestnut brown hair. Draco
probably didn’t know she existed anyway, he reasoned. He probably just thinks of her as a sister,
Harry tried to reassure himself.

Then he wondered, Why was Niamh Quirke Head Girl last year? But he immediately knew; Alicia
Spinnet had never been to Hogwarts. She was Muggle-born. She probably didn’t even know she
was a witch. Harry thought of Hermione again, looking down at the carriages, hoping against hope
that she would be here anyway, even though all of the logic was against it.

Most of the carriages had emptied their human cargo, and Harry and Jamie closed the casement
and left their stepfather’s office to go down to the Great Hall. Did she have any clue at all what a
cad her brother’s best friend was? Harry wondered. Not that Draco would ever be insulted by such
a label; he would laugh and wear it proudly. He didn’t let such things get in the way of his fun.
Harry both recoiled from this and somewhat envied his friend his ability to disconnect...No, no, he
reminded himself. I do not want to be like that.

They reached the entrance hall, still thronged with students. “Draco!” Jamie called, her hand
raised, her voice carrying above the tumult of voices. The silver-grey head jerked up upon hearing
his name, and he smiled charmingly. Harry could see that this response was making his sister melt;
this year was going to be trouble, he felt. Very big trouble. Draco Malfoy made his way toward them
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through the crowd. Jamie threw herself on him, and he returned the hug, his nose in her thick,
shining hair, his arms spasming across his sister’s back longer than Harry would have liked.

“Hey, Draco,” he said, trying to sound casual about it. His friend smiled back at him, and then
Harry noticed that Mariah had come along with him. He saw now that she too wore a prefect badge.
Maybe things will change, Harry thought hopefully. Maybe he’ll have a steady girlfriend...

“Let’s go!” Draco said to all three of them now. “Let’s get good seats!” They worked their way
through the crowd, and once in the hall, Harry followed his sister and best friend to one of the long
tables, and only after he was seated and noticed where he was did his heart leap into his throat.
No, he thought, his breathing growing ragged. This can’t be happening. This can’t be...

He looked across the hall to where Ron Weasley was sitting with his sister. Neville Longbottom
was next to her, and Seamus Finnigan was on the opposite side of the table from them. Katie Bell
sat a few students away from Seamus, and there were some other non-Muggle-born students Harry
recognized from his other life who were in Gryffindor. The trouble was, he wasn’t in Gryffindor.

He looked at the people around him.

No, he thought. 'm not. I'm not I'm not I'm not...

Iam.

I'm in Slytherin.

He felt tears prickle behind his eyelids. He swallowed, looking around the hall. I'm in Slytherin.
How had this happened?

But now there were other changes at the school to consider. Up at the staff table, Professor
McGonagall was sitting where Professor Dumbledore should be, Harry thought. She was flanked
by Professor Vector (she was sitting where McGonagall used to, so Harry thought she might be the
deputy headmistress now), and his stepfather, Professor Snape. Harry was still getting used to his
new look, his neat short hair and close-cropped beard and mustache, and the fact that he wore a
generally pleasant expression on his face. His mother did not sit next to his father; she was further
along, next to an empty chair.

Other members of the staff were familiar. There was Sinistra; there was Flitwick; there was
Trelawney (Harry noted this with a grimace); he saw Madams Hooch, Pince and Pomfrey, an un-
familiar man with horns whom Harry thought he’d last seen at the Ministry of Magic when he’d
been there for Lucius Malfoy’s trial (which had never happened now). Next to the horned man was
Professor Binns.

Professor Binns?

Binns had been at the staff table for things like the announcement of the Triwizard Tournament
and the House Cup, but Professor Binns had never come down to eat at the staff table during all
of the years Harry had been at Hogwarts. Of course, during all that time, he’d been a ghost, and
ghosts didn’t need to eat. However, this Professor Binns needed to eat.

He was alive.

Harry closed his gaping mouth before someone threw a Bludger into it. Professor Binns had not
died. Whatever circumstances had led up to his simply expiring by the fire in the staff room had
not occurred in this world, and Harry saw his History of Magic professor in living color for the first
time, red-faced and corpulent, looking like he very much wanted the feast to start, and also looking
like a colossal bore. Harry groaned inwardly; the only interesting thing about History of Magic had
been Binns drifting through the blackboard at the beginning of class, and clearly that was now out
of the question.

Then Harry noticed the dark-haired professor to his stepfather’s right; he immediately recognized
the handsome, laughing face, as he listened attentively to Professor Sprout, on his other side. It
was his godfather, Sirius Black, who now taught Transfiguration. He was not an escaped convict
trying to stay one step ahead of the dementors, or even an illegal, unregistered Animagus. He'd
been properly registered for years, and had taught in McGonagall’s old classroom ever since she’d
been elevated to headmistress by the Board of Governors, after Dumbledore’s resignation. Sirius-
Professor Black-was now head of Gryffindor, Harry remembered. It would have been nice to have
his godfather for his head-of-house. His stepfather was head of Slytherin, as ever. Well, that’s
something, Harry thought; I'm still in good with my head-of-house.

But he was finding this small comfort, indeed, noting how few their numbers were without the
Muggle-born students, thinking of all the people he should be seeing and wasn’t. No Dean Thomas,
he realized, nor his sister Jamaica. He’'d already realized that Justin wouldn’t be here, and he saw
that Ruth Pelta wasn’t either, at the Gryffindor Table. Ginny and Ron would never go to her bat
mitzvah now, he thought. He did see Tony Perugia at the Gryffindor table, and Harry noticed his
prefect badge. Another thing the same. But none of the Muggle-born Gryffindor first years from the
year before were sitting there as second-years now. In fact, he realized, none of the first years who
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weren’t Muggle-born were there either. He looked around he hall. He didn’t recognize anyone who
looked like they were younger than fourth year. There were students who seemed to be the right
age to be second and third year, but not one of them was a familiar face to Harry.

Then he thought about when Jamie was born; late February of 1982. She’d been conceived in
May of 1981...But Harry recognized quite a few of the other fourth years. Finally, it came to him:
October 31, 1981. Any student who would have been conceived after that date no longer existed.
The world was completely different after that day than the way it had been in his other life. And
even if a couple conceived one day later or earlier, or even one hour, or one minute later or earlier
than in the other timeline, they couldn’t possibly create the same person. Harry thought about the
Weasley family; the same two parents had produced seven completely different people (nine, if you
counted, the lost sisters, but he didn’t know them). Each of us being created is a billion to one shot,
Harry thought, not really knowing the numbers, but that sounded pretty good to him. He scanned
the Gryffindor table for someone who looked like Will Flitwick, hoping he was wrong about this, but
he didn’t see anyone remotely like Will. All of the younger students were complete strangers to him.

Harry moved his eyes around the Slytherin table; a number of familiar faces, but some people
were missing from here, too. His brothers were chatting animatedly with each other as though the
tussle in the entrance hall had not occurred. Where were Crabbe and Goyle? he wondered. Surely
they had been born...

He turned and tried to unobtrusively check the Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff tables. Ah, there they
were. They were Hufflepuffs. Why is that? he wondered for a moment, before remembering that
he’d seen in the Daily Prophet that both of their dads were caught putting the Cruciatus Curse on
someone and were sent to Azkaban. What was it, six or seven years ago? Perhaps without their
dads’ influence they’d become a bit different....Then he didn’t see Padma Patil at the Ravenclaw
table. Wait-there were two of her at the Gryffindor table. No, he corrected himself; one is Parvati.
So, now both Patil twins were in the same house. And one of them was wearing a prefect badge.
This was getting very confusing...

The hall grew quiet. Professor Vector rose and walked down the center of the room, her footfalls
echoing from the stone walls. Harry raised his eyes to the enchanted ceiling; the sky was littered
with stars and the moon was a perfect crescent. Not a cloud drifted in front of the heavenly show.
Vector quietly opened one of the huge doors to the entrance hall and then went through to the
entrance hall and closed it again. The entire school waited. After a few minutes, both doors opened
with a bang! and Professor Vector returned, leading the new first years behind her, small and
nervous, and not a Muggle-born witch or wizard among them.

At the end of the line of eleven-year-old boys and girls walked a stocky, muscle-bound red-
haired man in worn-looking brown leather pants, a matching leather waistcoat over his homespun
shirt, and long, scaly green-leather wizarding robes fastened at his throat with a silver brooch,
like a cape. He wore heavy dragon-skin gloves and matching boots, deep green and scaly like his
robes. He removed his gloves and strode through the hall behind the first years. Harry immediately
recognized him as Charlie Weasley. His hair was slightly damp, and Harry realized that he must be
the one who had brought the new students across the lake in the boats.

Harry frowned. Where was Hagrid? Wait; now he remembered. It had become common knowl-
edge that Hagrid was half-giant years ago, before Harry was even a first year. Dumbledore left over
the ban on Muggle-born students, and Hagrid was summarily dismissed as groundskeeper during
the following year. Since that time, Charlie had been serving as groundskeeper, and since the old
teacher left seven years earlier, he’d also been teaching Care of Magical Creatures. But Professor
Weasley, Harry knew, slept in the staff wing. The hut where Hagrid used to live had been boarded up
and abandoned for years. Professor Charles Weasley took the empty chair next to Harry’s mother.

As the children approached the Sorting Hat on the small four-legged stool, Harry’s heart went
out to them; he’d been utterly terrified when he’d been sorted, in his old life. Now a rip opened near
the brim, like a ghoulish maw, and the hat began to sing the song it had been composing for an
entire year:

I'm nothing much to look at
But looks aren’t everything.

I've got oh! such a lot of brain
So hear this song I'll sing:

Enchanted shoes may make a dancer;
Magic gloves a pianist rare;

But I make you a Hogwarts student
When you put ME on your hair!
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Every thought you've in your mind
Is an open book to me.

I'll look in you, and tell you true,
Which house is yours, for free!

Do you belong in Gryffindor,
With other heroes brave?
Will you run into fire and ice,

Your enemy to save?

Or do you fit in Hufflepuff,
That faithful, toiling crew?
Your patience and your loyalty
May show your colors true.

But you might be a Ravenclaw,
A clever, savvy sort,

If your wit and erudition show
In matters of import.

Or finally, in Slytherin
You may yet find a place.
Ambition and a cunning mind
May hide behind your face.

So sit right down and put me on!
I never bite or lunge

It won't last long, I promise you,
So let’s all talke the plunge!

Harry groaned; the hat certainly hadn’t gotten any better at making up songs. The rest of those
assembled burst into applause, and Harry joined in half-heartedly. The hat bowed, acknowledging
the acclaim, and then settled onto the stool once more, looking like any other battered old wizard’s
hat.

Harry saw some of the first years whispering to each other; he wondered what tall tales some of
them had heard about the sorting ceremony. Harry remembered that in his other life, Ron had been
told by Fred that they had to wrestle a troll. Harry had been afraid that he would have to perform
a spell, and Hermione had thought that a possibility as well. Hermione. She kept coming back
into his mind...How could she not be here? But then, the hat’s song reminded him of his sorting
ceremony in this life...

Harry twisted his hands in his new school robes. All he could see was the back of Draco’s
head. Professor Vector had led them into the hall and they had waited patiently while the
hat sang its terrible song, clapped politely with everyone else, and stood nervously, sweat
making his glasses slide down his nose, waiting for his turn on the stool.

“Abbott, Hannah!” called Professor Vector. Harry knew Hannah from the village school
in Hogsmeade. Her blonde ponytails bounced as she made her way to the stool. The hat
Jfell down over her eyes. It took only a moment before the hat cried, “HUFFLEPUFF!”

The Hufflepuff table burst into cheers, and Hannah was welcomed by her new family,
smiling and blushing as she walked over to them. After that, Susan Bones became a
Hufflepuff as well, and Terry Boot and Mandy Brocklehurst became Ravenclaws.

“Brown, Lavender!” Professor Vector called. When she became the first new Gryffindor,
that table erupted with noise, and Harry noticed that two red-heads who appeared to be
twins were definitely the noisiest. Millicent Bulstrode became a Slytherin; Harry wasn’t at
all surprised. He also knew her from the village school. Now it was their turn to cheer their
new housemate. No one had ever cheered Millicent for any reason, Harry knew. She looked
very pleased, trying not to smile as she ducked her head and walked blindly toward the
noise.

“Crabbe, Vincent!”

A burly boy sat down on the stool now; it seemed possible that it might not support him,
but the legs did not give way. The hat sat on his shoulders for a _few minutes before it
proclaimed, “HUFFLEPUFF!” The boy took the hat off with a sigh of relief, and walked to
the Hufflepuff table, where they seemed to be as happy to have him as the others who had
already been placed there.
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Then Seamus Finnigan was placed in Gryffindor (the red-headed twins continued to go
mad), and Gregory Goyle went to Hufflepuff, where he sat with Crabbe; they seemed to
know each other. Neville Longbottom walked with dignity to the stool when his name was
called, and when he became a Gryffindor, that table became even wilder.

“MacDougal, Morag!” became a Slytherin, and Harry twisted his robes in his hands; his
best friend was up next. What if they didn’t get sorted into the same house?

Draco walked to the stool confidently when his name was called; he’d no sooner put
the hat on his shoulders than it cried impatiently, “SLYTHERIN,” as thought it were so
completely obvious the hat shouldn’t even have been bothered. Draco took the hat off and
rose, looking expectantly at Harry. “Nott” and “Parkinson” became Slytherins as well, then
twin girls named Patil both became Gryffindors; after “Perks” went to Ravenclaw, Harry
Sfinally heard:

“Potter, Harry!”

No one took any notice of him. Everyone was waiting for the feast; they just wanted to
sorting to end. None of the house tables appeared to be interested in such a scrawny, pale
bespectacled boy with unruly hair coming into their house. Harry put the hat on his head,
feeling it slip down to his thin shoulders. He stared into the blackness.

“Hmmm,” said the disembodied voice, sounding very loud to him, although he hadn’t
heard anything but the house names when others had been wearing the hat, so he was
fairly confident that no one else could hear what the hat was saying to him now. “Interest-
ing. Good mind, very good mind. Brave, I can see that. Talent to spare, oh my. Ambition.
That’s good, very good. And you don'’t take insults lying down. I can see that. A very
interesting combination. Where shall I put you? Hmmm...”

Harry felt the rough wood under his hands as he gripped the stool. My best friend went
into Slytherin, he thought.And my dad is the head of house.

“Slytherin. Yes, an excellent choice. You're brave enough and talented enough for
Gryffindor...”

Slytherin, Slytherin. Please.

“...but you would do great things in either place, and Slytherin could help you on your
way, no doubt about it...”

Harry waited for the hat’s word, wondering whether he was going to be slapped around
by the rather frightening-looking red-headed twins at the Gryffindor table. It wouldn’t be
so bad, he tried to tell himself. My mother and father were Gryffindor. I'd still see Draco a
lot...

“SLYTHERIN!” the hat proclaimed. Harry was startled. It was all over. He was in the
same house as Draco. He removed the hat from his head and walked over to the Slytherin
table, smiling, and Draco patted him on the back when he arrived and started introducing
him to the other house members whom he’d just met.

Harry was now a Slytherin.

The sorting was done and Professor McGonagall stood. She cleared her throat and spoke stiffly.
“Welcome!” she said. “Welcome to a new year at Hogwarts! I will now give out a few notices...”

But the “few notices,” went on and on and on. There was the usual prohibition against going into
the Forbidden Forest; there was the list of contraband articles (although Harry didn’t properly catch
the name of the caretaker, it wasn’t Filch); there was the announcement of the first Quidditch match
in about a month’s time, between Slytherin and Ravenclaw (cheers from Slytherin when they were
mentioned and boos from Ravenclaw; cheers from Ravenclaw when their house was mentioned,
and extended boos, insults and otherwise rather rude behavior from the Slytherins); there were
warnings about leaving school grounds without authorization, and a reminder to those in fourth
year and up to return their signed forms to be eligible to visit Hogsmeade on designated weekends.
(They must have raised it from third years, Harry thought.)

The notices went on and on. Professor Vector had had this paper published; Professor Sinistra
had discovered that new star cluster. Harry leaned his head on his hand. It was all starting to
sound like, “Blah, blah, blah...” He stared at his empty plate. Food. Food. Food. Maybe if he
thought it hard enough, the house-elves would send up the food before she finished talking.

Finally, he heard, “Thank you!” and the headmistress sat. The clapping and cheering was
unbelievable; never was a crowd of people more grateful that an orator had shut up. Suddenly,
the table was full of food, and Harry and Draco started filling their plates while Jamie looked on
disapprovingly. While he ate, Harry heard comments around him from other Slytherins about “that
old bat,” and “I can’t believe she finally decided to shut it.” Was this how Slytherin students had
talked about Dumbledore before he’d left? Harry wondered. He’d never heard such disrespectful
talk at the Gryffindor table.



76 HARRY POTTER

Then he heard someone further down the table-his own year, he thought-saying, “And just look
at Evans. As hot as ever...I can’t want for Potions....” and then while the boy next to him nodded
and agreed, he suggested doing something to his mother that made Harry’s throat seize up. He
stood angrily and pointed at him.

“Zabini! Detention!”

The Slytherin table was silent, everyone staring at Harry. The other boy frowned at him.

“What?”

“You don’t talk that way about a professor,” Harry sputtered, remembering that this boy probably
didn’t know that Professor Evans was his mother. Zabini smirked at him.

“You can’t give me detention, Potter. You're not a prefect.”

Oh yeah, Harry thought. Damn! When I was a prefect, I never wanted to do this, and now...

“But I am,” Draco Malfoy drawled, standing slowly. He glared evilly at Zabini. “Detention,
tomorrow night with Professor Snape. I'll tell him the reason for the detention, too. You know he
doesn’t tolerate insubordination against any teacher.” Harry looked gratefully at his best friend. He
may be a cad with girls himself, but Draco wasn’t going to stand for Harry’s mother being insulted.
Harry suspected that Draco respected Lily Evans far more than he did Narcissa Malfoy. Harry also
thought his stepfather would probably be very interested to know what Zabini had been saying
about his wife...

He and Draco sat again. Harry glanced around the Slytherin table. Until he’d challenged Zabini,
no one here had batted an eye at his mother being discussed in that way. He gazed at the Gryffindors
wistfully; just as he was doing this, Ginny Weasley had turned and looked in his direction. She
caught his eye and smiled. Harry was shocked; he couldn’t take his eyes from her. She turned
back to the Gryffindors; Harry noticed for the first time that there was a boy at the Gryffindor table
who bore an extraordinary resemblance to Neville Longbottom, but he seemed to be a little younger.
And then Harry remembered that one of the first years was named Rupert Longbottom, but he was
sorted into Hufflepuff, not Gryffindor. He’'d noticed Neville frowning about this while the Hufflepuffs
cheered. So, in addition to looking very, very in charge of himself, Neville also had two brothers.
Did that mean his parents weren’t in St. Mungo’s? Harry wondered. Did they still work as Aurors?
If so, that seemed to be another good thing about this life...

Suddenly, Harry felt a coldness pierce his chest, and he turned to see the Bloody Baron sitting
next to him. He drew in his breath; when he exhaled again, he could see it as a small grey cloud
before his face, the air around him had become so cold. The ghost’s dark, disturbing eyes bored into
Harry’s. Harry was paralyzed with fear. He felt utterly alone, despite being surrounded by people.

“This is not right,” the ghost hissed at him, making Harry’s teeth chatter. Everyone around them
ignored this interchange. “Fix it.”

“What-?" Harry struggled to speak through his shivering. “What do you mean?”

The Baron fixed Harry with a stern and knowing gaze. “You know. You have done this. It is
wrong. This is not how it should be.”

Harry’s bones felt made of ice. “How do you know? Does anyone else?”

“Only those of us who move between worlds. She knows, as well. But she does not know she
knows.” He pointed at the staff table, and Harry turned; the Baron seemed to be indicating Professor
Trelawney, who was staring into space, eating her pudding with a blank expression on her face, her
large owlish glasses reflecting the light from the many floating candles above the tables and the
torches on the walls.

“But-I-I don’t know how to fix it...” he stuttered, turning back to the ghost. He leaned back as
the Baron moved his mouth very close to his ear.

“Find a way.”

And suddenly, he flew up and up, through the ceiling with its enchanted sky, and was gone.
Harry saw Nearly Headless Nick sitting next to Ron at the Gryffindor table. Nick turned to look at
him.

Fix it, he mouthed at Harry.

Harry looked at the Hufflepuff table now; the Fat Friar gazed back at him, his dark eyes frighten-
ing instead of friendly, as he usually appeared. He shook his head mournfully, turning away from
Harry. The ghosts knew. They didn’t like it; it wasn’t right. Harry swallowed, taking in this strange
world, the world he-and Voldemort-had created.

The trouble was, if he was going to attempt magic of this magnitude, there were only three people
he knew of who might be able to help him. One was Voldemort himself. Bloody unlikely; he’d wanted
things to turn out this way. Another was Albus Dumbledore, who was no longer headmaster, who
didn’t approve of changing time, and who could be anywhere doing anything, and probably didn’t
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even know who Harry was, except being the son of his former students. If Harry told him what had
happened, he doubted he would be believed.

The third person he knew who might be able to help him was someone else who didn’t know
him, not anymore. She was probably the smartest witch in England and she didn’t even know she
was a witch. She was living somewhere as a Muggle, completely oblivious to her own considerable
magical powers. Harry knew what he would have to do if he were ever to fix this, if he were to right
this wrong that had resulted from trying to right the wrong of his mother’s death. If this was ever
going to be fixed...

He needed desperately to find Hermione Granger.



— CHAPTER FIVE —

The Talented Mr. Potter

Harry followed the other Slytherins down to the dungeons, walked for what seemed miles under-
ground before they reached the nondescript stone wall that hid the Slytherin common room, and
followed the others inside after one of the seventh-year prefects gave the password. Harry tried to
listen hard; he thought he’d heard the large, surly-looking boy say “dragon’s blood.” He remembered
the last time he’d been here in his second year, when the password had been “pureblood.” Did all
the passwords have “blood” in them? he wondered. At least it wasn’t “Mudblood.”

The common room looked as he remembered it, with the dank stone walls, high-backed chairs
near the fire and eerie green lamps hanging from the ceiling, casting a sickening glow over every-
thing. Harry hadn’t eaten very much at the feast, but he felt he would spew what he had eaten if he
had to sit in that dreadfully-lit room for one minute. He put his hand on his stomach to emphasize
his queasiness and said to Draco, “I'm not feeling well. I'm going to bed. See you in the morning.”
Draco frowned at him.

“You promised to help me with the plans. You've been hinting all summer that you had something
absolutely ripping up your sleeve to really get Weasley. You said that we could stay up all night after
the feast, if necessary, working out the details. You know I'm no good at that stuff. I need your
devious brain.”

Harry grimaced; that’s what he was afraid of. Not only wasn’t Ron his friend in this life, it seemed
that they were downright enemies. Well, he decided, that was going to change.

“I'm not interested in that anymore. It all seems so—childish. What do we have against him
anyway?”

“What do we-do I have to remind you of the second Quidditch match of last year? Not to mention
our last five years at school?” Draco was incredulous. Yes, Harry thought irritably, you do have to
remind me...

“Is there a point to carrying a grudge like this?” he persisted, hoping that he might eventually
talk sense into him. “Frankly, I think it’s tied my stomach in knots...” He moved to leave again,
hoping that his feet would take him to the right room on auto-pilot.

“Is there a point? To getting a Weasley?” Draco’s voice squealked, he was so incensed.

Harry frowned at him. “Oh, grow up,” he said as condescendingly as he possibly could before
turning away from him. He went through a doorway, looking around at the monotonous grey stone
walls; he’d been in the common room here, but never the dorms, and he was tired and irritable
and still feeling chilled to the bone after the Bloody Baron had confronted him. He had a choice;
corridor on the right or corridor on the left. He chose the left, stumbling along the stone floor,
waiting for something to feel familiar. Suddenly, someone opened a door and he ran into Mariah
Kirkner, wearing a rather thin nightdress and no dressing gown, carrying a toothbrush. She had
emerged from a room that Harry could see had several four-posters draped in deep green velvet.
He glanced across the corridor; she seemed to be heading for a lavatory. The door was ajar and he
could see celadon-green tiles on the walls. Mariah smiled at him, standing very close. He tried not
to look down at her night dress, but it was so very thin that he was having a hard time bringing his
eyes up to her face...

Not only did she not seem to mind this, she smiled even more broadly when she saw where his
eyes had gone. He fixed his eyes on her face now, feeling a warmth move up his neck. Wasn’t
she with Draco? he wondered, remembering the two of them emerging from the horseless carriage
before the castle. On the other hand, he didn’t seem capable of monogamy; if she was the same
that would make it an appropriate pairing.

“Harry!” she said liltingly, her Scottish burr as strong as ever. “Whatayver are ye doin’ here?”
She put her hand on his arm. “Ye shouldnae see me like this...” she said softly, her avid expression
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putting the lie to her words. Harry backed up, stumbling. Wrong corridor, he thought.

“S-Sorry,” he stuttered, still walking backward. “I'm tired. Took a wrong turn. G'night.”

He turned then and ran back the other way into the correct corridor, and after passing a few
doors, he saw the one labeled Sixth Years. He sighed with relief, opening the door. There were four
four-poster beds, with the same deep green hangings he’d seen on the girls’ side. The same sickly
green light shone from the green-shaded candle sconces on the stone walls, and a couple of lamps
hanging from the low ceiling. Harry reached his hand up; he could touch the stone above him. It
felt like the ceiling was sitting on his head. Of course, he was an inch or two taller than he’d been
in his other life, but even if he were an inch or two shorter he thought he would find this equally
oppressive.

He found his trunk by looking for his initials, HP, on the end. Of course, he first found the ones
labeled DM, NN and BZ, he thought grumpily. BZ would be Blaise Zabini, and NN...Norman Nott.
That was it. He vaguely remembered Nott from his other life, rather quiet and not a joiner. Harry
also remembered that in his other life Nott’'s dad and Avery had been out-of-favor Death Eaters
whom Lucius Malfoy had had killed. Was Norman’s dad a Death Eater in this life? Undoubtedly,
Harry decided. He felt an unexpected pang of sympathy toward the quiet boy he remembered; he
hadn’t really thought about the Slytherin student in his other life, he’d been so unobtrusive. He
certainly hadn’t thought about what he must have been going through when his father was caught
after the pub explosion.

Once he’d found his trunk, he did some unpacking and then changed into pajama bottoms to
sleep. He put his hand to his sternum, missing the feeling of the basilisk amulet. He examined
himself in the mirror on the wardrobe door. His chest was thin and pale, his ribs far too evident.
His hair was just like James Potter’s. He sighed. He looked just like his father.

He climbed into the bed that had his trunk at the foot and pulled the covers up to his chin; at
least the beds were as cozy as in Gryffindor Tower; the house-elves had warmed them and Harry
sighed as the comfort seeped into him, finally driving out the cold from his ghostly encounter. He
closed his eyes, weariness almost completely overcoming his body, but his brain continued to bash
on, giving him no respite.

Fix it. Right, he thought. Easier said than done. Maybe I can try two things at once, he thought.
Maybe I can try making this life better, and attempt to find Dumbledore or Hermione in case there’s
any chance at all I can change things back...But I can’t do that unless I become acclimated to this
life, understand the way things work. Of course, it would help if I felt like myself...

Then he knew what his first course of action should be: he would take up running again. That
would be a good start. And he’d need to make sure he stayed out of trouble; no pranks played
against Gryffindors. The last thing he needed was to get in trouble; he’'d already been caught by
the headmistress fighting with his brothers. Of course, he’d be trying to leave the school grounds
without permission to try to locate Hermione...but he would cross that bridge when it was time.

He felt good about his decision to take up running again, and finally felt himself drifting into
sleep, part of him hoping and expecting that the entire day, since ten o’clock that morning, had
been a mere dream, and he would awake in his nice round room in Gryffindor Tower, with Ron
and Neville and Dean and Seamus, and the sunlight would come streaming in the high windows,
making the warm red bed-hangings glow, and everything would be all right...

& ok ok ok ook

Harry’s eyes flew open. The room was pitch dark. He reached for his wand; no matter where he
slept, he always put his wand on a table by his bed in exactly the same place and position so that
he could pick it up quickly. His wand in hand now, he muttered, “Lumos!” Harry looked around,
hoping against hope that he would find himself in Gryffindor Tower. But the feeble wandlight shone
on the stern, cold Slytherin dorm, green velvet curtains pulled around the other beds, a Slytherin
house banner adorning the wall near the heavy wooden door. He noticed now that the wall-sconces
with their dormant candles were serpent-shaped.

Harry sighed, wondering what time it was. He felt wide awake and restless. He padded softly
across the stone floor in his bare feet, wincing from the cold with every step. Sleeping in a dungeon
for seven years would be bad for anyone’s disposition, he felt. No wonder more dark wizards had
come from Slytherin than any other house. Of course, I lived under the stairs for ten years, so
maybe it’s not just the environment that makes them turn dark...

He reached Draco’s bedside and moved his wand over the table; he found his best friend’s watch
and put it on. It was six-thirty. He parted the curtains and peered down at the blond boy, sleeping
with his mouth open, looking like he was about eight, instead of like the Lothario of Hogwarts.
Harry shook his shoulder gently.
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“Draco! Wake up!” He got no response. He’d been too gentle. Harry wondered how late he’d
been in the common room, and whether he’'d given up the idea of getting some kind of revenge on
Ron. He shook him less gently and repeated his name a little louder. Draco finally started to stir,
struggling to open his eyes.

“Wha-? Harry? Wha’s up?”

“Me. But you don’t have to be. I just want to borrow your watch. I'll give it to you at breakfast.”

“My wa-is that all?” he said irritably, punching his pillow and turning over. “Take it,” he
mumbled into the pillow. “Go way.” Draco closed his eyes again and resumed sleeping.

Harry closed the curtains. Would I have asked him to borrow his watch the day before yesterday?
he wondered. Or would I have just taken it and let Draco wonder who’d nicked it?

After dressing, he left the dormitory, holding his wand aloft. He briefly visited the lavatory, gri-
macing when the candles on the walls flared to life, assaulting his eyes with far more illumination
than his wand. After leaving the echoing, green-tiled room, he lit his wand again and proceeded to
the common room. He was about to leave when he realized that he wasn’t really dressed appro-
priately for running. He was fairly sure he had nothing appropriate in his trunk either, so he took
off his shirt and transfigured it, then his pants, and lastly his shoes. Now he had a sweatsuit and
running shoes. He decided to return to his dorm and retrieve a set of robes and some fresh clothes,
shrinking them to pocket-size with some more transfiguration, so that he could shower, change and
go to breakfast without returning. He had a feeling he would be spending as little time as possible
in Slytherin house.

He walked through the dark underground corridors, trying to remember the turns and forks
that he’d taken after the feast, in reverse. No, he said to himself. Don'’t try too hard. A part of you
knows this, has known it for five years. He tried to blank his mind and just let his feet go where
they wanted, and soon he was passing the Potions classroom, and soon thereafter he was going up
into the entrance hall. He opened the heavy front door and smiled; he’d forgotten how nice sunrise
at Hogwarts was. He was facing west, the sky still a deep velvet blue, but as soon as he walked
round the castle and started down the dewy lawns to the Quidditch pitch, he could see the pale
pink sky over the forest. He remembered waking there, after Fridwulfa had tucked him up for the
night between the soft furs....So many things that had never happened now, so many thoughts and
memories crammed into his brain...

As soon as he had stretched and started running, he began to feel more like his old self. But
when he found himself flagging after only three circuits around the sandy path he realized that this
body was not used to the pace he was setting for himself. He remembered how winded he had felt
after his first time running from the Dursleys’ house to the park and back. He didn’t feel as bad as
that, but he didn'’t feel like doing more just now. I'll have to work my way up again, he thought.

After some warm-down exercises he started to head back to the castle, then stopped. He re-
membered that he no longer had carte blanche to use the prefects’ bathroom, and he didn’'t know
the password anyway, even if he’d wanted to sneak in. That meant going all the way back to the
Slytherin dorm to shower. Instead, he headed back to the Quidditch pitch; there were showers in
the changing rooms. He entered, shivering; for some reason it was colder in here than outdoors. He
put a warming charm on the floor before he showered, then dressed and transfigured his running
clothes again, this time to make them small enough to fit unobtrusively into his robe pockets (after
transfiguring his other clothes back to normal size). He was about to leave, as it was now eight
o’clock, but he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and frowned. He closed his eyes and
concentrated as hard as he could. Finally, he felt a familiar tingling over his entire scalp. When he
opened his eyes, he smiled. He had his old haircut, from his old life. Good. Something else to make
me feel normal. He was about to shave, then decided that there wasn’t that much of a shadow on
his face, and he left for the castle.

When he reached the Great Hall, it was already noisy with breakfast conversation. The smaller
number of students was starting to look normal to him, but he didn’t notice that this reduced the
noise reverberating from the stone walls. He sat down at the Slytherin table between his sister and
his best friend.

“Where’ve you been?” Jamie asked between bites of toast. “And what did you do to your hair?”

Harry helped himself to some sausages and eggs; the running had given him an appetite he
hadn’t had during the welcoming feast. “Running. Down at the Quidditch pitch,” he said shortly. “I
changed it. My hair, I mean. Tired of the old look.” He resumed eating, then turned to look at his
silent sister. She had tears in her eyes. “Jamie-what’s wrong?”

She snuffled, reaching for some jam for her toast. “So, you're tired of looking like our father, are
you?”

He had not expected this reaction. “Er, I just-you know-wanted to look like myself.” He
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squirmed, not wanting his sister to think he was showing disrespect to their father’s memory.
Did he have to make his appearance a permanent shrine to his father? he wondered.

“Well, You-Know-Who’s going to have a melt-down when she sees you. And you haven’t shaved.”

“You-Know-Who is a she? Since when?”

Jamie looked around at the other students. “You know which You-Know-Who I mean. Don'’t act
dumb.”

He was going to say it wasn’t an act, but he realized that wouldn’'t sound quite right, so he
instead looked toward the head table, and sure enough, his mother was looking at him with her
eyebrows raised and a pointedly disappointed expression on her face. Great, he thought. No one
cared when I did this before; now I've got a sister and mother breathing down my neck about a
simple change in hair...

But the reaction wasn’t all bad. Pansy Parkinson was smiling very broadly at him, Millicent
Bulstrode kept dropping her silverware and flushing every time he looked her way (she tried to
pretend she wasn’t looking back), and Mariah Kirkner simply kept gazing at him without pause,
eating and drinking as though she found him so completely mesmerizing she had no choice but to
remain riveted on him throughout. Harry turned to glance surreptitiously at the other tables; some
Gryffindor girls had noticed him as well. Parvati Patil was giving him a look of surprise similar to
that his mother had given him (without the hostility), and Ginny was smiling at him again. This
time he smiled back at her, not turning away until Ron Weasley, next to her, turned and glared at
him. Harry sighed, returning to his food; he had to do something about Ron. He missed his real
best friend and wanted him back. He slid his eyes sideways to look at Draco Malfoy. Draco could be
all right when he wanted to be. But he wasn’t Ron, not by a long shot. He turned and looked back
at the Gryffindor table; this time the Weasley at whom he gazed wistfully was not Ginny, but Ron.

When breakfast was almost over, Harry asked Draco, “So, what do we have today?”

“Why don’t you have your stuff with you? We have Transfiguration with the Ravenclaws, first
thing. That’s three flights up. You’ll miss half of class, going back to the dungeons for your things.
After that we have Dark Arts with the Hufflepuffs. That’s one floor up from Transfiguration. There’s
no way for you to get the stuff between classes without being late for that one, either.”

That’s funny, thought Harry. We never used to have those classes in combination with other
houses. Then again, the school used to have a few more students...Suddenly he had a brainstorm
about how he’d get his parchments, books, quills and ink.

“What’s after lunch?”

“Potions, then Charms. Both with the Gryffindors, unfortunately. We have to put up with
Weasley all afternoon. No free period today. What, are you going to wait until lunch to get your
stuff?”

“Don’t worry. I'll do it right now. What do we have, fifteen minutes or so before we have to start
upstairs?”

“I think...” Draco began, looking at his wrist; then he looked at Harry’s. “Hey! You took my
watch!”

“I asked you and you said to take it and go away.”

“When did I ever say to take it?”

“At six-thirty this morning.”

“What in bloody hell were you doing up at six-thirty?”

“I told you; running. You were half-asleep; I was afraid you wouldn’t remember. Here.” He gave
it back to him.

“You can get up for running at six-thirty, but you can’t remember to bring up your things for
class? It’s a half-hour hike down to our dorm. An hour round trip.”

“I know. I've got it covered. Something that’s faster than walking. Come on.”

He rose and his sister and best friend followed him. He led them out of the Great Hall, through
the entrance hall and down the steps to the dungeons. At the foot of the steps he stopped. Flick-
ering torches provided the only light. He pulled out his wand and stared into the semi-darkness,
concentrating on his rucksack, books, parchment, quills and ink bottles in his trunk at the foot
of his bed. He pictured each item in his mind, very clearly. Finally, he cried, “Accio!” The sound
echoed off the stone walls, gradually dying out. A minute passed, then two, three. His brow still
knit in concentration, he kept his wand out, waiting, waiting, waiting.

Finally, when almost ten minutes had passed, they could see the objects hurtling toward them
at breakneck speed. At last, when it seemed that the three of them might be impaled by the quills,
spattered by the ink bottles and battered by the books, Harry, his wand still pointed down the
corridor, cried, “Impedimenta!”
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The objects hung in mid-air, stopped dead by the second charm. Harry walked forward about
ten feet and plucked his supplies from the air, including his rucksack. He put his things in the bag
and slung it over his shoulder, then turned to look at his friend’s and sister’s shocked faces.

“What?”

They were speechless at first. Finally, Jamie was able to form words. “When did you get so good
at summoning charms? And what was that other thing?”

“It slows things down so that they look like they've stopped completely. They're actually still
moving, just really, really slowly. Oh, that reminds me.” He pointed his wand at his bag. “Finite
Incantatem!” He looked up at his sister again. “Can’t have it continue to move-even a little-now
that I've got it.”

She continued to stare, then grabbed Draco’s wrist, twisting it into an uncomfortable position
that made him yell in pain. But he didn’t do anything to stop her, or retaliate. After glancing at
his watch she shouldered her own bag and ran for the stairs. “I'll be late for Charms. See you at
lunch!”

They both called goodbye to her, then started climbing the stairs themselves. As they walked,
they were quickly joined above the first floor by other sixth-year Slytherins and Ravenclaws. Harry
saw that his friend kept looking sideways at him with a suspicious expression. Finally Harry
couldn’t take it any more.

“What’s with you? You'd think you two had never seen a person do a summoning charm before.”

“No, you'd think we’d never seen you do a summoning charm. There’s a difference.”

“Well, I got it right, didn’t I?”

“Yeah, but-"

“Well then let’s drop it.”

They had reached the Transfiguration classroom. Harry entered with a smile, looking forward to
a class with his godfather. They filed in with the other Slytherins in their year, plus a half-dozen
Ravenclaws that Harry remembered from his other life. Evan Davies wore a prefect badge, as did
Mandy Brocklehurst. One of the other boys was Felix Moon and one was Terry Boot, but he wasn’t
sure which was which. He also recognized Lisa Turpin and Sally-Anne Perks. Along with Norman
Nott, Blaise Zabini, Morag MacDougal, Pansy Parkinson and Millicent Bulstrode, their number was
thirteen. A perfect coven, Harry thought with a grin. Trelawney would be having a fit.

“Good morning!” Sirius said to them with a friendly smile as they took their seats. He again
looked like the handsome best man in Harry’s parents’ wedding photos, instead of a fugitive from
wizarding justice. “Sixth year Ravenclaws and Slytherins, correct?”

“Slytherins and Ravenclaws,” Draco Malfoy corrected him. He smiled at Draco.

“Hello again, Draco. Had a good summer?” Draco smiled back at him; good, thought Harry, he
and my best friend get along. And he’s the sort of teacher who uses first names, instead of last. He
smiled at Sirius too, and looking less jovial now, Sirius nodded at him.

“Hello, Harry.”

Harry frowned just a little, wondering at this lukewarm greeting. The other students then be-
gan babbling to him about their holidays; he was clearly a very popular teacher, and he listened
attentively for a few minutes before clapping his hands and gesturing for them all to sit.

“Yes, yes, I'm sure you all had wonderful adventures on your holidays and I'll eventually hear
about all of them. But right now we need to begin. This is your sixth year. You all did quite well
on your O.W.L.s; I was very, very pleased with every one of you.” He beamed at them all. “But now
you have only two years to prepare for your N.E.W.T.s. That’s not as much time as you might think.
We are going to begin Advanced Transfiguration this year. In the past, you have Transfigured
inanimate objects and small animals. This term we will begin to Transfigure larger animals and
objects, eventually progressing to-" He paused, looking around at them all. “~Transfiguring each
other.”

A couple of people gasped; Harry and Draco looked at each other with alarm. Learning to
do the Animagus Transfiguration was one thing, Harry thought. I'm not sure I want someone else
Transfiguring me. He remembered Draco Malfoy the Amazing Bouncing Ferret, and almost guffawed
from the memory, but caught himself in time, biting his tongue. His godfather gave him a stern
look and his best friend frowned at him. It’s a good thing Draco can’t read minds, Harry thought.

“As seventh years, you will then learn how to Transfigure yourselves. These will be spells of
short duration, and require wands, unlike the Animagus Transfiguration, which is done thusly,” he
said, suddenly disappearing, to be replaced by a large black dog. In a blink, their teacher was back,
with his black hair and eyes and deep maroon robes. “However, even if we determine during your
seventh year that one of you-and I would be very surprised if there is even one of you among all
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of the seventh years—-who has the aptitude to become an Animagus, you may or may not be able to
study to become one. The Ministry must now approve an application to begin Animagus study, with
detailed information submitted concerning why you wish to become an Animagus. The last I heard,
the application process is up to sixteen months, and no one has been approved since I received my
Animagus license fifteen years ago. They only instituted the application requirement ten years ago,
but still, no one has even been approved to attempt it in all that time. So I wouldn’t exactly expect
to become an Animagus before finishing your seventh year, any of you.”

Harry pondered this; why was the Ministry controlling this so tightly now? Professor McGonagall
had simply begun training him after she’d discussed it with Dumbledore. “It’s a good thing they
didn’t have that rule when you were in school,” he said to Sirius, smiling.

Harry’s smile evaporated a second later when his godfather, glaring at him, said softly, “In the
corridor, Potter. Now.” No more first name.

Harry rose with trepidation and followed Sirius out the door, looking over his shoulder at his
best friend, who was grimly waving goodbye to him, as though he didn’t expect to see him again.
Once in the corridor, his godfather turned to him, looking as though he was barely under control.

“What did you mean by that?” he demanded of Harry. Although Harry had seen Sirius Black
angry, he had never seen him angry at him, in this life or his previous one.

He stared at the older man, unsure where to begin. “Well, um,” he struggled. “You know. The
way you and my father and-and Pettigrew became Animagi so you-so you could be with Remus
Lupin when he-you know-" he peered at his godfather nervously. He glared even harder at Harry.

“How do you know about that?”

Oh no, Harry thought, remembering his conversation with his stepfather the previous evening.
Not again. “Oh, you know. I've-heard things. Over the years. Here and there.”

“Here and there,” his godfather repeated, pacing, running his hands through his hair restlessly.
“Not ‘down at the Quidditch pitch’?”

Now Harry was the one who was confused. “Down at the Quidditch pitch? How would I hear
about this down at the Quidditch pitch?”

Sirius straightened up and cleared his throat. “Oh, nothing. Forget I said anything.” His
expression softened. “I'm sorry, Harry. It’s just that you have to remember that in the classroom,
you're just another student, not my godson. You're very good at Transfiguration-I gave you two
0O.W.L.s, didn’t I? But I can’t risk anyone thinking I'm giving you preferential treatment.”

Harry bristled. “I earn my marks.”

“Yes, you do. I just-let’s not make any more remarks concerning things you've heard in private
conversations in your home, hmm? Let’'s not remind people we have a personal connection.” He
looked more kindly at Harry now. Harry nodded. “Oh, and Harry-nice haircut.” He smiled even
more now, and Harry smiled back. So, he could get along with his stepfather and-to a certain
extent-his godfather. Why not his mother?

Harry and his godfather returned to the classroom and the rest of the class time passed without
incident. They didn’t do any spells but took copious notes on the hazards of Transfiguring oneself or
others, which made splinching oneself while Apparating sound like a holiday at the seaside. Harry
remembered Viktor Krum’s botched shark Transfiguration during the second task of the Triwizard
Tournament. He wondered whether he could still do the golden griffin Transfiguration, and he
decided to try later, when he could find someplace private. He’d managed to alter his hair, after all.
That seemed like a good sign.

One father down, one to go, he thought, as the Slytherins split from the Ravenclaws, who were
going to Binns’ classroom next. The Slytherins ascended the stairs to the Dark Arts classroom,
meeting up with the sixth-year Hufflepuffs.

“Where are you lot coming from?” Millicent asked Ernie MacMillan, standing rather close to him.

“The greenhouses,” Hannah Abbott answered her, coming between her and Ernie. “Herbology
with the Gryffindors.”

“Of course it was with the Gryffindors, who else would it be? Why bother to say?” Draco sneered
at her, then rolled his eyes at Harry and muttered, “Hufflepuffs.”

Harry felt bad for Hannah, who gave Draco a hurt look, which he seemed to find amusing. As he
scanned the half-dozen Hufflepuff students, he again noted the absence of Justin Finch-Fletchley. I
suppose he’s at Eton, Harry thought, playing football and cricket, and wondering why he sometimes
makes strange things happen when he gets over-excited. At least he’s never known what it’s like to
be petrified by a Basilisk.

Harry and Draco took seats front and center. Severus Snape was not deigning to notice that
students were entering the classroom, despite the noise and jostling that unavoidably accompanied
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the advent of thirteen teenagers. He continued to placidly write on the blackboard; not a speck of
chalk dust dared to leap onto his pristine black robes. Must have put a dust-repelling charm on
them, Harry thought. It would be like his stepfather.

He finally finished writing, punctuating his final sentence with an emphatic period that broke
the piece of chalk he had been using. He ignored this and turned around, surveying all of the
students, including Harry, with what appeared to be intense dislike. Hmm, Harry thought. Maybe
some things haven’t really changed. He still doesn’t seem to actually like being a teacher.

But suddenly, his dad’s face was split by an absolutely blinding smile. “Welcome back! It’'s good
to see you all again!” Harry could have fallen off his chair in shock. Also shocking was the way
Pansy and Millicent were looking down at their parchments shyly, and even Hannah seemed to
have forgotten that Ernie existed momentarily. His dad’s dark hair gleamed, brushed back from his
brow, and his beard was neat and close-trimmed. His nose still had that downward hook, but that
hardly seemed to matter; the girls all seemed to think it was charming. Then Harry realized that
his new haircut was identical to his stepfather’s. And since he hadn’t shaved, he appeared to have a
close-trimmed beard and mustache. It looked as though he’d been imitating him! Harry sank down
into his chair, wondering what his dad would say (and making a mental note to shave before his
afternoon classes).

But no comment was forthcoming on his hair, facial or otherwise. “Please take out your quills
and parchment and copy down the notes on the board! Then we will be going on a little trip, as it
were.”

He sat down at his desk to wait for the class to finish copying the notes. Harry started copying,
then paused when he realized that the notes were all about boggarts. Haven't we covered boggarts
yet? he wondered. That’s odd...but try as he might, he could not dredge up a memory of learning
about boggarts in this life. He shrugged and wrote quickly.

When everyone had put their quills down, his dad stood again. “Now! We will be going down to
the kitchens. Mr. White, the caretaker, has reported that the house-elves have found a boggart in
the potato pantry. We will flush it out and then confront it. Now, since the boggart takes on the
form of your worst fear, do any of you think you know what form your boggart might take?”

Slytherin and Hufflepuff alike looked at each other in bewilderment. Only Harry slowly raised
his hand. His dad nodded at him.

“All right. Potter. That's one.” Now Fiona Fawcett also raised her hand, looking nervous. He
acknowledged her, then said, “No one else?” The others still looked baffled. Well, Harry thought,
we’ll find out soon.

They marched down the stairs to the entrance hall, then continued down to the kitchen. When
they reached the painting of the bowl of fruit, Harry instinctively reached out to tickle the pear to
get it to turn into a doorknob. His best friend and stepfather frowned at him.

“How did you know to do that?” his dad asked him quietly as Harry held the door open for the
others. Harry felt like kicking himself. Instead, he shrugged and raised his eyebrows. His dad
surveyed him suspiciously as they entered he kitchens.

Everything was as Harry remembered it. House-elves were zipping about, busily preparing lunch
dishes. They ignored Severus Snape and his students, dancing nimbly around them with their bur-
dens or disappearing with abrupt pops! or cracks!, and appearing again across the room. Harry
found it quite entertaining, actually (now that he wasn’t trying to wrestle cleaning flannels from
them) and could have happily watched the house-elves work until lunch, but he followed his class-
mates to the area behind the large black stove. He noticed that Crabbe was looking at the house-
elves with large eyes and scurrying behind the stove as quickly as possible.

They had to descend a flight of steep stairs to reach the potato pantry; its location was even
further underground than was necessary, so that the potatoes were guaranteed to be cool and dry.
They passed a door labeled ONIONS which Harry’s stepfather gave a wide berth. Finally, he stood
with his hand on the knob of the room labeled POTATOES. The tall professor looked round at them
all.

“Now, then. We have been practicing hexes and curses for five years. Certainly by now you should
be able to combat almost anything this creature will become, no matter how horrible. Wands out!
Is everyone ready?”

The students nodded nervously. Harry thought he was probably ready, but then he doubted;
what if in this life he had a different fear? What if it wasn’t a dementor? He tried to remind himself
to be prepared for whatever he would see, and he tried to remember all of the things he’'d learned for
the Triwizard Tournament and the Dueling Club. Concentrate, he told himself. And remember-it's
just a boggart. Whatever it seems to be, it’s not, really.

Severus Snape put his hand on the door handle and prepared to pull back the catch. He then
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reached out and randomly grabbed Pansy Parkinson’s arm and pulled her toward the door.

“You will be first. Everyone else, hang back. Give her a clear field. As I call your name, come
forward to confront it. Do not hesitate. You will lose marks if you do. I will be judging your work
based on your promptness and the appropriateness of the response. I am not here to judge your
fears. Now, give Parkinson some room.” He nodded at her. “Ready?” She looked like she might cry.
“Too bad. It’s time.” Harry thought that was a bit callous, but suddenly, the door was opening and
his stepfather had backed off with the others, leaving Pansy standing alone in the pantry doorway,
peering into the darkness. Nothing happened. They all waited.

“He-hello?” she inquired uncertainly into the silence.

Suddenly, a roaring yeti appeared in the irregular polygon of light in the open doorway. Pansy
screamed and ran up the stairs to the kitchen. Professor Snape sighed.

“Fawcett!”

Fiona stepped forward, looking nervous but determined. The boggart immediately became a
werewolf, fangs slavering, eyes red and unfocused. She uttered a charm and turned the end of her
wand into a silver-tipped spear, stabbing the beast viciously in the breast. Harry was jolted; he
didn’t know her well, but he wouldn’'t have thought her capable of violence, even in self-defense.
Then she withdrew (his stepfather was smiling and nodding at her) and Millicent Bulstrode took her
place. The boggart was now a twelve-foot high mountain troll, and Harry remembered with a pang
how he and Ron and Hermione had become friends in their first year...

He let his mind wander and didn’t see how Millicent handled the troll, but she was now stepping
aside for Ernie MacMillan, who was confronting a low-slung five-legged beast covered with reddish-
brown hair. It had a gash of a mouth, numerous jagged teeth, and each of its five legs (which
protruded from its head like a five-legged spider) ended in a club foot. Ernie cried out his charm
and the beast immediately became a Scotsman, complete with kilt, sporran and ghillie shoes, tam
and bagpipes. The Scotsman looked quite confused.

Ernie was waved aside and Susan Bones took his place. The Scotsman was gone; in its place was
a spherical, mottled fish standing on two long legs which ended in webbed feet. Susan hexed it and
stepped aside for Hannah. The fish disappeared and became a small, smooth grey rock. Hannah
stood facing it, sweat standing out on her forehead, her wand out, when finally hairy legs appeared
beneath it and it stood; it was barely a foot tall. Hannah cried out, “Stupefy!” and it immediately
rolled over. Draco came forward now, and the unconscious rock immediately metamorphosed into
a cat, which reminded Harry remarkably of Crookshanks. Large, orange and truculent, the cat
sprang at Draco’s head. He screamed and pointed his wand at it, crying, “Expelliarmus!” Harry
grimaced; the stupid cat wasn’t armed; what was he trying to do, declaw it? He looked at his dad,
who waved Draco aside.

It turned into a leprechaun for Goyle and a fire for Morag (who correctly used the Fluvius charm
to aim water at it from her wand). Then his stepfather cried, “Potter!” and Harry stepped forward
nervously, wondering what he would see. The boggart sensed a new presence, a new fear, and it
changed.

It was a dementor.

Harry breathed a sigh of relief. He glared at it, fighting against the cold that wanted to seep into
his bones, into his soul. He drew on his happiest thoughts (which all involved Hermione) and cried,
“Expecto Patronem!”

Immediately, a white stag sprang from his wand tip, running around the dementor, driving
it back into the pantry. Before it could retreat altogether, his dad pulled him aside and cried,
“Crabbe!”

The stocky, confused-looking boy stepped forward and the dementor became a dozen house-
elves, flitting about Crabbe, cracking! in and out of the space around the boy’s head. He looked like
he was going to cry. Like Pansy, he went running up the stairs, only to come back immediately,
crying, “There’s more up here!”

The collected students found it impossible not to laugh. (Harry tried not to but it was just too
hard.) Amid the laughter, his stepfather cried, “Riddikulus!” and the boggart burst into small pieces
like minute shards of glass, and those shards broke up too, smaller and smaller, until there was
nothing but a fine powder on the already-dusty floor of the corridor outside the pantries.

Professor Snape was smiling and nodding at them all. They climbed the stairs back up to
the kitchens, (Crabbe still trying to avoid the house-elves) and then left and proceeded up to the
entrance hall. Once there, he turned to speak to the class.

“Well, almost all of you did very well. I see some weaknesses that we can address, but it is just
the first day of term. There will be time for all that. I am sorry that you did not get a chance, Nott
and Zabini,” he said to the other two Slytherin boys, “but after all of that laughter,” and his eyes
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actually twinkled at Crabbe, “the boggart just wasn’t going to survive much longer. We’'d played
with it long enough. Class dismissed.”

It was just a few minutes before lunch, and the sixth-year Hufflepuffs and Slytherins entered
the Great Hall with relief, talking excitedly about the whys and wherefores of their various fears.

“What was that thing, Ernie?” Hannah asked him.

“My mum told me about it; I haven’t been able to forget it. Her family’s from northern Scotland.
It's a Quintaped, sometimes called a Hairy MacBoon. But it’s actually a Transfigured Scotsman.
It's a long story...”

“Harry,” his dad said to him softly, before he could follow Draco into the Great Hall. Harry turned
to his stepfather, wondering what he wanted to say that warranted him using his first name in a
place where others might hear. The older wizard walked to the front doors and opened them, and
Harry followed. After the doors were closed again, his stepfather sat on the top step of the entrance
stairs, and Harry sat next to him. He looked at Severus Snape’s profile for a minute, then turned to
look out at the road to Hogsmeade, and the homely skyline in the distance, the thatched and tiled
roofs, the bell tower of the village hall. Home. The sun was almost overhead, but not quite; there
was still a small amount of shade to protect his stepfather’s sensitive skin.

It was Harry who finally spoke. “You want to know about the Patronus.”

“Yes.”

Harry shrugged. “There’s not much to tell...”

“Well, how about this: why are you more frightened of dementors than anything else?”

Harry shrugged again. “I suppose my greatest fear is—fear.”

His dad nodded. “Very wise. And you knew about this being your greatest fear? That’s why you
learned how to conjure a Patronus?”

“Yes.” It was a completely truthful answer. It was a skill learned in another life, but he wasn’t
being asked where and when he learned it, just why. His stepfather didn’t press the issue.

“That was some Patronus.”

“Yes.”

“Interesting form it took.”

Harry squirmed now. “Yes,” he said more softly. Partly to change the subject and partly because
he really wanted to know, he asked, “What does it become for you?”

Severus Snape looked startled. “It-never mind.” Harry wondered if it would have been a werewolf
for him, as it was for Fiona. He’d looked very satisfied about her reaction to it. Harry remembered
the Pensieve, watching James Potter save his life...

His stepfather stood, brushing some nonexistent dirt from his flawless robes again. “Never
mind,” he repeated. “Let’s go eat,” he said simply. Harry nodded and followed him back into the
castle.

He paused near the doors after they were closed, watching his dad stride purposefully into the
Great Hall. The bell rang and suddenly Harry heard a rumbling noise, and the floor where he stood
actually began to shake as almost the entire population of the school descended (or in some cases,
ascended) the steps to the entrance hall, which was suddenly full of students in black Hogwarts
robes with bulky rucksacks. Harry stood back as they streamed into the Great Hall. In a few
minutes it was quiet again. Harry put his hand up to his face, feeling the progression of the hair
growth since the morning. He looked around, ducked down the staircase to the dungeons, then
pulled out his wand and started to shave. He hadn’t gotten very far, however, when a girl who was
one of the last to emerge from the Potions dungeon ran right into him.

“Oh, I'm sorry!” She hadn’t been looking at him but at her companion. Harry recognized the girl
who apologized as Annika Olafsdottir. The other girl was Ginny Weasley. For no reason he could
think of, Harry felt himself blush; Ginny smiled warmly at him.

“What are you doing here?” she asked him teasingly. Harry didn’t know what to think.

“I-er-well-this may sound strange, but I forgot to shave this morning. I was going to take care
of it before lunch.”

She looked at him appraisingly and Harry shivered. “You look all right to me.” She smiled at him
again over her shoulder as she followed Annika up the stairs to the entrance hall. Harry swallowed,
staring after her. Am I crazy? he wondered. Or is she giving me the come-hither in big, bright neon
letters? Or whatever wizards use instead of neon? Or maybe wizards discovered neon first? Or-oh
hell, he thought. What is she doing?

He turned and started going down the stairs again and ran right into his mother. He hadn’t
noticed that she hadn’t emerged from the dungeons yet. He wondered whether she preferred to
come this way instead of using the short-cut from her office to the Great Hall.
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“Harry,” she said, not sounding especially pleased. “What are you doing here?” She didn’t
comment on his hair and unshaven face.

“l-um-wanted to put my bag in the Potions dungeon before lunch. Is that okay?”

She scrutinized him; he tried to remember whether she had appeared to believe a single word
he’d said since yesterday morning. “That’s fine. After that you’d better get upstairs for lunch. Don’t
be late for class.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said meekly, continuing down the steps past her and proceeding to the class-
room. Once inside, he put his bag down in the corner and finished shaving himself with his wand.
At least now he wouldn’t look like he was completely emulating Severus Snape. He wondered if
Ginny would still think he looked all right...No, no, he shouldn’t be thinking about Ginny.

Why shouldn’t I be thinking about Ginny? a different part of his brain said. He remembered the
way she’d been smiling at him since the welcoming feast. She certainly didn’t seem to harbor bad
feelings toward Slytherins, even if her brother did. (He had no evidence of this as yet, but based on
Draco’s complaints about spending all afternoon with Weasley and given that he was supposed to
be planning some sort of spectacular revenge with Draco, he didn’t think this was going out on a
limb.)

He thought about Ginny again, and then he thought about her in a different way...A memory
rose up from somewhere in his muddled, crowded brain, something from when he was younger...

He was ten years old and more excited than he ever remembered being. The Quidditch
World Cup hadn’t been canceled after all, as the International Confederation of Wizards
had threatened to do because of rumblings of dark wizard activity. It was to be held in
Spain, in some unplottable foothills near which Basque separatists had supposedly been
fighting for years. That was just a wizarding ruse; the Basque separatists were actually
magical communities trying to keep Muggles at bay, and the seeming-political instability in
the region had accomplished that goal. Harry and his stepfather and brothers were going;
his mother didn’t want to come, and his sister was staying home with her. Jamie wasn’t
overly fond of Quidditch.

Sweden was playing Greece. Harry’s dad and brothers had to spend a lot of time
covering themselves with salve to protect themselves from the harsh Spanish sun, and
Harry found himself growing bored while he was waiting for the match to start; they had
middling seats, near Sweden’s goals. Harry was still undecided about whether he was
cheering for them or for Greece. He much preferred the Greek food he’d had so far (he’d
finished his spinach pie quickly and was getting very sticky _from some delicious baklava),
but just in case, he’d collected small flags from each country, which were in his pockets.

He wished for a pair of omnioculars when he saw a tall red-haired man buy some for his
children, but Harry knew that wasn’t going to happen. Before they’d left, his mother had
cautioned his dad against being badgered for “trinkets;” he knew they were on a very strict
travel budget. A wizard ferry had brought them across the English Channel; the magical
ferries never had the dreadful accidents experienced by Muggle watercraft, as they actually
hovered slightly above the surface of the ocean. These ferries appeared quite normal from a
distance (if one ignored the fact that all of the passengers were wearing wizarding robes).

Once in France, they’d taken a Portkey to Spain. The British and Spanish Ministries of
Magic were not on speaking terms and so they could not take a Portkey directly to Spain
from England. France’s Ministry of Magic was—for a time—friendly with both countries’ Min-
istries and so agreed to act as a way-station for travelers to the World Cup. Harry had never
before experienced that sickening feeling of the hook behind his navel, rushing-through-
space sensation, and the awkward landing. Because of these side-effects of traveling by
Portkey, it was not recommended that people use Portkeys to go to France, then another to
Spain. One needed a proper rest spell between using Portkeys or one could become quite
ilL

When they arrived in Spain, his dad and brothers immediately started in on the salve;
usually at least one of the twins complained about this, but they were so anxious to see the
World Cup that for once there was no whinging.

Harry glanced again at the red-haired man; he seemed to have quite a lot of children,
all red-haired like him. Harry saw two who were calling him dad but were clearly already
grown up (the stocky, muscular one looked familiar); a thin bespectacled boy of around
Jfourteen, mischievous-looking twins a little younger than that, a tall, thin boy about ten
years of age, like Harry, and a delicate-looking girl who was probably a little younger.
Oddly, the stocky grown-up brother and the girl and youngest boy seemed most interested
in being there. The boy with the glasses had his nose buried in a book and the eldest



88

HARRY POTTER

brother was flirting with a dark-haired witch who was gazing at him appreciatively. The
twins were huddled together, laughing, in a world of their own.

Harry noticed that the girl especially had shining eyes as she watched the pre-game
show. There were Quidditch players from Spain’s national team (which had been elimi-
nated a year earlier) doing flying formations that were quite impressive. She looked like
she was itching to grab a broomstick and emulate them. Harry watched them for a minute;
he knew exactly how she felt. He wanted to be on a broomstick right now, going into a dive,
banking and twisting...

When he looked at her again he discovered that she was gazing back at him. She had
very large brown eyes in a rather thin face, and her hair was a bit messy, like her father’s.
She was extremely pale and seemed almost more likely to burn in the hot sun than Harry’s
dad and brothers, who had gone to speak to his dad’s uncle from Dunoon. Harry grimaced,
looking over at him; he liked Uncle Duncan and all, but he had actually worn a Kilt to the
World Cup. In Spain. Harry was glad that he wasn’t near his dad and brothers and uncle
at this moment; he didn’t want the girl to know he was with them. He smiled nervously
at her; she was pretty in a waifish way. He wondered whether she was from Sweden, or
maybe Germany. She probably didn’t speak any English. Oh well, Harry thought; maybe I
can learn a little of another language.

He edged over to her; she was only about five seats away, on the same level as Harry,
and the intervening seats hadn’t been taken yet. The brother with the glasses had taken the
twins and the boy around Harry’s age somewhere, and the eldest brothers were keeping
an eye on their little sister. Harry hoped they didn’t think he looked threatening.

“Hello,” he said to her. She smiled back. Harry felt sure she wouldn’t be doing this if
she understood, but he pressed on. “Do you speak English?” he asked her, very distinctly
and slowly. She laughed then, her eyes crinkling up and dimples appearing in each cheek;
Harry wouldn’t have thought it possible for her to be any prettier, but now she was.

“Do you? Of course I spealk English!” She was still laughing. Harry felt himself flush.
She had an English accent, although not precisely like his. He couldn’t place it.

“Oh. I thought you might be Swedish. Where do you live?”

“Just outside of Ottery St. Catchpole.”

Harry nodded as though he knew where that was. ‘I live in Hogsmeade.”

“Oh!” Her eyes lit up. “Hogsmeade! I wish we lived there. Then maybe mum would let
us go to school...”

“You don’t go to school?”

“Mum used to be a teacher at the Hogsmeade school. She teaches us at home. Well, just
me and Ron now. He’ll be a first year at Hogwarts next September. Fred and George just
Jinished their first year-they're twins. They can’t wait to try out for the Gryffindor Quidditch
team in September. There’s openings for Beaters. That’s their favorite pastime; wreaking
havoc.” She smiled; Harry wasn’t sure he’d ever met a nine-year-old girl who talked like
her.

“I'll be a first year next year too.”

“Really? What house do you want to be in? Everyone in my family’s always been in
Gryffindor, but Ron’s really worried he’ll be a Hufflepuff or something.”

“My mother and father were both in Gryffindor, but my dad-" He was about to say
his dad was head of Slytherin house, but he remembered that Slytherins and Gryffindors
didn’t get along as a general rule, and decided against it.

“What about your dad?” Harry realized that she probably thought his father’ and his
dad’ were the same person.

“Oh, nothing. Is your mum here?”

“Nah. She’s not interested.”

Harry smiled. “You mean she’s sick of hearing about Quidditch morning, noon and
night. That’s what my mum and sister said. That’s why they’re not here.”

“You have a sister? How old is she?”

“Eight. She’s all right too, as sisters go. She’s actually one of my two best friends in the
whole world.”

“Wow.” She was silent for a moment, looking down. “None of my brothers would ever
call me one of their best friends. I'm usually just in the way.” Harry thought she looked
rather sad. She sighed and looked up again, as though she were determined to put a good
face on things. “I can’t wait to go to Hogwarts. My brother Charlie works there. That’s
him.” She pointed to the stocky brother, and now Harry knew why he looked familiar; he
was the gamekeeper and also keeper of the keys of Hogwarts. He’d started after the old
gamelkeeper had left and the former headmaster had resigned. He’d only seen him once,
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though, and doubted that he would recognize Harry. “This September he’s going to be a
teacher, too. He'll be doing Care of Magical Creatures.”

Harry smiled at the obvious pride she felt in this particular brother. “Is he good with
magical creatures?” Harry asked, watching her face.

“Oh, yes. He spent a few years in Romania studying dragons, but when the gamekeeper
_Jjob came up at Hogwarts dad and mum wanted him to apply, so he’d be closer to home.”

Suddenly she turned and met his eyes; he’d been gazing at her profile, and now he was
caught out, but somehow he couldn’t take his eyes away from hers.

“Your eyes are nice,” she said softly.

Harry swallowed. “People say I have my mum’s eyes,” he croaked, his voice catching.
They still looked at each other. Time seemed to have stopped. Harry never knew it was so
nice to just sit and look at someone. He felt like he could look at her forever, count those
freckles across her nose...

“Hey! Harry!”

Harry jumped, almost startled out of his skin. But it was his best friend, Draco Malfoy.
He grinned and motioned him to come over.

“I finally found you! Dad’s getting programs. Mum’s gone to the loo...Oh, hello,” he said
brightly to Ginny, a broad smile splitting his thin, pale face. She smiled back uncertainly.
Harry leapt fill the social void.

“Oh! This is my best friend, Draco Malfoy. Draco, this is, er-" but then he realized he
didn’t know her name. And he hadn'’t told her his, either, although she had probably heard
Draco when he’d called out his name.

“Ginny Weasley,” she said softly, smiling. But she wasn’t smiling at Draco; it was
directed at Harry. She seemed to be amused that he was trying to do_formal introductions.
“And you're Harry-" she prompted him. He stared at her like a dunce for a long moment.

“Oh! Potter. Harry Potter.”

“Well,” she laughed. “Hello, Potter-Harry-Potter.” He flushed again, but couldn’t resist
smiling back at her. Then Draco’s dad caught up with his son and stepped down to where
they were sitting.

“Draco! Our seats are further along! Who are you talking to? Oh, hello Harry. Where
are-"

But he was interrupted by Ginny’s father yelling, “Hey!” and striding over to them.
“What are you doing near my daughter, Malfoy?” Mr. Weasley demanded of Draco’s father.
Harry looked nervously from one man to the other. Ginny looked acutely embarrassed.

“Oh, is this one of yours?” His voice was dripping with disdain. “I had no idea. I
was getting my son; he’d found his friend talking to her.” Lucius Malfoy glared at Arthur
Weasley.

Suddenly, the youngest brother was standing next to his father; he grasped his sister
around the upper arm and pulled her to her feet. “Come on, Gin! What're you doing talking
to them?”

She followed her brother, her brow creased, looking at Harry over her shoulder. Harry
heard the word “Slytherin” as they moved away. He felt a stab of sadness in the middle of
his chest as she was dragged further and further from him. Harry turned to look at Draco,
who shrugged.

“It’s just a girl. We're here for some serious Quidditch.”

Draco would, of course, change his tune about girls in a few short years, but neither of them knew
that yet. Harry remembered now that what would have been the next World Cup, in 1994, had
been canceled because of the threats from dark wizards were taken more seriously this time. In
his old life, that had been when he’d gone to see Ireland play Bulgaria...He sat and closed his eyes.
Concentrate, he told himself. Remember. And as he sat, he began to see images in his mind, he
began to be more of this world again...

There had been something of a cold war on ever since 1982. It was unclear who in the Ministry
was supporting Voldemort and who was supporting Crouch, and there were periodic departmental
purges to try to clear out people supporting the “wrong” side. For every atrocity committed by
Death Eaters, there seemed to be another instance of wizarding rights being revoked by the very
people who were supposed to be protecting the wizarding population from dark wizards. There were
frequent inquisitions; those hauled in for questioning were usually sent to Azkaban. It wasn’t clear
whether all of those in the wizarding prison were really dark wizards or deserved to be there, but
the Ministry seemed to operate under the assumption that it was better to be safe than sorry.

There were also a number of witches and wizards somewhere in the middle, who didn’t support
the Death Eaters but also didn’t support the police state under which they were living by order of
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the Minister of Magic. This made them as suspect as any Death Eater. Aurors were both revered
heroes and an endangered species; Neville Longbottoms’s parents were two of the most successful.
Harry swallowed, considering the world he’'d created. True, it wasn’t completely overrun by Death
Eaters and ruled by Voldemort; but was it a_just world? Did all of those people in Azkaban deserve to
be there? He was willing to bet that none of them had had advocates to speak for them in wizarding
court. Kangaroo court is probably more like it, he thought. And yet, the Death Eaters were still
committing atrocities and Voldemort was no closer to being vanquished...

Harry thought about this sad state of affairs. It wasn’t completely dissimilar to the way things
had been when he’d left the other life. Harry had the feeling he was seeing the future of the other
timeline, if it had been allowed to continue. If he managed to return to that life, he had to warn
people of what could happen, how the situation could degenerate.

“If he managed to return. That was a very big “if.” Even if he found Hermione, what if she just
thought he was barking mad? What if she still couldn’t help him?

Stop that, he commanded himself. This is Hermione. Then he had a thought: He could get other
help as well. There were other Muggle-born witches and wizards...Justin Finch-Fletchley, Dean
Thomas, Alicia Spinnett...Once he found Hermione, she could help him find them.

As much as he’d been trying to remember more about this life, this world, now that it had come
rushing back, he struggled to push the thoughts out of his mind and think of slightly pleasanter
things. He’d met Ginny when he was ten. She hadn’t been biased against him then, and she didn’t
seem to be now. Well, he thought, she was a very smart witch in his other life. If she’s my friend in
this life, maybe she could also help me fix the timelines. Or maybe when I find Hermione, she can
help me explain to her what it means to be a witch.

Harry wasn’t sure how long he’d been sitting in the Potions dungeon, but suddenly his mother
came sweeping into the room, stopping short when she saw him. Harry was startled by the look of
concern she wore on her face; that was how a mother was supposed to look, he thought. But it was
quickly replaced by her imperious look.

“You've missed lunch,” she said crisply. The first bell rang. “And class is about to start.”

“I'm not hungry,” he lied, and a moment later his stomach moved noisily inside him. She looked
like she had heard. A thunderous noise overhead told him that the students were leaving the Great
Hall for their afternoon classes. It was only a matter of minutes before the sixth-year Gryffindors
and Slytherins entered the room, still chattering noisily. The second bell rang. Draco immediately
strode over to Harry and took a place next to him.

“Where were you? Jamie was worried. You've been behaving queerly. Here-I threw a sandwich
together for you.” Under the table, he passed Harry a ham sandwich on thick, hand-sliced brown
bread. His stomach moved within him again. He ducked down and took a large bite out of it, closing
his eyes in relief as he chewed. But his relief was short-lived; he sat up and opened his eyes, the
sandwich still in his right hand, under the desk. His mother was standing next to him looking very
stern. She held out her hand and Harry reluctantly gave her the sandwich. He wished he’d had a
chance to take another bite. He still had the first bite in his mouth, but he didn’t dare chew while
his mother was standing there. She took the sandwich and strode to the front of the room, dropping
it unceremoniously in the dustbin.

“What,” her voice rang out against the stone walls, “have you all been told about food in this
room?” The assembled students stared at her, silent from fear, not ignorance. “The moment you
bring food in that door you risk contaminating both your food and your work space. You apparently
don’t know enough to go to lunch at the appropriate time, Potter,” she said snidely, “but you should
know that much. Ten points from Slytherin.”

Harry wished that a hole would open up at his feet so he could fall into it. The bite of bread and
ham still sat in his mouth like a lump. Everyone was looking at him. He caught Ron Weasley’s eye;
Ron looked quite smug.

As soon as she turned to the blackboard and started writing the potions ingredients they would
need, he was able to resume chewing, but when he swallowed, the food sank like a stone, and he
felt as hungry as ever. His stomach continued to make noise all during class. Draco looked at him
sympathetically. He’s all right, Harry thought. Getting me the sandwich was nice. But I still don’t
want him touching Jamie.

The rest of the class was as successful for Harry as the first five minutes. Nothing he did pleased
his mother. She praised Ron lavishly and awarded Gryffindor house points. Harry was baffled,
because he was following all of the instructions very, very carefully, measuring to the finest grain
of every ingredient, timing all of the additions with pinpoint precision, using the second hand on
Draco’s watch. At the end of the class, he felt mentally and emotionally drained from trying to
please her and failing.
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Harry plodded out of class feeling extraordinarily dispirited. Draco clapped his hand on his
shoulder when they were in the corridor.

“You okay, Harry?”

He shrugged, not wanting to admit that she’d gotten to him. He followed Ron and Neville and
Seamus with his eyes; the three of them had done well in class, and seemed to be very good friends.
Ron had no beard, but he didn’t appear to have a scar on his cheek, either. His prefect badge
glittered on his robes. He looked up and caught Harry’s eye. Harry’s stomach clenched when he
saw the reflexive look of hatred on Ron’s face.

“What are you looking at, Potter?”

Harry was startled. Suddenly, Draco stepped between the two of them. “Nothing much, Weasley.
What're you looking at?”

Ron looked around him to Harry. “I think I'm looking at someone who can’t make a simple potion
after five years...”

Harry lost it and pushed Draco aside. “I did everything perfectly. She just has it in for me. Not
that it’s any of your business.”

He stood toe to toe with Ron now, his chin raised slightly so he could look in his eyes. It was
slightly disorienting to see no flicker of friendship there, no recognition of shared hardships and
adventures.

“Oh, but it is my business. I'm a prefect and what I'm hearing is a student accusing a teacher of
gross unfairness. That’s insubordination, Slytherin.”

Harry clenched his jaw and glared back at him. Ron’s blue eyes looked very hard. Harry was
startled when he felt a hand on his arm. It was Draco.

“C’'mon, Harry. We have Charms.”

Harry gave Ron another good glare before following Draco up the stairs. Harry noticed that
Neville and Seamus were also giving him looks of contempt. Neville not looking friendly; how odd,
Harry thought.

They would be with the Gryffindors again, of course, for their Charms class, so there was no
getting away from this. When they arrived, little Professor Flitwick was as cheerful as ever. Harry
was encouraged by that.

“Welcome, welcome! Come in everyone!”

He was positively chirping. “Everyone take a seat and get out your quills and parchment. I will
begin by telling you about various charms that are useful in dueling, and then we will do something
new for all of you!” His eyes twinkled as he looked round at them all. “We will actually duel!” He
clapped his hands together excitedly. Harry smirked and tried not to give an outright grin. Yes,
remembered now. They had never dueled in the last five years, not in this life. But he had lived
another life for fifteen years, and in that life, he was the captain of the Dueling Club. His heart beat
quickly in anticipation, and he glanced at Ron Weasley.

He blindly wrote what Flitwick said about spells and counterspells and technique. He was only
covering a small fraction of what Harry had learned in his other life. Finally, when the class was
about half over, he had them stand, and with a wave of his wand, he made the chairs fly to the
walls, leaving the middle of the room clear. Harry sidled up to him while he was doing this and
spoke to him softly.

“Professor—can we use any other spells during the dueling? I mean besides the ones you men-
tioned.”

“Certainly, Harry. I'd be delighted to see what you might have up your sleeve.”

Harry tried to suppress a smile. Oh, I've got things up my sleeve, all right...

They were paired up with Gryffindor against Slytherin, except for Millicent Bulstrode, who was
dueling Professor Flitwick himself, since there were seven Slytherins and only six Gryffindors.

Harry found himself facing Parvati Patil, experiencing more than a little déja vu. But he wasn’t
planning to use any particularly painful hexes or curses, as they’d done in Moody’s class in his old
life. Just some simple, painless spells...

“Impedimenta!” Harry cried as soon as Parvati had opened her mouth. He didn’t even know what
she was going to say; he simply stepped forward and plucked her wand from her grasp, then took
the spell off her. She looked around, disoriented. Harry nodded at her.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked with a benign smile. She shook her head dumbly. Seamus
was very nearly as easy; before he could say anything, Harry used the disarming charm. Before
they had begun, Harry had noted that about ten feet directly behind Seamus was a pile of cushions
used for summoning and banishing charms, so he would have a soft landing. Harry helped him
stand up from his prone position on the cushions; Seamus had a baffled look on his face. Harry
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similarly disarmed Lavender. Padma managed to hit him with a tickling charm before he did the
Reverso charm on her, and while she stared right at him, seeing only what was behind her, he
plucked her wand right out of her hand (chuckling the whole time). After they took the spells off
each other, he explained that he hadn’t been laughing at her.

“I know,” she said irritably. “I'm the one who put the tickling spell on you.”

Facing Neville was like facing a stranger. Harry dodged a disarming charm and cried, “Emagi
rorrim!” Neville blinked, looking down at his hands, and then Harry put the disarming charm on
him and he went flying backward toward the cushions, his wand in Harry’s hand. He went to help
Neville stand, but he irritably waved Harry off, looking furious. Harry was saddened by seeing this.

The next person he faced was Ron. Ron narrowed his eyes, looking at him with more sheer
antagonism than Harry had seen on his face since the night of his sixteenth birthday, when he’d
put the Cruciatus Curse on him. Harry swallowed. He’s only beat me dueling once; I've beat him
loads of times. Of course, all of that was in another life, but still...

“Locomotor mortis!” Ron began.

Harry almost laughed. He immediately countered with, “Inverso!” knowing how disoriented Ron
would be. Sure enough, he screamed in surprise upon finding himself (he thought) suspended in
the air upside down. Harry finished by saying, “Accio!” and catching Ron’s wand handily, before
taking the leg-locker spell off himself and the Inverso charm off Ron. Ron was glaring at him more
intently than Neville had been. Harry sighed; he knew that this wasn’t exactly a way to make friends
with Ron, but all the same, it had felt good.

Finally, he was to duel Flitwick himself. I won’t let him fool me this time, he thought. I'll bring
out the big guns early; he won’t be expecting that.

The little wizard pointed his wand and opened his mouth, but Harry was crying, “Aegis!” and in
a split second, the invisible shield around him deflected the spell his professor was aiming at him.
Flitwick frowned; that wasn’t supposed to happen. Harry followed up with “Petrificus totalus!” The
little wizard went stiff as a board and fell to the floor. Harry ended the shield charm and plucked
Flitwick’s wand from his stony grasp, then revived him. Oddly, when he sat up, he was even more
cheerful than he’d been at the start of class.

“Excellent, Harry! Excellent, excellent!” Harry helped him to his feet and handed him his wand.
The small man bowed deeply to Harry, and Harry, feeling self-conscious, returned the bow, although
it was nowhere near as deep. Flitwick was very excited. “Now, how did all of you do? Each of you
dueled seven times. I won six. Did anyone else win six?” Only Ron raised his hand. Flitwick smiled
and nodded at him. “Five?” Draco and Neville raised their hands. Seamus had four while Zabini,
Parvati and Padma had three. Nott and Millicent Bulstrode had only two wins, and Pansy, Morag
and Lavender had one each. Flitwick turned to Harry now. “You didn’t raise your hand, Harry.”

He looked at his teacher levelly, trying not to look smug. “You didn’t ask who’d won seven.”

“Now, Harry, there were only seven-" He stopped and looked shrewdly at Harry, then addressed
the rest of the class. “Did no one best Harry Potter in a duel?” Harry was a little irked; I beat you,
he thought. But then, Flitwick wasn’t throwing the kinds of things at him he had during Harry’s
O.W.L.s in his other life. He’d expected it to be easy, and when it wasn’t he probably thought it was
an anomaly.

The room was very quiet as Flitwick scrutinized Harry. Finally, he cried, “Class dismissed!”

Most of the students started moving toward the door, but Padma was saying, “But Professor, it's
not-"

“Are you arguing with an early dismissal?” Harry was surprised by his sharp tone. He could tell
Padma was too.

“No, Professor.”

“Well, then.” He bustled out of the classroom. Once they were in the corridor, Harry saw
him go off in the direction of Dumbledore’s office-wait, he corrected his thoughts. That would
be McGonagall’s office now. Or not. He could be going somewhere else...

Harry turned away and found himself faced with a wall of Gryffindors. Ron, Neville and Seamus
stood across Harry’s path, blocking him from going anywhere. “What was that?” Ron demanded.
Harry recalled their earlier run-in. How was he ever going to make friends with Ron if he kept being
so confrontational?

“That,” Draco said smugly, slapping Harry’s back, “was my best friend wiping the floor with you,
Weasley, that’s what that was.”

Harry grimaced; Draco meant well, but he was not helping. Harry looked at Ron and shrugged.
“I know a few things about dueling. That’s all.”

Ron drew his mouth into a line. “You got lucky. That’s all.” He and the other Gryffindors turned
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and walked away from the Slytherins in a crowd, although Parvati, oddly enough, looked over her
shoulder at Harry as she walked away. Harry swallowed.

“Come on,” he said hoarsely to Draco. “What does Jamie have right now?”

“Transfiguration,” Draco said without hesitation.

“Go wait outside her class for her. Then both of you come down to the Great Hall.”

Draco frowned. “But it won’t be time to eat for another hour and a half after class is over.”

“Good. I don’t want to be disturbed. Let me borrow your watch.”

“Again? Guess I know what I should have given you for your birthday.” But Draco handed him
the watch and set off in the opposite direction to meet Jamie outside Sirius Black’s classroom.

The other Slytherins were having an animated discussion about the dueling. Harry walked with
them, not participating, and he waiting for them to go down the steps leading to the dungeons
from the entrance hall before he went into the Great Hall. He strode across to the anteroom where
Professor McGonagall had conducted his Animagus training in his other life. I don’t care about
applications, he thought. I don’t have sixteen months. Once in the room, he put a locking charm on
the door and lit a fire in the fireplace for both light and warmth. He flexed his arms and closed his
eyes, trying to bring on the change, thinking about becoming the golden griffin...

But instead, excruciating pain ripped through his body, sending him sprawling onto the floor.
It was the first magical thing he’d failed to do that he’d been able to do in his old life. But this
involved a body he hadn’t had before; this body wasn’t accustomed to the transfiguration. And, he
remembered, this body wasn’t used to the morning run, either. He was able to alter his hair, but
that was something he’d done without thought in his old life. The Animagus transfiguration was
another story. Harry sighed. I'm going to have to start from scratch with both the running and
this...

So he did. He began again with making his fingernails grow and shrink, grow and shrink...He
lost track of how many repetitions he’d executed when he noticed the time and realized that Jamie
and Draco should be arriving any minute. He removed the locking charm from the door and stepped
out into the Great Hall once more, just as his sister and best friend were entering. He motioned to
them to come to the room where he’d been. Once the three of them were inside, he locked the door
again and turned to face them. I'll need their help, he realized, but they can never know why I'm
doing this...

“I need your help,” he said, his words echoing his thoughts. They looked at each other, then at
him. “I need to be able to get out of Hogwarts sometimes and into a Muggle town. You're going
to have to cover for me. I need to be able to go someplace where they have Muggle phone books
or something similar; maybe a university, or a library. I need to find someone who’s living in the
Muggle world.”

Jamie frowned. “Why?”

Harry drew his lips into a line. “I can’t tell you that.”

Draco looked dissatisfied with this answer. “Well, who are you looking for, then?”

Harry looked at them levelly. “A Muggle-born witch.”

They stared at him. The silence stretched on. Then suddenly Draco burst into laughter, and
after a confused moment, Jamie joined him, also thinking it was some big joke.

“Yeah, right!” Draco said, trying to get his breath. “A Muggle-born witch!” He leaned on Jamie,
covering his face with his hand. Jamie looked like she didn’t mind a bit, and she continued laughing
as well.

“Shut up!” Harry screamed at them. They straightened up and stared at him.

“You're not serious,” Jamie said softly, swallowing.

“I've never been more serious. And I'm also going to be an illegal Animagus, so you'll have to
cover for me on that, too.”

More silence. They looked at each other again. Harry thought they seemed far more likely to
recommend that he check into St. Mungo’s than support him in these illegal activities.

“Well? Can I count on you or do I have to look up memory charms so you won’t turn me in?”

Jamie drew her mouth into a line. “We’d never turn you in Harry, you know that. But all this
you're proposing...leaving the school grounds without permission, looking for a Muggle-born witch,
trying to become an Animagus...I mean Harry. It’s the first day of term. Are you trying to see how
many wizarding laws or school rules you can break in one day?”

Harry frowned at them. This he was not expecting. “Oh, for crying out loud! Are we Slytherins or
not? Jamie, do you have any idea how many rules our mother and father broke on a regular basis?
And they were in Gryffindor and were Head Boy and Girl. Sirius and Remus were involved too. And
then there was our stepfather. Did you know he and mum were dating each other before she dated
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our father? And they were sneaking around the castle together in the middle of the night, too.”

Jamie’s jaw had dropped even further than when Harry had been proposing the rule-breaking
extravaganza. “Mum?” was all she could say. Harry was glad she didn’t ask how he knew so he
didn’t have to engage in another round of I-Can’t-Tell-You.

“That’s right. So I ask you two again: Are we Slytherins or aren’t we?”

Jamie and Draco looked at each other once more, then back at Harry. “We’re in,” Draco said,
and Jamie nodded. “But,” his best friend said, “there better be something in all this that involves
getting Weasley back, but good. Not that I didn’t enjoy seeing you whip him in Charms class...And
when did you get so good at dueling, anyway? You know Flitwick used to be a champion, don’t
you?”

Harry nodded. “He was caught off guard. He didn’t think he had to worry about me. Any time
you think that, you're liable to lose a duel. Remember that. And no, this has nothing to do with
Weasley. This is much more important than juvenile grudges.”

They looked perplexed again as to why he was being so serious.

“Then tell us what’s really going on,” Draco said. “I mean, what’s more important? You've
conveniently left that part out.”

Harry floundered a bit. “Do-do you really like the wizarding world the way it is now? The purges
and the so-called trials and the Death Eater violence and no Muggle-borns at Hogwarts? Is this
how it should be?”

They both grimaced and shrugged. “It always has been,” Draco said; Harry knew he didn’t think
about politics much.

“No,” Harry said, “it hasn’t.”

“And I suppose you're going to fix’ it all on your own,” his sister said skeptically.

Harry thought for a moment; yes, let her think that. Far better than the truth. “In a manner
of speaking, yes. But not really on my own; that’s why I need your help. And the help of this
Muggle-born witch. Actually, two witches. And two Muggle-born wizards.”

“Four?” Draco sputtered. “You didn’t say that. Whatever for? What will that accomplish? And
how do you expect to find any Muggle-born witches and wizards?”

“Not just any Muggle-borns; specific ones. I already know their names. So it’s just a matter of
getting to a Muggle town...”

“How do you know their names?” Jamie demanded. She was sounding more and more frustrated
with him. Harry swallowed before giving her the now-familiar answer.

“I can’t tell you.” They frowned at him and he looked back at them, grimacing. He was asking a
lot of them; blind faith, really, with precious few details. Maybe I can explain this a little better, he
thought, wracking his brain. He tried to figure out how to frame his argument so he didn’t have to
say anything about trying to fix the timeline.

“One reason why things have gone so wrong in the wizarding world is that people who are ob-
sessed with bloodlines don’t have enough people to counter them. No Muggle-born witches and wiz-
ards coming into the magical community means that the pureblood-obsessed are gaining strength
with every year.”

“You mean like my dad.” Draco’s voice was very quiet.

Harry hesitated. “Well, er-”

Now his best friend laughed. “Harry, what’s the matter with you? You know I bloody hate my
dad. Stupid pain in the-"

“Anyway-" Harry pushed on, relieved that Draco wasn’t the pureblood fanatic here he was in
the other time; “the magical world needs new blood, not purer blood. The Muggle-born witches and
wizards need to know who they are, and what they can do. If Voldemort is ever going to fall...”

“Aaah!” Jamie and Draco cried together. Draco looked very, very annoyed. “Don’t say that
name!” There were times he really reminded Harry of Ron.

He frowned at them. “I bloody well will! No egotistical megalomaniac is going to control the way
I speak and think! He killed my father, and I will name him!”

Draco swallowed. “I never knew you were so set against being a Death Eater. The very thought-
well, let’s just say it’'s featured prominently in my nightmares for years. But I knew your dad was
one, like my dad, so I just thought...You could have said something, Harry. I thought I was the only
Slytherin who felt this way. You think the Sorting Hat made a mistake with us?”

Harry hesitated; he remembered how promptly the hat had declared Draco a Slytherin. Should
he tell them that the hat had given him a choice? He decided against it. “The hat doesn’t make
mistakes. Mad Eye Moody was a Slytherin, you know. Amazing Auror. Sometimes it takes a
Slytherin to catch a Slytherin.”
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Now his friend laughed. “Oh, right. You're going to catch the Dark Lord. That’s rich.”

“We have to do this. You don’t want to be a Death Eater. And neither do I. I'd rather do just
about anything else in the world.”

Draco swallowed. His voice had become very quiet. “But what choice will I have? What choice
will you have?”

Harry looked at his grey eyes, remembering the boy in the ring at Dover on Christmas night,
the agony he went through...It was odd; when Voldemort had no power to speak of, Lucius Malfoy
was raising Draco to be a good Death Eater, even though it was unlikely he would become one, and
Draco had eaten it up. But as soon as Voldemort returned to power and Draco found himself in
that ring of wizards, it immediately lost its appeal. It became all too real. Perhaps that was why
the Draco in this life had already decided he didn’t want that; it had been real for his whole life.
Voldemort had never lost power. It was always something in his future that he was dreading, and
now it was drawing very, very near.

“I'm choosing to do this,” Harry said to him quietly. “To fight. And if we don’t manage to get out
of being initiated, then we’ll just be spies and let him think we’re loyal to him. But I'm never really
going to serve that-that-personification of evil.” He refrained from telling him that his stepfather
had been working as a spy for years; what Draco didn’t know couldn’t be pulled out of him by
Veritaserum. Harry almost wished he didn’'t know; but he was also glad he did, glad that he knew
that Severus Snape was a good man who was doing a just and dangerous job.

He wished that he could tell his sister that their dad wasn’t half bad either, but stopped himself.
Perhaps she simply thought he had had no choice in becoming a Death Eater and forgave him
because he was a good dad to them. Harry nodded at her. “Listen-there are some things our father
had when he was a student that we could really use. That’s one of the first things I'm going to need
help with.”

Jamie frowned. “What do you mean?”

“He had an Invisibility Cloak. Try to find out from Mum what happened to it. I'll try Sirius. Or
maybe Remus will know. I'll have to write to him. And there’s something else...but maybe I should
do that one myself...”

“What’s wrong with me?” Draco sounded hurt. “Am I Mr. Useless now?”

“No, you're Mr. Money. You know our mum and dad are tightwads. Well, mum, really. You get
a good allowance. You need to start setting aside some of it so we can get it changed into Muggle
money. When I go into the Muggle world, I'll need something other than Galleons and Sickles.
I'm going to work on getting the other item that used to be our father’s; I thought I might use a
summoning charm to try to find it. It's a parchment that looks blank, but it’s really an enchanted
map of Hogwarts. It's a plan, really, of all of the floors in the castle and it shows the grounds too,
but not the forest. It has secret passages marked on it-although I know where all of them are, so
I don’t need the map for that. The really great thing about it is that it shows the names of people
who are moving about the castle and grounds. It’s amazing; it was created by our father and Sirius
and Remus and-" he licked his lips and dropped his voice, “~Peter Pettigrew.”

“Pettigrew!” Jamie spat the name.

“Never mind him. He probably didn’t do much important in creating it. But it would be very,
very useful to have it...For years it was in the caretaker’s office. It may still be there. We need to
work out a plan for one of us to get hauled in there, someone else to create a diversion so I can try
to find out whether it’s still in there...”

Jamie looked confused. “Harry! What are you talking about? If you knew it was in there the last
five years, why didn’t you get it before now?”

Harry clamped his mouth shut. “I-I can’t tell you. And like I said, it used to be there and I don’t
know whether it still is. Someone else may have gotten to it first.” Had the Fred and George in this
life also found the map in the caretaker’s office? Had some other student? Harry had no way of
knowing. There were so many uncertainties...

Draco threw up his hands. “We're back to that. I can’t tell you. Fine. Don'’t tell us. What, do you
think you're a spy already? Give it a rest for now, Harry. We don’t have to worry about being Death
Eaters yet.” He checked his watch on Harry’s wrist. “It’s almost time to eat. Listening to crazy,
revolutionary plans has given me an appetite.” He smiled at his friend.

Harry smiled back. Complete trust and loyalty were going to be necessary for this, he thought,
and I'm damn lucky that my sister and best friend are willing to give me that. He suddenly missed
Hermione and Ron with a great pang, but looking at the two of them, he realized that he had the
next best thing at the moment. As they went back out into the Great Hall, he looked wistfully at
his sister for a minute. If I do manage to fix the timelines, she won’t exist any more. He drew in
his breath; how can I ask her to unknowingly contribute to her own non-existence? No, he said



96 HARRY POTTER

to himself sternly. She should never have existed to begin with. This whole world is wrong. I just
have to keep them convinced that all of these plans have the goal of preventing me and Draco from
becoming Death Eaters. They can’t know the truth.

Harry sat down between the two of them at the Slytherin table; a few students had started
trickling in, and soon they weren't the least bit conspicuous as more and more students and finally
teachers made their way down to the hall for the evening meal. Harry turned his head to look at his
sister’s profile again. I'll just have to appreciate her while I can. At least I've had this opportunity.

She turned and smiled at him, her green eyes glittering, her features so like their mother’s. But,
he thought, I'm still not letting Draco touch her.

& ok ok ok ok

They went back down to the dungeons when they were done eating. Harry felt mentally and emo-
tionally exhausted. He didn’t know when he’d had a more tiring twenty-four hours. Then he
remembered that he’d also been up early running, and he said good night to Draco and Jamie and
stumbled blindly to his dorm to go to bed. He fell asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow.

When he woke hours later, the dorm was filled with the sounds of snoring. Harry couldn’t
differentiate between Draco’s, Zabini’s or Nott's noises, but between the three of them he was
having a hard time getting back to sleep. Finally, he decided to make good use of being awake
and he climbed out of bed, slipping on his shoes with no socks and throwing on his dressing gown
without tying the belt. He slipped his wand into his pocket.

Once in the common room, he paused; the plan he’d come up with was for one of them to get
caught prowling around and hauled to the caretaker’s office, then another one of them creating a
diversion that allowed the first person to search the office (or use a summoning charm). Draco had
sounded fast asleep, so he decided to see whether Jamie might be awake. He entered the corridor
where he’d been before and checked each door, passing the First Years, then the Seventh Years,
then the Fifth Years. There didn’t seem to be any rhyme or reason. He grimaced; the Fourth Years
were probably dead last...

Then he heard a door open behind him; he whirled; it was the Fifth Year door, and the person
who’d opened it was none other than Mariah Kirkner. Oh great, Harry thought. Just what I need
right now.

Mariah looked sleepy and started to cross to the lavatory, but she noticed Harry and perked right
up. She walked toward him, smiling, and Harry braced himself. Don'’t look at her, he commanded
himself. Ignore the fact that her night-dress is very, very thin...

“Harry!” she whispered. “What are ye doin’ here? Ye wouldn’t be lookin’ fer me by any chance?”
she lilted at him, looking rather hopeful, standing far too close for comfort. She put her hand on
his arm and drew even closer. His heart thudded painfully.

“I, um-I wanted to talk to my sister-"

“I see,” she said, sounding unconvinced. “Maybe ye can talk ter me instaid. I'm a good listener.”
Closer still. Harry could smell her minty toothpaste. He was shaking. This is not good, he thought.
He felt slightly out of control. Hermione, he reminded himself. Hermione Hermione Hermione. Whom
I haven’t touched in how long...?

He shook himself. Get a grip, Potter, he ordered himself. Mariah was smiling at him very, very
suggestively. He swallowed and tried a different gambit.

“Uh, listen, Mariah. Not that I'm not flattered and everything, but I thought-well I thought that
you and Draco were kind of, er, involved, and I wouldn’t want to-"

She laughed. “We have an understandin’, me and Draco. We're not aixclusive. And anyway; this
was kind of his idear...”

He furrowed his brow. “What?” He forgot to keep his voice low.

“Wail, not this specific time an’ place, but he was writin’ to me this summer about yer-virginity
problem.”

“My what?” He was in danger of waking up every girl in the Slytherin dorms.

She shrugged. “What are friends for? You've got a good one. And I have to say; the idear is quite
appealin’...”

“But-but-" he was trying to find some plausible explanation for why he wouldn’'t want what
practically every teenage boy wanted; “I don’t really want a girlfriend right now-"

“I dinna say I was goin’ ter be yer girlfriend, Harry. We're jest talkin’ about shaggin’.” He tried
not to choke upon hearing her say this. Just when I thought I had Draco figured out, he does this.
“And anyway,” she continued, “what about that mystery woman’'?”

He frowned. “‘Mystery woman?’”
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She smirked. “Thought so. Ye made er up. I tol’ Draco she wasn’t real. Oh, wail, ye look a
bit shocked an’ all. Think about it. Ye don’t have ter decide right now. Just so’s ye know the
opportunity is here...” She smiled coyly, then retreated into the fifth-year dorm again. Harry lost
his enthusiasm for his original mission and returned to his room, his mind whirling while he lay in
bed, listening to the Snoring Trio. So; he’d made up a girlfriend to get Draco off his back. But it
hadn’t worked. He sighed and rolled over. Maybe he could convince his best friend that the work
ahead of them would make other kinds of social activities impractical...

He just hoped he stayed strong and didn’t give in. He saw Mariah standing in the corridor again,
the torches on the wall showing just how thin her night dress was. With another shudder, he rolled
over again and punched his pillow, then placed his arm over his exposed ear to try to muffle the
snores, trying to will himself back to sleep...

& ok ok ook ook

The next day was uneventful. He went to Herbology with the Ravenclaws, to History of Magic with
the Hufflepuffs (living Binns was even more boring than dead Binns) and Ancient Runes, taught
by Professor Wimple, of the horns. Harry was actually interested in this class; he remembered the
book Sirius had given him about spells one could do with snakes; there were some runes in there
he’d been unable to read, and some of the material they were covering in class seemed to address
things that might help him understand that book better, if he ever got back to that life...

When, he said sternly to himself. When I return.

The last period of the day was a free one for all sixth years, regardless of house, and Harry and
Draco relaxed by flying around the Quidditch pitch. It was early for team practice to begin, but
Harry knew he should start thinking seriously about honing his Keeper skills. I'm not the Seeker
any more, he thought. He watched enviously as Draco raced after a Snitch. He remembered how
hard it had been not to pursue it during the one match in his fifth year (in his other life) when Ginny
had played Seeker. He turned away, trying not to think about it too much.

The next day when he was eating breakfast, he received a note when the post-owls came flying
into the Great Hall. His legs weren’t aching as badly as they had the day before; he was getting
acclimated to the running again (and he was remembering to take his rucksack with him now, so
he wouldn’t have to summon his school supplies every morning). The note read:

Stand me up will you? That’s two days in a row. Be behind greenhouse #3 today
after the last class if you know what’s good for you.

The note was written in block letters and was not signed. Harry swallowed. He’d made an ap-
pointment to meet someone—probably before September 1-and he’d utterly forgotten. There were so
many things to remember, and still the one brain to hold it all. He glanced at the note again. Did it
look like Ron’s hand? he wondered. It didn’t sound particularly friendly. He thought of how Draco
had responded to Ron outside the Charms classroom. If this was going to be a confrontation, he’d
rather do it on his own. Maybe there was a chance he could get Ron to bury the hatchet; maybe
they could be friends after all. Harry was hopeful. He folded the parchment before Draco could spy
it. It'll be fine. Even if he comes with Neville and Seamus and the attack me, I can take the three of
them. He felt confident. It'll be fine.

After Transfiguration with the Ravenclaws, he spent his free period by himself in the anteroom
off the Great Hall, practicing for his Animagus Transfiguration. Draco wasn't interested in coming;
he’d been ogling Mandy Brocklehurst all through class and he struck up a conversation with her
right afterwards, then walked her to History of Magic.

Harry was progressing in his training much more quickly in this life than he had in his other
life. Whereas the first time, he’d spent a week on his fingernails, he’d spent only two days doing
that, and now he had moved on to altering his actual fingers and toes. Of course, it helped that he
already knew he could do this. It was like producing the Patronus; once he knew he could, there
was no problem. He remembered what Dumbledore had said about him being highly suggestible.
Now all I have to do is suggest very strongly to myself that I can fix the timelines...

After lunch there was Potions again, and Harry withstood his mother’s disdain and approbation
with an air of resignation that he could tell she was finding progressively vexing. After that he had
Care of Magical Creatures; he followed Draco to a second-floor classroom, confused at first, but
then realizing that it wasn’t a given that Charlie would teach down at Hagrid’s old hut; he lived in
the castle, after all, in the staff wing.

Harry was cheered by the fact that everyone who entered the room said, “Hello, Charlie,” and
Charlie nodded back at them all with a smile. Does McGonagall know that he lets us use his first
name? he wondered. Today it was a lecture; they were to take notes on magical birds, specifically
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the phoenix, augurey, fwooper, and diricrawl (which Muggles called the dodo). Charlie wore faded
jeans and a denim shirt under wrinkled brown robes that were open in the front; he tended to
sit on his desk while speaking about the various birds, and made quite a lot of jokes about Uric
the Oddball and his encounters with some of the birds they were discussing. Harry found himself
laughing quite often; this class was the most fun he’d ever had in school! And Charlie was the most
down-to-earth teacher he’d ever seen. He felt a twinge of guilt for a moment, as though he were
being disloyal to Hagrid, but he pushed that thought down and tried to just enjoy the moment.

After class, Charlie beckoned to Harry and Draco, wringing their hands and grinning. “So! How
are my two best students?” He looked at the doorway to the room. “Are the rest of them gone?
Can’t have the others hear me saying that!” he grinned, then winked at them. So, Harry thought,
we're friends with Charlie! He wracked his brain and came up with an image of the three of them-
sometimes joined by Jamie-sitting in Charlie’s office having tea and laughing uproariously, playing
Exploding Snap...

Harry grinned back at him; this was encouraging. Ron’s not my friend-not yet-but Charlie is.
Maybe that will help grease the wheels of friendship with Ron.

Ron.

He’d almost forgotten about the note, about the meeting down at greenhouse #3. Charlie had
just suggested that the three of them go to his office to catch up, but Harry hit his head with the
heel of his hand. “Oh, I almost forgot! I have to go, er, meet someone.” Draco hesitated. “No!” Harry
said to him. “You go. I'll probably be along shortly. Or-if not, I'll see you at dinner. Sorry! Great
class, Charlie!” he called over his shoulder as he raced away from them.

He was starting to get winded as he neared the greenhouses and slowed down; can’t be out of
breath if they ambush me, he thought. I have to be alert. But mostly, he hoped he could talk some
sense into Ron, end the feud that had clearly been brewing for years. He missed his old best friend.

He crept behind greenhouse #3. Everything was very quiet. He put his rucksack down on
the ground. There wasn’t a soul in sight. Good, Harry thought. I'm not late. He turned to the
greenhouse, looking in, making a smug face at a giant Venus flytrap that looked like it wanted to
have him for dinner. Can’t get me, he thought at it irrationally.

Suddenly, he felt someone come up behind him; there were hands over his glasses.

“Guess who?”

The hands and voice belonged to a girl, he could tell. Oh, he thought. This hadn’t occurred to
him. The hands were very pale; he could feel her chest pressed against his back, and tried not to
let this affect him. I am in complete control, he told himself, not really convinced.

“Listen,” he started to say, turning around, “I thought I told you before, Mariah, you're nice and
all, but I'm not interested-"

“Mariah? What's this about Mariah?”

Harry stopped dead. He was staring into the face of Ginny Weasley. She slid her arms up
around his neck. “Is that why you've been standing me up for two days? Decided to get a different
girlfriend?” But now she was smiling at him; she seemed to know that Mariah was no competition.
Harry was shocked. Different girlfriend? Was Ginny his girlfriend?

And then she took advantage of his mouth hanging wide open in shock, and pulled his face down
to hers.



— CHAPTER SIX —

Slouching Toward London

Ginny’s body was pressed against his, her arms twined around his neck. And her mouth-her mouth
was a revelation, a mighty suction against his, drawing out his very soul, it seemed, as if she was a
dementor. But a dementor was never this warm, this soft, with a taste like chocolate...

Harry pulled back, dazed. He stared at Ginny feeling more confused than ever before in his life
(both of them). He felt intoxicated, dizzy with want and yet frightened to acknowledge that want.
She was suddenly quite terrifying to him. Ginny looked at him, frowning with concern.

“Are you all right, Harry?”

He nodded dumbly, trying to remember how this had happened, trying to recall when the next
time was that he’d seen her after the 1990 World Cup...

It was the following year. He was in Diagon Alley with his sister and Draco and his mum,
and they were shopping for his school supplies. After the three of them were finished their
ice creams, Harry’s mum and Draco’s dad collected them to go to Madam Malkin’s. They
stood still as statues while they were measured, then waited impatiently for their new
robes to be hemmed. After that they moved on the Flourish & Blotts for their books.

Harry loved the bookshop; it seemed to have every book a wizard could ever need. He
would finally have spell books of his very own. He wandered down a long aisle full of
potions texts; he recognized many titles his parents had at home. Jamie grew bored and
staggered into the next aisle. Harry heard two bodies malke contact and then he heard
Jamie’s familiar voice saying, “Oh, sorry. I'm so stupid. Didn’t see you down there.”

“That’s all right. I'm just waiting for my mum to finish with my brothers. Four of them
will be at Hogwarts this September, and that’s a lot of books to buy.”

Harry was startled. That voice—it was _familiar. He stooped and took some potions tomes
off a lower shelf; through the resulting gap he could see unruly red hair. His sister sat down
next to the girl on the floor.

“Do you mind if I join you? My brother and his best friend are starting at Hogwarts too,
and we’ve been shopping all morning. I'm sick of it. I know I should be happy for them, but
I'm going to really miss them. It’s just so unfair I have to wait two more years...”

The red-haired girl sighed noisily. “I know what you mean. I have to wait another year.
My brother Ron will be a first year; so I'll be all alone at home with my mum and dad this
year.”

“All alone at home? I knew I didn’t see you at the Hogsmeade school. Don’t you go to
school then?”

“Mum was a teacher. She does our lessons at home. I should say I'll be home alone
with mum, since my dad’s almost never around. He used to run just one department at
the Ministry-the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts Office. But the labor shortage hit the Ministry
a few years ago and now he’s running the Transportation office too, which makes sense, I
suppose. I mean, most Portkeys are also Muggle artifacts, and you have to be really careful
they don’t fall into Muggle hands. He’s making twice as much money now and all, but he’s
never home...”

“Hmm. I wish I was going to be home alone. I'll still have to put up with my little
brothers. They’re impossible. Every time I talk to one of them, whoever it is insists I've got
the name wrong. I'm convinced they just do that to be annoying. I mean, I must be getting
it right sometimes. Just be glad you don’t live with twins...”

“Oh, but I do!” the other girl practically squealed. “Ron’s a first year, but Fred and
George will be in third year! They do the same things!” She seemed delighted to find
someone who was also suffering the slings and arrows of having twins for brothers. ‘I
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mean-they think they’re so original, as if every set of twins ever born hasn’t pulled exactly
the same stuff...”

“Too right!” Jamie agreed, laughing.

Harry replaced the books on the shelf just as his mother came up behind him.

“Harry! Whatever are you doing? I've got all of the books from your list. Find Jamie.
we’re going to Ollivander’s.”

Harry nodded. He swallowed, took a deep breath and walked around the bookcase,
trying to seem nonchalant.

“C’mon, Jamie. It’s time to go.” His voice shook a little and he wished it weren’t so high
still; he sounded so young.

“Oh, hello!” the red-haired girl said brightly. “You must be the brother who’s starting at
Hogwarts.” She turned to Jamie. “And your name’s Jamie? I like that. Very original.”

Jamie was the one who looked uncomfortable now. She stood awkwardly, brushing
down her robes. “Actually, I was named after my father,” she mumbled. “’Scuse me...” She
pushed past Harry, who was suddenly faced with explaining his sister’s odd behavior to
the girl sitting on the floor.

“Um, she was born after our father died. About four months after.”

She rose, wincing. “Oh, sorry. I really put my foot in it, didn’t I? Er, sorry about your
dad...”

Harry nodded. “Thanks. Jamie’ll be fine.”

“Do I know you?” She suddenly seemed to forget Jamie; she was staring intently at his
face.

“Uh, no, I don’t think so.” Harry didn’t feel likke bringing up the World Cup, considering
the way Mr. Malfoy and Mr. Weasley and Ron had spoiled that meeting.

She looked at him with her brow furrowed. “Oh. Oh well. I thought-nevermind. Anyway,
good luck at Hogwarts.”

He smiled awkwardly. “Thanks.”

Then her eyes opened wide. “Wait! Your eyes-I remember now-"

“Harry!”

Jamie had returned and was now dragging on his arm. “Come on! Mum’s waiting
outside. Do you want a wand or not?”

He waved a feeble goodbye to her as his little sister dragged him through the bookshop.
Oh, that’s dignified, he thought...

“Harry? Are you all right?” she asked again. He gazed at her in disbelief.

“I'm-I'm fine. Have-have you been eating chocolate?”

“Have I-oh yes! I almost forgot. Zoey’s trying to lose weight so she gave me one of her Chocolate
Frogs. Is that allowed?” She smiled mischievously.

“It’s wonderful,” he said breathlessly, unable to stop himself. Before he knew it, she was kissing
him again, and he was remembering more...

He’d spotted Ginny the moment Professor Vector let the first years in the Great Hall. She
looked as nervous as the rest of them. Harry didn’t really pay attention when the other
students were being sorted; he was waiting for her. She came at the end-the wait seemed
Jorever to Harry. And then it was over in a split second; the hat was no sooner on her head
than it was crying out, “Gryffindor!” prompting her frighteningly enthusiastic twin brothers
to go completely mad (again).

Harry didn’t behave quite rationally after that. He found out the first year Gryffindor
schedule and ran all over the castle, positioning himself at opportune points to just glimpse
her as she moved between classes. Draco thought he was daft, and said so. (Harry refused
to tell him the reason for all the dashing about; it was rather embarrassing.)

Then she was made the youngest Quidditch player in almost a century (Charlie Weasley
convinced Sirius Black to put her on the Gryffindor team as they hadn’t had a decent
Seelker in two years). Harry would sneak down to the Quidditch pitch to watch her practice.
Oliver Wood released the Snitch and she caught it; he released it, she caught it, over and
over. Harry had heard about her brother Charlie, who was legendary, but he’d never seen
anyone who played Seelker like her.

Draco was made Seeker on the Slytherin team that year, the culmination of years of
training. Harry commiserated with his best friend when Ginny beat him to the Snitch, but
secretly he was proud of her. Then he was made reserve Keeper in his third year (his dad
had told Flint it would be a good idea). Flint was sick for the last match of the year, against
Gryffindor, and Harry had to play. Ron Weasley was playing Chaser for Gryffindor, along
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with two girls in fourth and fifth year. For quite some time, Harry caught every Quaffle Ron
sent his way. Ron was looking fiercer and fiercer as the game continued, and even though
the Slytherin Chasers were scoring on Gryffindor only about fifty percent of the time, the
Gryffindors hadn’t scored on Harry at all.

The match continued for over four hours. Harry had never seen one go so long, and
he had to play in this one. Ginny was looking exhausted; Harry felt like his fingers had
been welded to his broom handle. Gryffindor had finally started to score on Harry after
three hours, but their success rate was only about one in four. Everyone was flagging.
Slytherin was up, four-hundred twenty to two-hundred. Draco had seen the Snitch many,
many times, but each time, either Ginny had flown interference, getting in his way until it
vanished again, or her brothers had hit Bludgers his way. Draco was lucky to still be alive,
Harry thought.

Finally, Ginny couldn’t take it any more; she spied the Snitch and, instead of trying to
draw Draco off, she flew to it herself and plucked it out of the air, then landed in a heap
on the grass, her girlfriends rushing to her while the disappointed Gryffindor boy who did
the match commentary intoned dismally, “And Ginny Weasley has the Snitch. Slytherin
wins the match, four-hundred twenty to three-hundred fifty. Oh, and Slytherin also wins
the Quidditch Cup...” he added listlessly. It was the most subdued Harry had ever heard
him.

Harry flew down to the ground, then collapsed; it was as though he’d forgotten how to
use his legs. As he’d been substituting for Flint, Draco (also rather shalky) helped him to
stand so he could shake hands with Wood, who looked like he’d been through a war.

The seventh-year grasped his hand rather hard. “You're a good Keeper, Potter,” he said
without any irony. “If I didn’t know that Flint really wanted to beat me himself, I'd say he
was faking being sick just so you could play.”

Harry nodded briefly; he was too knackered for an extended exchange of pleasantries.
“Thanks. It was a good match.”

The other Slytherins (those not on the team) lifted Harry and Draco to their shoulders,
carrying them from the pitch (otherwise they probably would have lain on the grass all
night). Harry saw that various Gryffindors who hadn’t played were helping the members
of the team hobble back to the castle, but there was no triumphant shoulder-carrying. They
hadn’t won the Quidditch Cup, in spite of having Ginny for their Seeker...

Harry had continued to follow Ginny around the castle during his fourth year, and then
his fifth. Finally, near the end of term, in May, he rounded a corner, on his way to the
library, when he ran headlong into her. He dropped his rucksack and everything came
cascading out of it; she had been carrying books in her arms, which she also promptly
dropped. Down on the floor they bumped heads while trying to pick up their belongings;
they grinned at each other with embarrassment. Then Harry saw her two best friends, Zoey
and Annika, peeking out from behind a suit of armor, urging her to do something with wild
hand gestures and bizarre facial expressions. Annika mouthed the words, Get it over with!
Or so he thought. He looked at Ginny, perplexed, just as she grasped his face and pulled
his mouth to hers. He was taken unawares; he wanted to hold her, kiss her properly, but
he felt paralyzed by shock. After a few seconds, she pulled back, quickly scooped up her
books and went running down the corridor;, her friends joining her. Their laughter echoed off
the stone walls, and Harry could hear their words quite clearly, amplified by the excellent
Hogwarts acoustics.

“There! I finally did it! Now are you happy?”

“Ooh! Next time you lose a bet, I'll have to make you do something even worse, like
proclaim your love to him...”

“Zoey! How could you? I thought I was your friend...”

He sat in the messy pile of books and parchment and ink bottles, feeling his heart break
into a million pieces...

The next day he was looking through the potions section of the library when he heard
the girls talking again. They were sitting on the other side of the bookcase where he was
searching.

“All right. What can I make you do next?” Harry heard Zoey Russell’s mischievous
voice.

“Argh,” was Ginny’s answer. “Isn’t it enough you made me kiss my own stalker? Take
it easy on me. Now he probably thinks I really like him or something.” Harry’s heart felt
trod on by a herd of hippogriffs. She knew; she knew he’d been following her around for
Jour years, and it was a great joke to her and her friends. Of course, he thought, how could
she not know? She would have to be blind...
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He staggered around the bookcase and stood before them. They were immediately
silent. He saw that Ginny was beet red.

“No,” he told her; his voice thick with tears. “I don't think there’s any way I could
possibly get that impression. Scuse me...” he mumbled, walking away blindly, going out
into the corridor. He’d taken in the look of horror on Ginny’s _face when she’d seen him, but
he didn’t want to think about her face now. Right, he thought. How to get over someone.
Have them treat you like you're less than scum. Very good. Very effective.

He had gone into a stairwell with a stone spiral staircase leading down to-he wasn’t
sure where. He was just walking aimlessly, hoping to get himself lost. He heard pounding
feet behind him.

“Harry!”

He turned at the sound of her voice, unable to stop himself. He was crying in earnest
now, tears streaking his face, which he made no effort to wipe. She pattered down the
stone stairs to him. He’d collapsed on one of the wedge-shaped steps, leaning against the
curving outer wall. She sat down next to him.

“Harry, I'm so sorry. You weren’t meant to hear that.” He turned away _from her, unable
to prevent additional tears from escaping from his eyes. “Oh, that didn’t sound right. What
I mean is-"

“What you mean is you thought it would be funny to play with the feelings of someone
who’s worshipped the ground you walk on since he met you when you were nine and then
ground his heart into the dust. I get it. You want to be rid of me. Fine. You’'ll find that I'll no
longer be following you about. Congratulations. It worked.” He rose and continued to walk
down the stairs.

“No, Harry! That’s not-"

He didn’t want to listen to her. He’d thought she was different. But she had feet of clay
Jjust likke everyone else. She wasn'’t the perfect paragon of virtue he’d had living in his mind;
she was a living, breathing teenage girl, as thoughtless and cruel as they came. He was
done obsessing over her for good (he tried to tell himself).

But what would he do with his time now? he wondered. He’d devoted a great deal of
mental energy to knowing where she would be at any time of the day. He’'d prided himself
on guessing correctly what she would do at the times when it wasn’t so certain. His years
playing the fox meant he knew how someone being pursued behaved; it had made him a
world-class stalker. And now he was officially in retirement, never to stalk again.

When the O.W.L.s were over, Harry was sitting down by the lake, throwing stones across
its rippling surface. Jamie was sitting with him, having finished her third-year exams.
They didn’t talk; Jamie had tried drawing him out during the previous month, but his silent
brooding had finally defeated her best efforts, and now when they were sitting silently
together, she simply let him brood.

Draco was off shagging some girl, Harry couldn’t even remember who. It had definitely
not helped Harry to see Draco and Niamh in the library. Jamie didn’t know what Draco
was up to, and Harry wanted it to stay that way. I'll just take a vow of celibacy, Harry
thought. There; I'm already doing quite nicely at it. No problem. Who knew I had such a
hidden talent?

Suddenly, a shadow passed over him; he looked up, expecting to see his best friend,
done with his playboy activities, but it wasn’t Draco Malfoy.

“Hello,” Ginny said nervously. “How’ve you been?” Harry looked up at her; he did not
respond. He turned back to the lake, hoping that she would prove to be a figment of his
imagination. “Could—could I speak to you privately?” He still did not respond. “Please?” He
looked up at her again and nodded. Then he looked at Jamie, who had a rather shocked
expression on her face.

“Go on. TI'll wait here for Draco.” Harry stood and followed Ginny wordlessly. They
walked down to the old gamekeeper’s cottage, then round to where it backed up to the
Jorest. Ginny wrung her hands in front of her.

“So,” she began awkwardly. “You didn’t say. How you've been, I mean.”

Harry looked at her dully. “All right,” he said softly.

She swallowed; her eyes were glistening. “Look, I've wanted to do this properly, and
I've been working up the nerve. I just wanted to tell you how sorry I am. You-you didn’t
deserve that. I was doing just what you said I was; playing with your feelings. It was cruel
and horrible. I'm just a horrid, horrid person, and I don’t deserve for you or anyone else to
notice that I exist ever again...”

She had tears flowing freely down her cheeks now and Harry’s heart turned over; as
much as he’d been trying to convince himself that he hated her; it hadn'’t really worked,

”
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and seeing her in such distress, it was impossible for him not to be moved. His own throat
tightened and he felt tears prickling against his eyelids as he held his arms out to her.
She moved into them with an inarticulate cry, throwing her arms around his back, putting
her head on his chest, weeping convulsively now. He looked down at the top of her head,
stroking her bright hair, leaning his cheelk on its surprising softness.

“I forgive you,” he whispered after a while. She cried a little harder, grasping him harder
as well, and he felt her body warm against his, felt his celibacy resolve growing rather
weak...

At last she separated herself from him; he handed her a handkerchief and she blew
her nose noisily. He tried not to smile; she was obviously still distressed. Her eyes were
very red and her face was a bit blotchy. She started to hand him the handkerchief, but he
pushed it away.

“Keep it,” he said shortly. She nodded and put it in her robe pocket. They stood not
touching, looking down and then up at each other.

“You know,” she said, “it’s been rather lonely. Walking about the castle without you
being nearby. I've never known what that’s like,” she smiled at him bashfully. He gave her
a small smile back.

“I've been trying to come up with a new hobby.”

“Any luck?”

“Not yet.”

She smiled more now. ‘I think,” she said, “that part of the problem was that I bought
into the old anti-Slytherin propaganda. I mean, if a boy from Gryffindor or Ravenclaw
or Hufflepuff had been stalking me, I might very well have been flattered. Well, it might
depend on who it was, but still; I wouldn’t have automatically decided that it was creepy.”

He winced. “Creepy?”

She too winced. “Sorry. Bad choice of words. What I meant was, I never took you
seriously. I didn’t consider who you were: a nice person who calls his sister one of his best
Jriends when he could just ignore her and belittle her like other brothers do their sisters—I
know. A person who-who gave me some beautiful Valentine’s cards and birthday cards-"

“You knew that was me?” he asked, reddening.

“Um-—it was a little obvious. Did you write those poems yourself?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

She smiled. °I liked them. Not that I could admit that to Annika and Zoey. Or even
to myself. But I did like them. They were good. But I ignored all that and only saw the
Slytherin