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— CHAPTER ONE —

Leaving Home

In days to come the Dark Lord’s fall
Is split by silver into gold.
A Triangle, each time, his bane.

One corner is a Lion tall,
Of good intent, named for the coal;
Twice hidden, both a beast and man.

One corner comes from blood of yore,
Child of the silver Moon so cold;
Dark Lord’s servant and Lion’s mate.

Last comes a flame-haired Daughter of War,
Caught between silver and the gold;
One of two and one of many.

The Lion loves the Daughter bright
As does the Child of silver Moon;
But the Dark Lord’s servant shall betray.

What though they flee before their fate,
Three shall bring forth the days of doom,
And Love shall end the Dark Lord’s reign.

—The Triangle Prophecy

Monday, 1 September, 1975

“Charlie and Annie, say goodbye to Bill; he’ll be gone by the time you're home.”

Bill Weasley tried not to show that he had a lump in his throat when his mother said this.
His brother Charlie and his sister Annie were standing uncertainly by the front door with their
rucksacks, waiting to dash out to the school bus when it came. Charlie, who was nine and starting
his sixth year at the village school in Hogsmeade, tried to look manly about the goodbye, but the
previous night as they lay in their beds in the bedroom they shared, Charlie had confided that he
was going to miss Bill, and that he was more than a little scared to be the big brother.

Charlie showed none of these fears now as he put on a good show, shaking his brother’s hand
and saying, “I'll keep Annie and Peggy in line while you're gone. And the garden gnomes.”

“Right. Let'em know who’s boss,” Bill said, also putting on a good show. I'm eleven years old, for
crikey’s sake. And so are all the other first years, and I'll bet none of them feel like crying because
they’re leaving home for the first time....

“Who? The girls or the gnomes?”

Bill grinned. “All ofem.” Charlie grinned back at him, his gap-toothed smile and heavily freckled
face imprinting themselves on Bill's brain. He thought it was possible that his brother’s brown eyes
looked a little shiny, but he dared not say anything about this.

And then Annie had to run to him and throw her arms around his waist, sobbing, “Don’t go,
Bill!”

He crouched and took his five-year-old sister in his arms, holding her tightly, smoothing down
her orange braids. Bill meant the world to Annie; he was her rock. She was only starting her
second year at the village school, and next year when Charlie was in seventh year at the school,
their youngest sister, Peggy would be nearly old enough to be a first year (her birthday wasn’t until
November, but his mother had already been assured by the headmistress-her former employer-that
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she would admit Peggy early). Bill had helped Annie with her homework (not really strenuous for the
four-year-olds) and had sat with her and Charlie to eat lunch, instead of the other seventh years.
Family was the most important thing, their parents always told them, and Bill had always taken
that to heart. Now he felt as though he was abandoning them, and he had the distinct sensation of
a heavy rock having taken up residence in his stomach; or perhaps it was a large, lumpy magnet
attracted to the pole called Home.

Suddenly there was a very loud noise in the front garden; the bright green bus for the Hogsmeade
school had popped! into existence in the middle of the flower bed, making Molly Weasley turn purple
and rush out of the front door of her house, shaking her finger at the driver, who opened the door
laconically and waited for Annie and Charlie to make their way up the steps into the bus’ interior.
When she was done her tirade, Molly hugged and kissed each of them, finally letting them board
the bus with the other noisy, laughing children, and Bill stood waving at them from the front door
as the double-decker bus with the legend Hogsmeade Village School abruptly disappeared again,
with a loud sucking sound. Bill winced.

His mother walked back to the house with a sigh, shaking her head. “Sounds like he has to have
that engine looked at again. I dread the thought of him putting it off much longer. What if the entire
bus gets splinched when he’s trying to bring the children home?”

Bill was startled by her saying this; she never used to voice her worries to him. Now it was
almost as though he had advanced to the ranks of the adults, because he was getting ready to start
at Hogwarts. I'm not ready to grow up, he thought desperately. Please let me go back to the village
school with my brother and sister...

Inside, she picked little Peggy up from where she’d been playing on the hearthrug. “I still need
to get Peggy dressed. Are you all packed?”

Bill nodded. “And I have my ticket.” He brandished his train ticket and then put it back in his
shirt pocket. This is actually going to happen, he thought. I'm going away.

His mother walked briskly up the stairs, the three-year-old on her hip, as she called, “Bill dear,
could you clear the breakfast things for me?”

“No problem, Mum,” he called. He went through to the kitchen, where half-eaten bowls of
porridge, teacups and saucers, plates with toast and bacon crumbs and an open jar of marmalade
stood scattered about with knives, forks and spoons in rather unpredictable places. (Why had
Charlie evidently been trying to balance his fork on the handle of his teacup?)

Bill listened carefully first, to make sure his mother wasn’t about to come thundering back down
the stairs. Then he held out his hands and concentrated, and suddenly, in a rush, all of the detritus
from breakfast had hurled itself into the stone sink under the window. The taps immediately turned
on and started filling the sink with hot, soapy water. Bill looked at the table and groaned; the
marmalade was no longer sitting there. And the jar had been open; that meant he couldn’t just fish
the soapy jar out of the water and dry it off. The marmalade was ruined. He sighed and went to the
sink, retrieving the jar (full up with what looked like rather soapy marmalade) and then chucking
it in the dustbin. His mother had always said he was going to do great things because of how early
his magic had manifested itself, but he didn’t always concentrate on things like only trying to get
just the dishes into the sink, not the food. (He also noticed that there were tea leaves clinging to
the soapsuds in the sink; he didn’t have much hope that his mother wouldn’t notice that.)

Luckily, since he lived in a wizarding household, he knew that the Ministry would be expecting
magic to be occurring on a regular basis, and unless someone turned him in, he was unlikely to be
caught doing magic outside of school while underage. He was very, very tired of having to hide his
magic. It was against the law for him to do anything on purpose (not that that had stopped him).
That was the one reason why he was glad to finally be going to Hogwarts; he could really learn magic
now, instead of just repeating Latin conjugations and declensions and learning elementary magical
history. He’'d also learned his basic skills at the village school, reading, writing, mathematics and
very, very simple Potions work. They also kept an herb garden of the more harmless plants they
would later study in Herbology and they had a small petting zoo of friendly creatures like Kneazles
and Nifflers, plus some toads and rats and salamanders and double-ended newts.

He had a wand now, and he would be starting on Charms and Transfiguration, and Defense
against the Dark Arts-real magical studies. He itched to pull his wand out of his trunk and try
some basic spells; he’d never felt anything like the sensation when he’d finally found his wand....a
warm tingling all through him, starting at his fingers, where they wrapped around the rosewood;
the hairs on the back of his neck stood up, and the shower of red and gold sparks that burst from
the wand tip was like a burst of fireworks. He’'d tried out several dozen “wrong” wands, but that had
simply made Mr. Ollivander more excited, more determined to find the right one. When it became
apparent that the rosewood wand was the one for him (it had a phoenix feather core) the old man
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went to get some brown paper to wrap it up. Bill looked about the messy shop, at the piles of wand
boxes lying heaped up on every surface, and before he knew what he was doing, he’d waved his
wand and all of the other wands jumped back into their proper boxes, and the boxes themselves
were practically racing to file themselves back on the shelves where they had been.

His mother and brother and sisters had watched, open mouthed, when this happened. Bill
grimaced; he’'d starting doing accidental magic from the time he was very young, and whereas some
people thought this meant he was very powerful, he felt more like he was burping very loudly in
public every time this occurred. Mr. Ollivander had come back with the paper and string and calmly
wrapped Bill’'s wand and took his six Galleons seven Sickles payment for it, not commenting on the
altered state of the shop. Bill's impromptu spell had cleared up not just the scattered wands, but
also a lot of the dust as well.

Bill had expected a scolding for doing magic in the shop, but for once Molly Weasley surprised
him. She not only did not upbraid him for what he’d done, but when they were back outside,
his mother sniffed disdainfully, looking back at the musty shop. “Well,” she said, “he might have
thanked you for putting the other wands back. Not that that place couldn’t have done with a few
dusting spells before ever we set foot in there....”

“Bill’” his mother called shrilly now.

“Yes, Mum?”

“Is Peggy’s shoe down there?”

Bill found it near the kitchen fireplace. “Yes!” He sighed and carried it up the rickety stairs. He
wished he dared to do a banishing charm to send it up, but having botched the breakfast clean-up,
he felt it was safer to carry it. Plus, if he did another spell before going to school, he’'d get another
lecture from his mother. (That was the normal order of the day.) He’d had a very difficult time with
his will-power lately, being so anxious to start Hogwarts. His mother had told him more than once
that it wouldn’t do to get in trouble before he even arrived at the school.

There were many spells whose incantations he did not know, but which he already did instinc-
tively, and without a wand. He knew, however, that you were marked on everything at Hogwarts,
and if you couldn’t explain the theory on the written test or speak the correct incantation, or do
the right wand-waving, passing the practical exam (getting the desired result, such as banishing a
shoe) didn’t count for much. He wasn’t convinced he was going to be a great success at school; he
knew he wasn’t very hard-working, and he didn’t think of himself as very bright, either. He was
scared to death of disappointing his parents.

When Peggy was finally dressed, he and his mother went to the kitchen with his trunk and stood
it on end. They were going to the Leaky Cauldron by Floo powder, then taking a Muggle taxi to
King’s Cross Station. His dad was already at his job at the Ministry; he’d Apparated away early
that morning, before Bill had even awoken. Bill knew that everything at the Ministry had been in
an uproar for several years, because of a Dark wizard who called himself Lord Voldemort (although
everyone he knew said, “You-Know-Who”) and his followers, the Death Eaters. But he still thought
his dad could have woken him to say goodbye.

Bill grasped the handle of his trunk and threw the Floo powder into the flames. “The Leaky
Cauldron,” he said clearly, then stepped into the warm, breezy fire, trying not to lose his grip on the
trunk handle (all he needed was for it to go flying into someone’s sitting room and knock them out
cold) as the grates of hundreds of wizarding fires whirled around him and his breakfast threatened
to also start whirling around him.

Finally, he fell out into the dim front room of the Leaky Cauldron, a dingy old wizarding pub in
London which masked the entrance to Diagon Alley, the wizarding shopping district. Bill dragged
his trunk clear of the hearth, coughing from the soot he’d inhaled, and a moment later, his mother
stepped out of the fire with little Peggy in her arms. She took down the hood she’d pulled over her
daughter’s head when they’d been traveling, and Peggy’s copper curls were seen again. She laughed
and clapped her little hands and demanded, “Again! Again!” She’d enjoyed the ride.

“Ere, now!” said Tom, the old almost-toothless publican, from behind the bar. “No bringin’
somethin’ that big through the Floo network in future!” he said, gesturing at Bill's trunk; it had
banged about quite a lot on the way, Bill reflected, and was also covered in soot now. Bill grimaced,
wondering how he looked. “I can’ have every Hogwarts student comin’ through here on the first day
of term! Twould be mayhem!”

His mother reddened. “I'm sorry, Tom. We've never done this before. Bill’s a first year, now, you
know.”

He grinned at the eldest Weasley child with his few remaining teeth. “Finally off t Hogwarts! Tis
a big day for ye.”

“Yes, sir,” Bill said uncertainly. He turned to his mother. “Mum-could you-could you clean up me
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and my trunk before we get the taxi?” She nodded and waved her hand, and the soot immediately
left him and his trunk. “Well,” he said in a quavering voice to the old man. “G’bye.”

Tom nodded and gave him another grin. “Good luck,” he said tersely. I'll need it, Bill thought
grimly, as he followed his mother out into the busy London street on which the Leaky Cauldron was
situated. They climbed into the first taxi that stopped for them and the driver helped them put the
trunk in the boot of the car. Bill leaned back on the soft leather seat, sighing, and wishing that the
taxi ride would last forever. He had waited his whole life to go to Hogwarts, and now it was the last
place on earth where he wanted to be.

* ok ok ok ok

Lily Evans stepped out of her parents’ car. The car park of King’'s Cross Station was crowded
with parents helping their children remove large trunks from the boots of the cars and there were
numerous teenagers and almost-teenagers carrying cages with owls and wicker cases with cats.
The fathers and mothers were doing helpful things like finding trolleys for hauling the trunks into
the station. They looked fondly at the children they weren’t going to see until the Christmas holiday
and Lily could see more than one mother wipe a tear from her eye.

Lily sighed. Her parents weren't with her; her father was at St. Michael’'s Hospital again, at his
wife’s bedside. She hated to be going just when Mum was about to have the biopsy. At the same
time, she hated sitting in the lounge, waiting, waiting for the doctor to walk in and say, “I'm afraid
it’s malignant,” yet again. Of course, there had been the times when he’d walked in and said, “She’s
officially in remission,” but those events were always superseded by these less cheerful ones. Three
times she’d gone into remission. Three times she had come out of remission with cancer again.

Her sister Petunia was still sitting with the wheel of the car in a death grip, looking suspiciously
at the other obvious Hogwarts students (if you knew what to look for) milling around the cars. Lily
knew she would get no help from her. Petunia was extremely chagrined that Lily was making her
late for work; she’d been clerking for Mr. Dursley at Grunnings Drills down in Surrey for three
years, since she’d finished school, and she took great pride in getting there at eight in the morning,
before anyone else, and making sure Mr. Dursley had a fresh pot of tea waiting for him and all of
the pencils in the mug on his desk sharpened. Well before she knew he would arrive, she placed
neatly fanned-out folders on his desk with the reports he needed to peruse to gauge the plant’s
effectiveness and productivity. She had meticulously researched and typed the reports the previous
day. He wanted for nothing when he was in his office. Petunia Evans was a model secretary. After
work, she would drive to St. Michael’s and become the model daughter.

Lily tried to pull her trunk from the boot of the car, grunting. She had grown taller during the
summer, but she was still on the thin side. She itched to pull out her wand and levitate the trunk,
but she didn’t dare. Why can’t prefects use magic outside of school? she thought irritably. If they
think we’re so responsible...

She had received her letter naming her a prefect for Gryffindor the day after she had returned
from her fourth year at Hogwarts. That had been a lovely day; Mum was home (she was still in
remission then), and she had laughed delightedly when the owl had come swooping in the window
she had opened in order to get the garden’s green scent into the house. Unlike Petunia, Mum liked
owls, and she thought it was frightfully clever the way witches and wizards used them to deliver
the post. She fed the owl that delivered Lily’s letter and tentatively petted its black feathers (not
wanting to offend it), cooing to it about what a fine specimen it was.

Her parents had hugged her and exclaimed over her being a prefect, while Petunia had sat
watching television, stony-faced.

“Petunia!” Mum had said, grinning. “Didn’t you hear? Lily’s a prefect!”

Petunia still stared doggedly at the screen.

“Petunia!” Dad said, a slight edge to his voice. “Did you hear what your mother said?”

The tall blonde girl looked up at her father, unblinking. “Yes. Lily is a prefect. How wonderful.
Congratulations.” Lily actually found herself being impressed by her sister’s ability to speak without
varying her inflection at all. If speaking in a monotone were to become an Olympic event, Petunia
Evans would be a gold-medalist.

Lily continued struggling with the trunk, mentally cursing it, her sister, the car, her thin arms,
her sister, school trains that left at eleven o’clock, her sister....

“Let me,” said a familiar voice. Lily turned in surprise. Remus Lupin was standing beside her,
his Muggle clothes hanging uneasily on his thin frame. His light-brown hair was in need of cutting,
covering his ears, and that odd white lock of hair over his brow flopped as he moved. He picked up
her trunk as though it weighed nothing, placing it on the ground next to his own trunk. He closed
the boot of the car with a chunk! and then stacked both trunks and picked them up while Lily
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carried her owl cage. The moment this occurred, Petunia floored the car, getting out of the car park
as quickly as the old Renault would go, barely avoiding hitting a tall, thin black-haired boy with a
severe expression and a hook nose. Lily’s owl let loose some uniquely musical hoots as they walked
to the platforms, reminding Lily of why she’d named her Calliope.

She had started off saying to Remus, “You can’t possibly carry both of those-" but he had walked
on calmly as though they weighed no more than a couple of pillows.

He said only, “They do block my sight a bit. Tell me when I have to go up steps, will you?”

She agreed to this, unable to fathom how a boy who looked so thin could be so strong. Perhaps he
had enchanted his own trunk so it seemed to weigh nothing, but if he had put a similar enchantment
on her trunk, she was unaware of it. She didn’t see how he would have had the opportunity. Maybe
he’s taken a strengthening potion, she thought. That’s probably it. And he wouldn’t get in trouble for
that, either. Except that Remus hated Potions and regularly performed dreadfully in that class....

When they reached the barrier between platforms nine and ten, he set the trunks down with
a thunk that implied that they were not enchanted to seem weightless. Lily fought conflicting
reactions inside herself. On the one hand, what he’d done was rather impressive, if it was pure
physical strength, and she pushed down her admiration with an irritated frown, disliking the sort
of girls who fawned on boys for their strength or sports prowess and especially not wanting to
become one herself. Fighting this urge (besides the disgust she was feeling for herself) was her
natural curiosity to know how he’d done it if it wasn’t natural strength. It must have been magic of
some kind....

They needed to go through the barrier unobtrusively, so Lily looked about her at the Muggles
passing this way and that. She was still holding Calliope’s cage and as she turned, she knocked
the cage into someone who was suddenly standing very close to her.

Lily Evans looked up into the face of Severus Snape. He had also grown during the summer,
and with his long black hair pulled back in a ponytail at the nape of his neck and his new beard
and mustache defining his jaw and setting off his cheekbones, the sight of him made her catch her
breath for a moment. Stupid Slytherin git, she thought, irritated. Never with a nice thing to say to
anyone. Why’s he have to go and look like that now?

He was thrusting one of the station trolleys at her. He already had one for his trunk. There were
no adults with him either.

“You might want to use this,” he said, pressing the trolley on her. “You would call less attention
to yourselves.”

With a disapproving look at her and a sneer at Remus Lupin, he marched casually toward the
barrier with his trolley, and in the blink of an eye, he’d disappeared from sight. Lily looked at
Remus, who rolled his eyes; he had nice eyes, she thought. Not brown but not green, with a touch
of gold....

“Let’s go,” he said briskly, once Severus Snape was out of sight. Lily nodded and put her trunk
and Calliope’s cage on her trolley. She strode forward purposefully, bracing herself for the little
rush of air that came with passing through the barrier. At the last second, as she was walking,
she closed her eyes apprehensively (she would never really get used to this, she thought) and when
she opened them she saw before her the Hogwarts Express, gleaming in the sunlight in all its glory,
making her chest hitch. Even though she was starting her fifth year, it seemed like just yesterday
she had received her Hogwarts letter....

She and her parents and Petunia had been having a lovely lunch outdoors on the terrace. It was
high June, and the roses were glorious, as well as the African violets of which her mother—Violet-
was so fond. Suddenly an owl had swooped down and landed on the back of Lily’s chair, a large
square parchment envelope in its beak. It seemed to want her to take it, and she did just this when
she noticed that on the front of the envelope it said Miss L. Evans, No. 10 Highgrove St., Appleby
Magna, Leicestershire. They hadn’t yet moved to London because of her mother’s health.

“It's for me!” she squealed excitedly. What a romantic way for someone to send her a letter, by
trained owl! She had been rereading Wuthering Heights again-it was the fifth time. Each time she
finished it again she spent several days mooning about the house wondering when she would ever
make someone pine away for her because of unrequited love. She had a particular person in mind,
whose name was not that far off “Heathcliff.” And now here someone was sending her a mysterious
letter in the beak of an owl!

She turned over the envelope and saw an odd purple seal, with a lion, a badger, a snake and an
eagle surrounding the letter H.” Was that the H’ she hoped for?

“How curious,” she muttered as she opened the envelope, drawing out the heavy parchment on
which the letter was written. As she read, she felt her face start flaming. She threw it down and
hoped she could get into the house before she managed to burst into tears. That stupid Hawthorn
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Watson, she thought, in her mind immediately accusing the boy from whom she’d been hoping to
hear. A boy who, even Lily had to acknowledge (despite her crush), was rather crude and caused
her no end of trouble. Always calling me a witch. Now he does this.... Hawthorn was old for
his year, having had some academic difficulty when he was younger. He was already shaving his
sparse sandy-colored facial hair, she knew for certain that he smoked, and he had a devil-may-care
attitude about him that clashed horribly with Lily’s need for everyone to always abide strictly by the
rules, which was the main reason why he needled her. And yet, there was also something about
him which captured her imagination....

“Lily!” her mother called after her, seeing how upset her younger daughter was. Lily ran blindly
toward the house, her tears already blurring her vision. As a result, she ran headlong into a person,
standing where no person should have been.

Lily was certain that no one had been there a split second before. The person with whom she
had collided was a tall, severe-looking woman with dark hair pulled back very tightly into a bun.
She had square-rimmed spectacles and was wearing a plaid skirted suit and a very high-collared
blouse with a brooch at her throat that bore the same lion, badger, snake, eagle and letter H as the
seal on her owl-delivered letter.

Lily stared at her, dimly aware that her mother and sister had started screaming. She stood
transfixed as she looked up at the tall, thin woman, who looked back down at her kindly.

“I take it you are Lily?” she asked in precise, clipped tones. Lily nodded dumbly. “Well. You are
rather tall for eleven, aren’t you? Madam Malkin will have to give you robes for a second or third
year and take them in so that they fit you properly and do not swallow you up. You'll get plenty of
food at Hogwarts to put some meat on those bones, as well.”

Before Lily could either process this information or ask what on earth the woman was talking
about, her father suddenly ran up to her and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her away from
the strange woman. Still standing with his arms around his daughter, he glared at the intruder in
his garden, who stood between them and their house as though blocking their path.

“Who are you?”

“I am Professor Minerva McGonagall.” She paused, as though they should know who that was.
When no one said anything (Lily’s father’s hands were starting to hurt her shoulders where he
clutched her, and her mother and seventeen-year-old sister were also clinging to each other, pale as
ghosts) she pointed to the letter on the ground. “I waited until I saw that Lily had read the letter.”
Another long pause as the Evans family continued to look at her with trepidation. She sighed. “I
am the author of the letter, you understand.”

Lily pried her father’s fingers from her shoulders and walked cautiously to where she’d thrown
down the thick parchment. She picked it up and looked at the signature again. Professor Minerva
McGonagall, Deputy Headmistress. She looked up at the tall woman.

“You wrote this?”

“Of course. I suppose you thought it was a prank being played by one of your schoolmates?
Do you know anyone at your school who uses owls to deliver the post?” Lily turned and eyed the
owl who was still perched on the back of her chair, calmly preening itself. Lily shook her head
vigorously. “Well, then,” Professor McGonagall continued. “It is a lovely day, but I do have very
sensitive skin. Would it be too much to ask that we converse indoors out of the sun?” She was
asking a question and yet Lily had never heard anything that sounded so much like an order. She
was thoroughly in charge. Goodness, Lily thought with alarm. If she’s the deputy headmistress,
what must the headmaster be like? She knew from the letter that the school’'s headmaster was one
Albus Dumbledore.

“You-" her sister finally managed to say, pointing her finger at Minerva McGonagall; “you were a
cat! Sitting right there, on the path! I was about to tell my mother that a stray was going to try to
get our food, and then you were standing there!”

Professor McGonagall grimaced. “Stupid girl. And how else would I know that Lily had received
her letter if I had not been able to watch unobtrusively? I have been lounging under that hibiscus—"
she nodded at the plant “—in my cat form all morning. I was very still, so none of you noticed me.
Muggles are remarkably unobservant most of the time, but one can hardly complain as it benefits
us greatly. We would have to do far more memory charms if that weren'’t true....”

Her explanations were remarkably unexplanatory, Lily felt. Muggles? What were Muggles?

She led them into their own house, though the French doors that let onto the terrace from the
conservatory, then into the kitchen from there and finally into the living room, where she seated
herself in the center of the couch, very much like a queen, Lily thought, and folded her hands
primly on her lap. The Evans family filed in uncertainly. Lily was fingering the thick parchment of
the letter now, and it seemed that her heart had to be beating far faster than it ever had before. She
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glanced down again at the letter.
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry

She swallowed and sat at McGonagall’s feet, and the older woman began to explain to her family
that she, Lily Evans, was a witch....

Lily shook her head to clear it. The platform was bustling with activity as students from first
to seventh year tried to weave their way through the crowd and around packs of friends who were
catching up and still more parents hugging and kissing their children and wishing them luck. Many
of the students from wizarding families already wore their robes. She looked down at her Muggle
clothes, which had formerly been her sister’s, and felt rather conspicuous in her scratchy brown
wool skirt and prim fawn-colored blouse. She wished she’d at least pinned her prefect badge to her
blouse, but she’d already pinned it to a set of robes which were right at the top of her trunk, so that
she could change easily soon after boarding the train. Amid the throngs of people on the platform,
she suddenly felt very lonely. Severus Snape had immediately boarded the train, disappearing,
and Remus Lupin had also disappeared into the crowd. Lily had one girlfriend in her year, Cecilia
Ratkowski. She and Cecilia didn’'t get on very well with the twin sisters who were their other
dormmates, Moira and Myra Edmunds. Moira and Myra didn’t seem to need anyone else, but that
was fine with Lily and Cecilia.

Only-during fourth year, Cecilia had begun to spend more and more time with some girls in
the years above them and below them, and other girls in their year who were in Hufflepuff. (The
Ravenclaw girls didn’t deign to socialize with anyone else, and no one outside of Slytherin wanted
to socialize with the Slytherin girls.) Lily was at a loss to explain why her friend had suddenly
abandoned her; all Cecilia seemed to do with these other girls was gossip and discuss boys in the
most immature way. Sometimes makeup was discussed at great length. Lily’s parents had told her
that she must wait until the age of seventeen to wear makeup, so she wasn’t very eager to discuss
what was out-of-bounds for her.

She missed being able to talk to her friend about their homework, and the news they were able
to get from the outside world about Death Eater attacks, which had increased precipitously during
the previous year. If she didn’t have her other friends in her year, James, Sirius, Remus and Peter,
to talk to about these things, she would have gone mad.

Of course, there were times when she was interested in “intelligent conversation” and the boys
disappointed her as well. How much time could you devote to discussing brooms, for instance? She
felt unlucky enough to have found out. And their favorite Quidditch teams. And their favorite comic
book, about a Muggle named Marvin.

She was the only one in her year in Gryffindor who was thoroughly from the Muggle world. Ce-
cilia’s mother was Muggle, but her father was a wizard. The Edmunds twins were from a thoroughly
wizarding family. James and Sirius’ families were wizarding, and Remus and Peter were half-bloods,
like Cecilia.

In some ways, though, even before Cecilia had abandoned her for more “girly” girls, she wasn’t
really her best friend. She felt that her true best friend was James Potter, although she couldn’t
tell him that, as he was best friends with Sirius Black, and boys were truly irrational about their
best mates. Lily didn’t know any boy who would willingly identify a girl as his best friend; it wasn’t
considered seemly. But Lily felt she could talk to James about anything; there also wasn’t the
added complication of a romantic entanglement; for the first three years of school she’d had a bit of
a crush on Sirius Black, something which she’d shaken off during the previous year. The infuriating
thing was that he’d known she was crushing on him and had been quite merciless about exploiting
this for humor and making numerous jokes at her expense. The way he’d convinced her to get over
her crush was no joke, though. She shuddered at the memory, looking around the platform for a
familiar face.

Then she saw him; James Potter. He was making his way toward her through the crowd, al-
ready wearing his black robes and silver prefect badge, his dark hair as messy as ever, his glasses
smudged (as usual), and his dark blue eyes flashing. She smiled when he came close enough and
they exchanged a quick, friendly hug. She thought of James as a brother, in addition to her best
friend. His girlfriend, a pretty dark-haired Hufflepuff girl named Bonita Manetti, was also a prefect;
she was walking beside him, her smile widening when she saw Lily. Lily liked Bonnie very much.
She wasn’t one of the Hufflepuff girls with whom Cecilia discussed silly girly things; Lily wished
Bonnie was in Gryffindor, as she was only able to see her during Herbology and Arithmancy. She
didn’t normally spend time with James and Bonnie together because they seemed to want to be
alone at those times.

“Lily! Come on. There are some special compartments for prefects. We can all sit together near
the front,” Bonnie said, following soon after James, and also giving Lily a hug.
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“I can help you with your trunk,” James said. “Ours are already taken care of.”

“Thanks,” she said, picking up one of the trunk handles, while James took the one on the other
end and Bonnie carried Calliope’s cage for her. “I was afraid I'd never get it out of the car, but
luckily, Remus happened by-" James suddenly dropped his end of the trunk, making Lily drop her
end as well, and right on her foot. “Ow!” she cried out.

“Oh, um, sorry,” he said awkwardly, picking it up again. Lily frowned and also picked up her
end again.

“James!” Bonnie chided him. “Be careful. Lily could have hurt herself.”

“I'm all right, really,” Lily lied, limping forward; the toes on her right foot felt crushed. “Is there
something wrong with Remus helping me?”

She could only see James’ back as he walked ahead of her. “Ah-no, of course not.”

“I did think it a little odd that he could handle both my trunk and his own-" she went on, bracing
herself for James to drop his end of the trunk again. He hesitated for a moment, but continued
onto the train without losing his grip on the handle this time.

“Both trunks you say?” he asked in an oddly strangled voice.

She didn’t answer; when they reached the compartment, they all collapsed with exhaustion onto
the seats. Lily glanced out the window; there were still loads of students on the platform, saying
goodbye to their parents. A very tall, thin boy with red hair and shining blue eyes was blushing as
his mother hugged him; Lily thought he might be a first year, as she didn’t remember seeing him
before, and because, in spite of his size, he still looked very young, with abundant freckles scattered
across his snub childish nose. He knelt down to talk to his little sister, red-haired and blue-eyed
like him. She talked to him also, but Lily couldn’t hear any of it. Then she threw her thin little arms
around his neck, clinging to him, and he closed his eyes, looking like he didn’'t want to go; Lily’s
nose itched and she blew it quickly, feeling her eyes sting. What a sweet family. She turned and
looked at Bonnie, who was talking to James about her summer holiday. Why couldn’t I have had
a sister like Bonnie or a brother like James? she thought. Instead I'm stuck with horrid Petunia.
It was bad enough to be with Petunia on a regular basis, but sitting with her in doctors’ waiting
rooms, anticipating the bad new about a biopsy was even worse....She shook herself to make this
thought go away, then sighed and looked out the window again, but the red-haired boy was gone.
His mother was holding his sister on her hip and waving, along with other students’ family members
still on the platform.

Then Lily felt that jolt under her as the train prepared to leave the station, and a fluttering in her
stomach as she thought about returning to Hogwarts. This year she would be taking her Ordinary
Wizarding Levels, or O.W.L.s. She was terribly nervous about them, even though she knew she
would probably do just fine. Still, the nightmares about missing examinations or writing out a
Transfiguration essay during the History of Magic exam had already started to plague her. She was
a perfectionist but also easily distracted and, when she was being honest with herself, somewhat
lazy and a procrastinator to boot. She had excellent marks on practical tests—especially Potions and
Charms-because she just seemed to have a natural talent, but she knew she wasn’t doing her best
work when she dashed off a History of Magic Essay in an hour, written in her largest handwriting,
so it would be a full three feet long. She did it anyway, because she’d put it off so long. As the
landscape passed by, she sighed; she knew she had terrible work habits (which wasn’t helped by
the fact that all of her friends had terrible work habits too), but she was determined to improve this
year, as it would probably be very difficult to fudge things on the O.W.L.s.

They watched the platform and waving people disappear from sight; soon they could see nothing
but thick greenery on either side of the train as they began the long journey north. Lily felt very, very
tired; James and Bonnie were talking animatedly and she hoped they wouldn’t think her dreadfully
rude if she just leaned her head on the window and took a little nap....

& %k ok ok ok

Bang! The door to the compartment slid open abruptly and Remus Lupin, Sirius Black and Peter
Pettigrew looked up in surprise. Sirius and Remus had been playing Exploding Snap while Peter
watched, and for a second, the noise had made Remus think that Sirius had singed off his eyebrows
again. He had also thought he detected a certain Slytherin’s scent coming from the corridor, but
had hoped that the person producing the scent would continue past their compartment. He groaned
inwardly when he saw him standing in the doorway.

Severus Snape surveyed the compartment containing the three Gryffindors with clear distaste.
Sirius, less restrained than Remus, wasted no time in making it clear that Snape was not wanted.
“Sod off, Snape! This is our compartment!”

Snape ignored him, dragging his trunk into the compartment and then sitting heavily next to
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Peter Pettigrew, who further shrank into the corner where he’d already been.

“You heard me, Slytherin!” Sirius said, standing. “Clear off!”

Severus Snape looked at him with a unique blend of malevolence and calm Remus never wit-
nessed on anyone else’s face. He raised one eyebrow, then took a small book out of his pocket
and opened it where he had marked his place. Remus’ sharp eyes saw that the book’s title was
Romeo and Juliet. This seemed odd to him, and he tried to think of a witty remark to make about
it, but came up with nothing; witty remarks were Sirius’ and James’ territory, and he usually found
himself tongue-tied and only thinking of witty remarks hours or even days after the opportunity to
speak them had been at hand.

Snape had covered the title with his hand as he began to read, evidently determined to behave
as though he were welcome in the compartment. Sirius came closer and Remus could tell he was
about to lose it.

“I already told you, Snape-clear off! Shouldn’t you be traveling in a coffin, anyway? With some
soil from your native country?”

Severus Snape slammed down his book on the leather seat, making Peter jump. He stood up
quickly, towering over Sirius and glaring down at him, black eyes into black eyes, the hatred quite
mutual. His voice was low and even, his every syllable pronounced with the utmost precision.

“I would not be here if I had any choice about it. All of the compartments on the train are full
except for the prefects’ compartments, and as I am not a prefect, I did not attempt to go there.
Perhaps the three of you would like to see whether your prefect friends will take you in? Then you
will not have to ride in the same compartment as me. And for your information, although I have
lived in London for many years, I was originally born in Scotland and Scotland has again become
my home, so we are surrounded by soil from my native country.” He smiled wickedly and Remus
shivered. Could it be? Was he actually admitting-?

Snape sat and picked up his book once more. Remus frowned; at this rate Sirius would get into
a fight before they even reached school. He looked at Peter, whose eyes were very wide; clearly he
too wondered whether they’d be seeing a fight soon. Remus cleared his throat.

“Um, whose turn was it, Sirius? We weren’t done playing.”

Sirius turned and looked at him; Remus raised his eyebrows, hoping he would calm down and
just ignore Snape. They usually managed to ignore Peter just fine, after all. The small round boy
had been following them around since he’d been in the boat with them when they’d crossed the lake
in their first year, along with James Potter, and he was also their fourth roommate in Gryffindor
Tower.

“It's my turn,” Sirius said, with a resentful glance at Snape, calmly reading his book and un-
wrapping a sweet he’d removed from his pocket. Remus’ nose twitched. Toffee. His mouth watered.
When would the witch with the food trolley arrive? It seemed like ages since he’d eaten breakfast.

After playing through a few more explosions (Remus saw that Snape was trying very hard not to
do a different kind of exploding-with anger-when this happened) Remus Lupin finally detected the
scent of pumpkin pasties wafting toward him. However, before the trolley reached their compart-
ment, they heard what sounded like a scuffle and quite a lot of banging in the corridor. Curious,
Sirius went to the door and opened it. Equally curious, Remus joined him in the doorway.

A thin red-haired boy who could only be a first year was struggling to drag his large trunk through
the corridor, while the witch with the food trolley berated him for not being in his compartment.

“Please, miss, I don’t have a compartment-I'm still looking-"

“You can’t roam about the corridor with that bulky thing! You're in the way!” she cried shrilly.
“Use yer loaf! You!” she cried, at Sirius, Remus or both-it was unclear.

“What?” Sirius said with a defensive tone to his voice.

“You take this boy in with you. I have to get through and he’s in my way.”

“Wait-we want to buy some things first-" Remus said quickly. He took out his money and bought
some Bertie Bott’'s Every Flavor Beans, Chocolate Frogs and Spring Surprises. Sirius bought Fizzing
Whizbees and Peter bought some more Beans plus a pumpkin pasty. Snape didn’t buy anything.

After they’'d paid for their purchases, they allowed the boy to drag his trunk into the compartment
and the witch was able to get the trolley past him, sniffing disdainfully the entire time. The red-
haired boy looked up at the giants in whose compartment he now found himself. Well, there were
two giants, anyway; the boy with light brown hair punctuated by that strange white lock over his
brow was only a little taller than him, and Bill thought it was quite possible that he might be taller
than the round-faced boy cowering in the corner.

Remus could smell the fear on him and he felt sorry for the boy. He patted the seat next to him.
“Here-sit. What’s your name?”
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The boy sat down between Remus and Sirius, who started opening their sweets. “Bill. Bill
Weasley,” he piped in a high voice. “I'm a first year.” As soon as he said it, he winced, as his
first-year status was painfully clear. Remus tried not to laugh, remembering that he still did the
same, said things and then winced, wanting to snatch the words back into his mouth, hearing how
stupid they sounded. Of course he’s a first year, he thought. As if he could be anything else.

But he gave the boy a sympathetic smile and said, “I'm Remus Lupin and this is Sirius Black.
Over there is Peter Pettigrew,” he nodded at the smaller boy sitting in the opposite seat. “We're
all Gryffindor. That’s Severus Snape; he’s Slytherin.” Snape jerked his head up, his eyes burning
at Remus’. “I am perfectly capable of introducing myself, Lupin. I choose not to,” he said acidly.
He buried his head in his book once more. Remus saw Bill swallow and look wide-eyed at Snape.
Trying to distract him (and feeling his stomach move with hunger inside him) Remus opened his
beans and offered the bag to Bill, who reached in and pulled one out. However, before he could bite
into it, Remus snatched it from his hand, opened the window, and threw the bean off the train. Bill
looked puzzled and a little hurt.

“Sorry,” Remus apologized. “I should have picked one for you. You don’t want to eat a dung-
flavored one, do you?”

“How do you know what it is?” Bill asked him.

“Er-1 have a really good sense of smell,” he said truthfully, although he didn’t volunteer the
reason for his having this ability. “Here-I usually vet them for the others.” He took out a bean and
sniffed it. “This is okay. Tomato sauce.”

Bill took the bean and began to chew it thoughtfully. He nodded to show that Remus had been
correct. He went on sniffing out beans, removing them one by one and placing them in Bill’s hand.

“Toast with marmalade, tar-you don’t want that-" he threw the tar bean out the window.
“Asparagus-here Peter, you like those-lemon chiffon, roast beef, Spotted Dick, rotten egg—" another
one out the window “-bouillabaisse, peppermint, garlic, Yorkshire pudding-"

“Wait!” Sirius said in a yelled whisper. He glanced at Snape, who was again studiously ignoring
them. “Which one is garlic?”

Bill handed it to him. “That one,” he said innocently.

“No, Sirius,” Remus started to say quietly, but it was too late; his friend was already pulling his
wand out of his pocket and pointing it at Snape, who was deep in his book. He held up the bean
and glared at Severus Snape.

“Hey, Snape!” he said suddenly. The Slytherin boy looked up, his eyes full of hatred, just as
Sirius waved his wand and cried, “Expello Bean!”

The garlic bean in his hand shot across the compartment like a bullet, thanks to Sirius’ banishing
charm. Unfortunately, Severus Snape’s mouth was slightly open in surprise, and the bean flew right
between his parted lips. A second later, he was at the open window, spitting it out. He turned back
to the interior of the compartment, murder in his eyes, glaring at Sirius Black, who was laughing
uproariously and pointing at Snape.

“Oh! Oh! It’'s too funny!” he managed to say in the midst of his laughter, holding his stomach,
almost breathless. Snape rounded on him and pulled out his wand.

Bill made a sound like “Meep!“ and grabbed his trunk, hurtling toward the door and sliding it
open with a bang just as a corresponding bang sounded behind him in the compartment and he
heard Sirius Black cry, “Hey! My face!”

Bill Weasley didn’t know what Severus Snape had done to Sirius Black’s face, but he was getting
out of that compartment before it happened to his own face and he had to eat by putting food in his
ear or up his nose or something equally horrid.

Remus didn’t usually throw his weight around, but he was concerned about the first year boy
who had bolted when Snape was getting ready to retaliate against Sirius. He grabbed both of them
by the scruffs of their necks and flung them into their seats. Severus Snape rubbed his neck after
he landed; Sirius’ face was covered in boils and he wasn’t very happy about his friend trying to
break up a perfectly enjoyable fight.

“We certainly are strong, aren’t we, Lupin?” Snape growled at him, glaring suspiciously. “No girls
are here at the moment to appreciate your showing off, by the way.”

“I wasn’t-" he started to respond reflexively, then stopped himself, breathing deeply through his
nose; he had been working on controlling his temper during the summer, and he wasn’t going to
throw away all of that hard work now.

“I wonder,” Snape went on musingly, “how is it you are so strong? Taking a potion the head-
master should know about? Something with steroids, maybe? Of course, that still wouldn’t explain
your hearing or sense of smell, ” he continued to muse.

“Shut up,” Remus responded. “Between the pair of you,” he glared at Snape and Sirius, “you've
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scared off that poor first year.”

He strode to the door of the compartment and slid it open. He could see Bill at the end of the
car, about to cross into the next one, dragging his heavy trunk behind him.

“Oi, you! Um-Bill!”

But the boy didn’t look behind him or hesitate for a moment; he looked desperate to get as far
away from Remus, Sirius and Snape as possible. Remus sighed and returned to the compartment,
closing the door.

“He’s run off. Are you two happy?”

Snape didn’t answer, but retrieved his book from the floor and sat down to read again, glowering.
Sirius-also not speaking-sat down with his arms folded across his chest next to Remus, who took
out his wand and began painstakingly removing the boils, one by one. However, a small dot still
marked Sirius’ skin where each boil had been even when Remus was done. He hoped his friend
wouldn’t be too upset. Truthfully, Remus thought Sirius was a bit vain about his looks, and didn’t
make any effort to find a girlfriend of substance, rather than just the prettiest one who would have
him at any given moment. Remus sighed. He knew who he would like to be with, but that wasn’t
going to happen.

Then he thought again about the boy, Bill, and hoped he would be all right. For once, he
thought, someone was running away from him, scared to death, but it wasn’t because of anything
he’d done...

& ok ok ook ook

Bang! The door to the compartment slid open abruptly and Lily looked up in surprise, jolted out of
her sleep. She had no idea how long she’d been dozing. The young red-haired boy she’d seen on
the platform stood in the doorway, his trunk visible behind him. His hair clung to his forehead in
sweaty curls and he looked miserable.

“Um,” he hesitated, seeing three older students, all wearing silver prefect badges; “can—can I sit
with you? Everywhere else is all full. Or-" he hesitated again.

“Or what?” James wanted to know; Lily was surprised. He was just as new as her at being a
prefect, but suddenly he projected an authority she’d never seen from him before.

“Or they just don’t want me,” he finished softly. He looked very embarrassed. “I've been dragging
my trunk all over the train since we pulled out of the station, and no one will let me sit with them.”

Lily checked her watch; it was already noon. “You've been wandering all over the train for an
hour? You poor thing! Of course you can come in with us!”

He swallowed. “But-but isn’t this compartment for prefects?”

“Don’t you worry about that,” James said, getting up to help the boy with his trunk. “Who said
you couldn’t sit with them when there was room?”

The boy shrugged and looked shifty-eyed. Lily was starting to wonder whether he was being
completely truthful. “I dunno. I don’t think they went to the Hogsmeade village school, so I didn’t
know them.”

“Where were they? What compartment?”

Lily patted the seat next to her and he sat down, his ears immediately turning red, which made
her smile.

“I'd-I'd rather not say. I mean-I haven’t even gotten to the school yet. I don’t want to get a
reputation already for grassing on someone.”

James smiled warmly at him. “Good man. All right, it doesn’t matter. But remember-when
you're at school, if someone’s bothering you, a prefect can give them detention or take away house
points. The house competition is very important. They’ll think twice about bothering first years if
they're going to cost their house points. Their other house mates will be all over them if they keep
doing it.”

“Thanks,” he said softly, smiling shyly at the three prefects. He felt very lucky to be where he
was. He was starting to think he’d be in the corridor for the entire trip. He’d thought the witch with
the food trolley might actually throw him off the train, and felt lucky that she’d merely told him off
for blocking her way until he’d been temporarily taken in.

“What’s your name?” Lily asked him.

“Bill Weasley.”

“I'm Lily Evans and this is James Potter. We're the fifth-year Gryffindor prefects. And this is
Bonnie Manetti, one of the fifth-year Hufflepuff prefects.”

“Hello,” he said politely. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Lily smiled broadly at him, and so did Bonnie. James laughed. “Now, now-you keep that up
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and both my girlfriend and my friend who'’s a girl are going to be crushing on you. Cut that out.”
Bill blushed furiously at the idea of girls four years older than him crushing on him. He only dared
look at Lily out of the corner of his eye; she seemed impossibly grown up and beautiful, her long
dark-red hair falling past her shoulders in waves, her large green eyes like emeralds, her smooth
skin like cream, her smile like a dozen suns. And the other girl had full red lips and a dark beauty
that stunned him, with large doe-like chocolate-brown eyes and curling black hair that framed her
heart-shaped, olive-toned face. Bill assumed that Bonnie was James Potter’s girlfriend and Lily was
the girl-who-was-his-friend, but he didn’t know how on earth the older boy had chosen; they both
seemed like goddesses to him.

The boy seemed far more “normal” to Bill than the girls, with messy black hair and glasses he
had to keep pushing up his nose, like Bill's dad. He had a spot on his chin that he occasionally
picked at, and he looked like he might already be shaving (or at least, he looked like he should
shave-there was a slight growth on his face already). When he smiled, his eyes crinkled up and Bill
felt like he knew everything was going to be all right; he thought that James Potter was a very good
choice for a prefect.

“I hope I'm in Gryffindor.” Suddenly, Bill realized that he’d said it aloud. He glanced at Bonnie.
“Or Hufflepuff-" he added, not wanting to be thought rude.

She smiled back at him. “That’s all right. Are your parents magical?” He nodded. “What houses
were they in?”

“They were both in Gryffindor,” he answered, for once confident. He had heard so much about
it over the years, he would have to hang his head in shame if he hadn’t remembered that. “But I
know that doesn’t mean I'll be Gryffindor, too.”

“Any older brothers or sisters?” James asked.

“I'm the oldest. My brother Charlie is in sixth year at the Hogsmeade school, and Annie’s in
second year. My youngest sister, Peggy, is almost three. She’ll start school next year.”

Now Lily beamed at him. “I saw her saying goodbye to you; she’s adorable. She looked like she
had quite a lot to say.”

Bill clearly hesitated. “Actually-well, she was saying—"

“What?”

He sighed. “She was saying that I'm blue.”

“Oh-that you're sad to be leaving home?”

“No-yes-well-” he bumbled around. How could he explain Peggy? No one in the family under-
stood why she kept calling people colors.

“She meant I'm actually blue. The color blue. She does this all the time. She called Mum orange
yesterday. Called Dad green last night. She’ll do that; she’ll just point at one of us and say, You're
red!” or whatever. We thought at first that she actually didn’t know her colors yet, but when Mum
tests her on that kind of thing, she knows it all perfectly. We can’t figure out why she does it.”

Bonnie shrugged. “She’s just a wee thing. She’ll grow out of it.”

When the witch came with the food trolley, she seemed to have forgotten that she’d told Bill off
for having his trunk in her way. James very generously bought sweets and pumpkin pasties for
everyone, and Bill sat in awe, watching and listening to the older students, not quite sure he should
believe his good fortune, and feeling far better about leaving home as they neared Hogwarts. He
finally seemed to have landed on his feet. The prefects really seemed to look out for the younger
students. Maybe he would be all right after all.

& %k ok ok ok

Bill was glad he hadn’t had supper yet, as he thought he was going to throw up. Seeing that
enormous man and crossing the lake in the small boats was bad enough, but waiting in line to be
Sorted was the most nerve-wracking thing he’d ever experienced in his life.

“Attenborough, Hamilton,” the deputy headmistress called out. Her name was Professor McGo-
nagall, and her voice rang through the hall; “Baddock, Ford. Broadbent, Miriam.” They all quickly
were proclaimed Slytherins. The Slytherin table erupted in cheers each time and, Bill noticed, they
made rude gestures to the other tables which were cleverly camouflaged so the teachers couldn’t
see just how rude they were.

After that, Peregrin Booth, Mary Anne Boxwood and Wallis Cassell (who was a girl) all became
Gryffindors, and it was that table’s turn to celebrate. Rhea Cooper became the first new Hufflepuff,
giving them their turn, but then Raisa Czaikowski and Finster Edwards caused the Slytherins to
start celebrating again. Finally, Paul Firth and Lawrence Flitwick became the first new Ravenclaws
and Juliet Hathaway became another Gryffindor. Bill watched her go to the Gryffindor table; she’d
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been in the same boat with him, along with Cooper and Flitwick. That meant so far his boat had had
a Gryffindor, a Hufflepuff and a Ravenclaw. Did all of the boats get one person from each house?
he wondered. He swallowed. Oh, no. I can’t be a Slytherin, I can’t, I can't....”

He knew all about the different houses, and he’d heard the Sorting Hat sing its song. He’d always
assumed that he’d be going into Gryffindor, just like his parents. What if he wasn’t in the same
house? What if he was in Slytherin? How would they react?

Then Mafalda Hopkirk became a Slytherin and twin girls named Houseman became Ravenclaws.
More cheering from those tables. Why do I have to be at the end of the alphabet? Bill thought
miserably.

He listened with his heart in his throat as Lorelai Kidder, Rembert Leonard and Gregor Lovelace
were named a Hufflepuff, Gryffindor and Slytherin. As Lovelace made his way to the Slytherin
table, Bill glanced over to see who had been sorted into that house the year before. He grimaced
when he saw Gilderoy Lockhart, who’d been one year ahead of him at the village school, and had
been completely insufferable whenever Bill had had occasion to come into contact with him. More
than once, Bill had heard him telling a girl how pretty she was and oh-drat-he-didn’t-have-his-
assignment, maybe-he-could-copy-hers...? It didn’'t surprise him a bit that Lockhart was sorted
into Slytherin, so now Bill was really averse to winding up there too. I cannot be in the same house
with Gilderoy Lockhart.

Roxanne Maine-Thorpe also became a Slytherin, and Bill swallowed; she had been at the village
school with him as well, and was extraordinarily pretty, with cornsilk-blonde hair and luminous
blue eyes. She glanced briefly at Bill before walking toward the cheering Slytherin table.

It was getting close now. Four more first years became Ravenclaws, interspersed with some
Hufflepuffs, including one of his best friends from the village school, Jack Richards. This was
followed by his other best friend, Orville Simpson, becoming a Gryffindor. They were finally on the
W’s. Mabel Walters became a Hufflepuff, and then finally Bill heard what he’d been waiting for:

“Weasley, William.”

He walked forward nervously. I will not throw up, I will not throw up...

Then he was sitting on the stool with the hat on his shoulders, completely covering his head.
And he heard the voice.

“Well, well, well, what have we here? I haven’t had a Weasley in over twenty years. And you're
an O’Connor as well, on the distaff side. Interesting. Ah, I am to understand there will be three more
of you? Isn’t that nice! Hmm. Prodigious magical abilities, I see. Not always following the rules, but
well-intentioned. A leader-looks out for his brother and sisters. Helpful. A sense of justice. Hmm...”

And then-it was silent for a minute.

“Hello? he thought at it after another minute of silence. “Are you still thinking?” Silence. He
waited some more. Finally, it spoke again.

“Interesting. You waited, and then only asked once. Patience is a rare thing in one so young. Yet
you are also not afraid to ask the probing question. I think we have one more for GRYFFINDOR!” it
finally cried loudly. Bill sighed with relief and removed it from his head, putting it back on the stool
so that Eli Webster and Gilbert Wimple could become Hufflepuffs and Alexander Wood, someone
else he knew from the village school, could become another Gryffindor, striding over to the table
and sitting down next to Bill with a very large smile on his smudged, dirty face, amid the cheers
and yells for the final first year to join their house. Bill was flanked on his other side by his friend
Orville, who was also grinning at him.

But suddenly, when the noise from the celebrating had died down, a very small voice was heard
from the back of the Great Hall. A small dark-haired boy still stood by the doors; he was wringing
his robes in his hands and looked like he might very well cry.

“Excuse me,” he said quietly, although his voice echoed all around the hall. “What about me?”

Bill saw Professor McGonagall’'s eyes widen, and she strode quickly to the headmaster. Bill
looked at him in awe; he was an extremely tall man with a very long silver beard and hair, half-
moon spectacles and sparkling blue eyes. He leaned over and said something none of them could
hear, and then she whispered a response. He shook his head. Then she ostentatiously checked her
list once more, followed by her looking up at the boy again, clearing her throat.

“I'm dreadfully sorry,” she said, still managing to sound quite imperious. “I must have overlooked
your name. Please come forward and put on the hat.”

The boy looked very, very relieved. He strode forward and when he reached the stool with the
hat he looked like he’d died and gone to heaven. He lifted it up and sat, then lowered the hat onto
his head.

They all waited. And waited. All of the professors started murmuring to each other, but the
headmaster did not appear to be paying any attention, keeping his eyes on the boy with the hat. At
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length, Professor McGonagall approached the hat and lifted up the edge of it.

“Is everything all right in there?” she enquired.

The boy lifted the hat from his head. “It-it wants to speak to the headmaster,” he said shakily.
Bill looked around at the other Gryffindors; was this a usual sort of thing? he wondered. But
they all looked as puzzled as he felt; indeed, the entire hall had gone utterly silent as Dumbledore
replaced his tall, stately wizard’s hat with the decrepit old specimen that each first year had recently
tried on. Now they watched and waited while Dumbledore had some sort of private conversation
with the hat. Eventually, he removed it from his head and returned it to the boy.

“There was a small misunderstanding, but I think we've cleared it up,” he said to him, his eyes
twinkling at him kindly.

The boy put the hat on again and sat, and very soon the hat was saying, “HUFFLEPUFF!” Bill
thought there were words that came before that, something like, “Might as well be,” but he wasn’t
quite sure. The boy took off the hat and sprang happily over to the Hufflepuff table, where they
were cheering for having one more person.

When the boy had risen from the stool, Bill had been briefly distracted by the sight of a large
tawny owl flying in one of the high clerestory windows and swooping down onto the high table right
in front of the headmaster. However, Bill saw that when the old man read the missive delivered by
the owl, the sparkle went out of those blue eyes and he looked very grim indeed. Bill imagined that
headmaster of Hogwarts must be a very difficult job.

Bill gazed around at the Great Hall now; he’d been too fixated on the Sorting Hat and with
the worries running round his head to notice it properly before. The hundreds of candles floating
overhead shed a warm glow on everyone and everything and the bewitched ceiling showed a picture
of the night sky out-of-doors that was a riot of stars on sapphire velvet punctuated by a thin, silvery
crescent moon.

The headmaster stood, still looking grim. “Welcome to Hogwarts!” he said, trying to sound jovial.
“As I'm sure you are all quite hungry, I will give out the start of term notices after our meal. So for
now, all I will say is—tuck in.” He sat again, and Bill looked around, waiting to see the servants who
would bring in the food, as the tables were all completely devoid of any nourishment. But then it
seemed that he blinked, and before him was a feast of staggering proportions. Soon he had a plate
heaped with steak and mashed potatoes and buttered peas and a goblet full of pumpkin juice. He
and Orville grinned at each other again as they began to shovel mashed potatoes into their mouths.

Remus Lupin dug into his food with relish; he felt as though he hadn’t eaten in a month. Then his
sharp hearing picked up on something Professor McGonagall was saying; she was leaning slightly
toward Dumbledore and muttering, “Albus, this is highly irregular. He wasn’t on the list...”

“I know, I know, but I don’t see any harm in giving him a chance. Perhaps within a_few months-"

“And what if he doesn’t? What then? And how is he here at all? I know I didn’t send him a letter....”

“Minerva, I can’t be concerned about that now; I'm afraid there is something of greater import to
worry about...” Remus looked around; he was obviously the only one who could hear their very quiet
conversation. He had also noticed the tawny owl, just as Bill Weasley had. He saw the headmaster
slip the letter to Professor McGonagall now, and saw her face blanche as she read it. She, in turn,
passed it to Professor Sprout, next to her. Professor Sprout taught Herbology and was the head
of Hufflepuff house. She looked faint upon reading the letter, which she handed back to Professor
McGonagall, who returned it to Dumbledore.

Remus Lupin turned back to his food, wondering what on earth could be more earth-shattering
than the extreme irregularity of a first-year whose name wasn’t on the list? He suddenly wished he
was a prefect, like his friend James, so he’d feel comfortable asking about this. He looked up at
James, who was laughing at some joke of Sirius’. Then he caught Lily Evans’ eye; Lily was sitting
next to James. Remus felt himself redden and he looked down at his food again. Whatever it is, he
thought, if the headmaster wants us to know about it, we will.

When they’d polished off the puddings, the golden plates were magically spotless once again and
Dumbledore nodded at two of the teachers. Bill saw a round, squat witch with wiry grey hair go to a
tall boy with dark blond hair and greyish-blue eyes who sat at the Hufflepuff table. Then Professor
McGonagall, who was also the head of Gryffindor House, came to the Gryffindor table and put her
hand on James Potter’s shoulder. Bill swallowed. James looked up in surprise, frowning, and Lily
Evans looked very concerned. Bill saw that Remus Lupin and Sirius Black were also frowning.

“Come with me please, Potter,” the professor said gently to him. James looked at his friends,
giving a small shrug, but he also looked like he did not think he could be receiving good news.
The two professors led the boys to a door behind the high table, and when the door was shut, the
headmaster stood again and looked round the hall.

“As I said before, welcome to Hogwarts. Normally at this time, I would be reminding you that the
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forest is out-of-bounds and that Quidditch trials will begin next week, but unfortunately, I must
instead tell you that there has been another Death Eater attack, this time one that affects two
Hogwarts students.”

Severus Snape jerked his head around. Was that why Potter was pulled away by McGonagall?
he wondered. He almost felt sorry for the other boy, in spite of the bad blood that had been be-
tween them for the previous four years. He suddenly remembered, quite vividly, being summoned
to the headmaster’s office just before last Christmas holiday and being informed of his own parents’
deaths. However, since his parents were killed by Aurors, it was assumed they were guilty of some-
thing (even though they weren’t), and he did not garner much sympathy from his fellow students
upon being orphaned (although some of the Slytherin students took a brief break from harassing
him).

He’d suddenly had to go to his uncle in Dunoon for his Christmas holiday, in Scotland, instead of
down to Oxford, to his home. Home. It had been less than a year since his parents’ deaths. He still
thought of Oxford as home. His parents had both grown up in Scotland, on the Firth of Clyde, but
they had moved to Oxford soon after he was born, so that was the only home he had ever known.
He couldn’t even understand his uncle’s accent half the time. (His parents’ accents had softened
with years of living in Oxford.) He grimaced; James Potter would, no doubt, receive much sympathy
if anyone in his family had died. He didn’t need Severus Snape feeling sorry for him.

“Early this afternoon,” the headmaster went on, “three Death Eaters led an attack in Diagon
Alley which appeared to have a particular target, an Auror. Two people, a married couple, tried
to assist him, as he was outnumbered, but they were killed. Soon after, Lord Voldemort himself
arrived and killed the Auror, the original target. His wife attempted to retaliate, but she was also
killed. The Auror, his wife, and the two people who died trying to protect him were the parents of
two Hogwarts students. Their heads of house are speaking to them now. I am sorry that the term
must begin on such a dark note, but I do want to remind you all that here at Hogwarts, you are
all quite, quite safe. I am still conferring with the school’s Board of Governors concerning the issue
of Hogsmeade visits. When a decision has been reached, you will all be informed. However, even
should a single Hogsmeade visit be permitted, only third years and up who have had their forms
signed by a parent or guardian will be permitted to go. I know this is disappointing, but the Board
of Governors want to make certain that no Hogwarts student is needlessly endangered. We are all
very saddened by the events of this afternoon; two families have been split asunder. The Board of
Governors wish to prevent such tragedies from occurring in future.” He sighed, and Bill Weasley
thought he looked more than a little doubtful.

Then the headmaster led the school in singing the school song, although led’ was perhaps too
strong a word, Bill felt. As the words streamed out from his wand into the air above them, each
student and teacher sang them to his or her favorite tune. The jumble of noise was over mercifully
quickly; Bill had the distinct impression that no one was feeling very much like singing and they
wanted to get it over with.

Before Lily Evans and a girl who he assumed was a sixth-year prefect herded Bill and the other
first years up the stairs to Gryffindor Tower, he looked at the door where James Potter had gone.
He'd been so nice on the train, Bill thought. Figures he’d have parents who would die trying to
defend someone else. He wondered whether James Potter’s parents had been Gryffindors too. It
seemed likely. He looked at the other Gryffindors marching up the stairs with him, at the shocked
and saddened faces who knew now what James Potter was being told. Although their house had
been suddenly touched by tragedy, Bill was also incredibly proud to be where he was. He was
determined to do his best to be a credit to Gryffindor.

& ok ok ok ok

James looked at Professor McGonagall. She was usually quite unapproachable-looking, but now
she was sniffing and had rather shiny eyes. Then he saw that Professor Sprout was even worse; her
nose was red and so were her eyes, and she clutched a handkerchief in her stubby fingers with the
dirt from the greenhouses permanently ingrained under the fingernails.

He glanced at the other boy, a seventh-year from Hufflepuff whom he knew to be David Bones.
David didn’t look any more sure than James felt. The two of them stood next to each other, waiting
to find out why they’d been brought here by their heads-of-house. It was quiet in the room for what
seemed a very long time.

Finally Professor McGonagall spoke with difficulty, after clearing her throat. “James, David-I am
afraid the headmaster has received some dreadful news.” James looked sideways at David Bones;
this was going to be very bad, he suddenly knew. Normally McGonagall would have called them
Potter and Bones. First names were not a good sign. She turned to David Bones. “David,” she said,
“your father was an Auror—"
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“Was?” the boy said hysterically, clutching at Professor Sprout’s hand.

“—who was targeted by You-Know-Who and his Death Eaters,” she went on with great difficulty.
“He-he was caught unawares and outnumbered. James’ parents tried to help, but-" she paused
and caught James’ eye. “They were killed. By the Death Eaters. Then You-Know-Who arrived and-
and killed your father, David. Your mother was grief-stricken and tried to curse him so-so he killed
her too. I-I am so sorry,” she finished quietly. James felt like a very large block of ice had taken up
residence in his stomach. His parents were dead. Mum and Dad. Gone.

David Bones had thrown himself on Professor Sprout, crying freely, and now she also let herself
go, crying and hugging the boy who was more than a foot taller than her, while he took comfort in
her motherly presence. He sometimes muttered, “No, no, it can’t be....”

James felt his eyes sting. He swallowed. I'm a prefect. I'm not going to cry in front of others. He
looked up at Professor McGonagall.

“They-they were heroes, then,” he said, his voice quavering just a little. She gave him a small
smile and a nod.

“Of the highest order,” she said stoutly.

He nodded, feeling empty inside.

Dead.

His parents were dead.

He was an orphan.

Suddenly, he heard a muffled cacophony through the heavy door; those still in the Great Hall
were singing the school song. James felt hypnotized by the odd noises; he didn’t know how long he
stood there dumbly, paralyzed. Finally, feeling like a large doll, Professor McGonagall led him out
the door and up to Gryffindor Tower. The other students had left after singing the song. The two
of them didn’t speak. When they reached the portrait of the Fat Lady, Professor McGonagall said,
“Lacewings!” and the portrait swung open. He turned to her.

“Thank you, Professor. Good night,” he said stoically. He had a feeling that if he said more, he’'d
be blubbering as badly as David Bones.

She nodded kindly at him. “If-if you ever want to talk, Potter-”

He nodded back at her. “Thank you,” he said again, his voice dull. He climbed in through the
hole and closed the portrait behind him. The common room was empty; after the long train ride and
devastating news, everyone had evidently decided to go to bed instead of socializing in the common
room and talking about their holidays. James sat in an armchair before the fire; he wasn’t feeling
like going up to his dorm yet. He didn’t want to see his friends, to cope with their sympathy and
their awkward but well-meant tactless comments, trying to prevent himself from crying in front of
them the whole while. He swallowed and then felt a single tear trickle down his cheek. Alone, he
could cry.

Then he heard a step on the stair and he hastily tried to wipe his face. He looked up and saw
Lily Evans making her way across the common room. She still wore her Hogwarts robes with her
prefect badge over her Muggle skirt and blouse.

Lily’s heart was in her throat. Here she’d been thinking of her poor mum all day, wondering
about the biopsy, and feeling sorry for herself should she eventually find herself motherless, and
then with no warning at all, James’ parents were dead and he was an orphan.

“Oh James!” she choked; he thought she looked like she’d already been crying. “I'm so sorry!”
He stood and she threw her arms around him. Then he did it; he let go, let the loud wails and
torrent of tears escape him. He could only do this with Lily, he realized. He adored Bonnie, but
somehow he always felt like he had to be strong around her, so she wouldn’t stop thinking him
worthy of being her boyfriend. It wasn’t that he thought she was superficial; he knew it was his
stupid ego preventing him, but he couldn’t help it. He couldn’t let Bonnie see him fall apart; it was
as unthinkable as crying on Sirius or Remus or Peter.

To James, Lily was the sister he’d never had, just as Sirius was the brother he’d never had.
She’d already cried on him over her mother’s illness during the previous two years; he’d always
been there for her. Now his parents were dead and she’d been waiting for him, waiting to be the one
shoulder he knew he could cry on. He held her tightly and wept, the sobs punching their way out
of his stomach as he clutched at her, and she held her friend, her would-be brother, and wept out
her heart with him.



— CHAPTER TWO —

The Way of All Flesh

Tuesday, 23 December, 1975

James Potter woke with a start.

He’d had the dream again.

It started off the same each time, like a memory, rather than a dream. He was back in the
huge timbered Hogsmeade Village Hall, where his parents and David Bones’ parents had had their
state funeral. They were heroes of the wizarding world, the four of them, and every dignitary in the
Ministry was there, the Hogwarts Board of Governors, all of the Hogwarts teachers, and as many of
the students as were able to wangle permission to leave the castle. It was standing room only, and
the overflow crowd outside the hall had to content themselves with listening to the eulogies over a
magical sound system that blasted the dignified voices to the entire village.

In the dream, as in life, James sat in a chair in the front row of the hall, as he had at the actual
funeral, beside David Bones and David’s older sister, Alice. The three of them were immediately in
front of the stage, which held the four flag-draped coffins. The Potters’ coffins were draped with
Welsh flags, the red dragon gamboling over a field half white and half vivid green (when he first met
Lily, James thought her eyes were the same color as the green on the Welsh flag); the Bones’ coffins
carried Scotland’s cross of St. Andrew, the white “X” stark and simple on the brilliant blue.

The Minister of Magic stood and spoke at the lectern which stood between the two pairs of
coffins. Then an Auror who was David Bones’ father’s best friend. More and more people stood and
went to the lectern, to say a few words about Elspeth King Potter, Henry James Potter, David Alan
Bones, Sr., and Audrey Rourke Bones. When the Minister said the name “Henry,” James was jolted
from his fog. He’d let the man’s pompous voice slide around him, not penetrate his consciousness,
until he heard that. It sounded so strange to hear his dad called “Henry.” No one called him that
who knew him. Everyone called him Harry, and usually his mum affectionately called him Hal. As
others came forward, James didn’t pay much more attention, only noticing whether each person
used the proper name for him. If they said “Henry,” as a few people did other than the Minister, he
immediately started looking up at them with suspicion. Fraud, he thought. You don’t even know his
name.

In the dream, as in life, he also stood when the tune of the wizarding anthem began to play.
The ghostly band of enchanted instruments ground it out, with none of the irregularities James
actually preferred in human-played instruments. The perfection was almost more annoying than
any trombonist who hit a sour note, or a trumpeter who bleated when he should have blared.
He knew it was coming now with a certainty that increased each time he had the dream. Each
step along the way was something simply to be endured. The witches and wizards who moved in
ritualistic, mechanical exactitude were one such step, folding up each flag that had draped one of
the coffins, handing two to him and one each to David and Alice. The strains of the crowd singing
filling his head as he held the flags to his chest: yet another step. In the dream, as in life, he did
not cry. Nor did he sing. He turned slightly to look at his friends behind him. Bonnie and Lily were
singing, even though Lily had told him many times that she thought the words to the wizarding
anthem ridiculous, as they were set to the tune of God Save the Queen:

Witches and wizards all

We do not stand in thrall
To Muggle might.

We, whom they never see

Flying aloft and free,

We ever shall hidden be
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From Muggle sight.

Not slaves of king or queen
And never clearly seen
By Ministers.
Free to be what we are
Free as a shooting star
All equal and on a par
Brothers and sisters.

Lily had also not made any bones about what she felt was the inherent hypocrisy in the anthem’s
words, as the wizarding world was hardly as egalitarian as the lyrics implied. Remembering this
was yet another step. Then the friends and colleagues of his parents and the Boneses lifted the four
coffins to their shoulders and walked solemnly out of the hall, while a piper wearing the MacBean
tartan, for the Bones family, and a piper wearing the MacGregor tartan, for James’ mother’s clan,
played Flowers of the Forest and followed the pallbearers. (An adequate spell for making bagpipes
play by themselves had yet to be developed.) James and David and Alice followed the pipers, the
other mourners falling into step behind them. James saw Lily and Bonnie walking together, holding
hands, tracks of tears on both girls’ faces, while Sirius and Remus walked together behind them,
Peter bringing up the rear. In his dream, his friends all seemed to be more real than the other
people in the hall, but that wasn’t really different from life; in life, everyone else had seemed to be a
painted backdrop to James, mere illusions.

Outside the hall, the four coffins were loaded into horseless hearses. He assumed the Bones
coffins were going to be taken somewhere for an interment. His parents’ coffins were not; they had
left instructions to be cremated, so they were being taken to the crematorium on the other side of
the village. They had also left instructions to James that his father’s ashes were to be scattered over
Bristol Sound, off the south coast of Wales, while his mother’s were to be scattered over the lake at
Hogwarts. However, since they had died together, he somehow thought they should be together in
death, as well, and he had instructed the crematorium to give him two urns, but not one for each
parent; he wanted each to contain a mixture of their ashes, so when he spread his parents’ essence
over the two bodies of water, they would still be together. The crematorium staff had agreed to the
unusual request.

The hearses were gone: the final step before real life and his dream life diverged. James braced
himself, knowing what was coming. The dream had always played out the same way....Suddenly,
an explosion rocked the ground beneath his feet, and he went to his knees. Standing before him, in
a cloak with the hood pulled up so his face was shadowed, was the Dark Lord himself: Voldemort.

His wand was pointed at James, who could not see the face, but a cold voice said, “You will die
Jjust like them. Stupid and brave....”

“Noooo!” he cried each time he had the dream, before looking around frantically and finding
himself, very abruptly, in his parents’ summer cottage in the country, in Godric’s Hollow. He was
somehow standing again, holding his own wand out, and then suddenly, there was a flash of green
light and the sound of speeding death....

James sat up in his four-poster, his heart going a mile a minute, sweat dripping down his face.
He parted the deep red curtains and fumbled on his bedside table for his glasses, bringing the round
tower room into focus. Stumbling to the windowsill, he poured himself some water from the silver
jug that was kept there. The almost-full moon was sending a clear, white light into the still room.
James drank his water and tried to stop shaking, tried to think of other things.

He looked at Remus’ empty bed. Poor Remus, he instinctively thought. From the first time his
friend had confessed to him, Sirius and Peter where he went every month during the full moon
and why, the three friends had conspired to work out a way to help him, to make this time easier
for him and to make him less isolated. For three years they’d been trying to master the Animagus
transfiguration on their own, relying in part on James and his Invisibility Cloak to get into the
Restricted Section of the library and find the information they needed. That alone had taken the
better part of six months in second year. (He wasn’t able to go every night; he needed to get some
sleep.)

He must have scanned through thousands of books, looking for the right information. There
were also books to be feared, books that sprayed ink in his face or made a carillon of bells begin
to ring in alarm, or books that had even tried to bite him and box his ears. It was downright
hazardous to read something from the Restricted Section. Filch had very nearly caught him several
times because of the various spells Madam Pince had used on the books.

And then, when they finally had the information they needed, painstakingly copied by James
onto a dozen parchments which had to be charmed so that they could only be read by someone
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with the correct password (“All shall fear the Marauders”), there was the issue of sneaking out of
Gryffindor Tower to practice, and also finding an isolated place in which to do it. All in all, James
speculated that they could have learned the transfiguration in a year or less if they’d had all of the
information right at the start and didn’t need to sneak around.

Now, finally, after all their work, they were going to be able to accompany Remus during the
full moon. In the morning, they would all be leaving on the Hogwarts Express for the Christmas
holiday, which they were spending together at Sirius’ home, Ascog Castle, on the Isle of Bute in the
Firth of Clyde. James would have been going in any case, as the Blacks were now his guardians
until he reached the age of seventeen, but Remus and Peter had received permission to come as
well. The Lupin family had been dubious, as the moon would rise full and bright on Christmas Eve,
but Sirius had assured them that they had very secure dungeons at Ascog and that Remus would
be comfortable while waiting for his transformation, but unable to harm anyone.

The Blacks didn’t know about Remus’ “condition.” Sirius was not convinced that if they knew
they would allow him to invite a werewolf home for the holidays. They were acquainted with Peter,
but then, the Pettigrews were a very old wizarding family. They’d fallen somewhat on hard times,
but they’d once been large landowners, there were four Ministers of Magic in their family tree (two
each on Peter’s mother’s side and his father’s side), and they were also known to be descended from
three of the four founders (all but Slytherin).

That Peter seemed a poor representative of this illustrious family was something that wasn’t
discussed in his hearing. James knew he was all right, and even though Sirius and Remus still
thought of him as something of a tag-along at times, they knew James would never agree to his
being excluded from their group. He’'d said to them early in first year, “We're going to be in school
together for seven years. How would you like to spend that time being the one outcast in your
dorm, watching three friends who do everything together and knowing you're not wanted? If we're
not going to be his friends, who will be?”

He hadn’t known then that Remus was a werewolf; that didn’t come out until early in second
year. Remus had agreed immediately, and James felt he knew why: if anyone was a likely candidate
for the outcast, it was the werewolf, wasn't it? So they had included Peter in all of their activities,
given him help in classes, and waited patiently (well, Sirius wasn’t exactly patient) for him to catch
on during their three-year struggle to become Animagi. Truthfully, if they hadn’t had to spend
so much time helping Peter along, it might have gone faster, but he was officially their friend and
James, for one, didn’t begrudge him the time they’d had to spend doing this. They weren’'t going to
accompany Remus until they could all three do it together. Upon that they’'d agreed long ago. Now
that Peter was finally comfortable with his transfiguration and could hold it for a very long period
of time, they could finally do this.

James heard Sirius and Peter snoring behind their bedcurtains. He hoped Remus was all right.
Every month, the day before the full moon was very hard on Remus. He shook and shivered
feverishly all day, and flinched whenever anyone touched him in the slightest. He’d again borrowed
James’ Invisibility Cloak to go to the hospital wing to get some relief. James thought it must be the
worst thing in the world to be a werewolf, to not only suffer the transformation for three nights out
of every twenty-nine, but to have these dreadful symptoms on the day before, as well.

He’d forgotten about Remus during the previous month, unfortunately. He’d selfishly slipped
out of Gryffindor Tower to see Bonnie, using the map they’d created (James simply couldn’t let go to
waste some of the arcane information he’d gathered in the Restricted Section while looking up the
Animagus Transfiguration). He and Bonnie weren’t ready to be completely intimate yet; they hadn’t
even come close during their times alone together. James still had pangs when they collided noses
when they kissed. He worried about whether she would notice that spot on his chin, whether his
breath was bad, whether he’d become too sweaty while running to meet her and now had body odor
as a result. In short, he was a nervous wreck about just kissing her, and did not feel remotely ready
for the anxieties that were sure to accompany going further. In one part of his mind, he wanted to
very badly, but in another he was utterly and completely terrified of having his abject incompetence
revealed.

And then-he’d returned to the Gryffindor common room in his Invisibility Cloak and there they
were, kneeling on the hearthrug, kissing desperately, their breathing raspy, evidently too worked up
to notice that the portrait had opened and closed. He’d checked the map before entering. He’'d seen
the names of the people in the common room, even seen that the names were very close together. It
never would have occurred to him-

His hands were laced in her hair and his mouth had moved down to her neck. Her dressing
gown had slipped from her shoulders and her head was thrown back to give him more of her pale
neck. What really struck James, though, was her passion. He had never thought of Lily that way,
and here she was with Remus on the hearthrug, all of her usual decorum abandoned as she held
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him to her and he kissed and sucked her neck and-

Remus finally came to his senses, though. He had lifted his head suddenly and sniffed the
air, his eyes narrowed. James froze and resisted the urge to suck in his breath. Sometimes he
looked incredibly like a wolf even in his human form. James had been attempting to move across
the common room under his cloak. He'd been praying he could reach the stairs without being
discovered. He did not want to witness his friends together like this....

“What is it?” Lily had whispered to Remus throatily. Her skin was flushed and her chest rose
and fell rapidly. Stop that, James had ordered himself. You're not supposed to be looking at Lily’s
chest. She’s with Remus. At least, now she is. And she’s like a sister to you.

“James,” Remus had said simply.

Lily had frowned, sitting back on the rug. “What?”

Remus hadn’t answered her but rapidly stood and crossed the room to where James stood, his
nose telling him exactly where to go. Invisibility Cloaks were useless around a werewolf. James,
for his part, had remained rooted to the spot, knowing he was about to be unveiled and helpless to
stop it. Remus had reached out unerringly and pulled the cloak from his friend, anger contorting
his features.

“You couldn’t have remembered your promise to let me use the cloak,” he practically growled,
“but you're not above using it yourself to do a little spying!” James had been unable to tell whether
the sweat that had broken out on his brow was because of his usual monthly problems or because
Lily had gotten him so worked up. James had moved his jaw, unable to speak, to defend himself.

Lily, the moment she saw James, had widened her already-enormous green eyes and snatched
up her dressing gown from where it had fallen, sprinting to the stairs to the girls’ dormitories and
running up them rapidly. Remus had turned his head, watching her go. Then the anger seemed
to seep out of him, and he threw himself into an armchair, running his fingers through his hair,
shaking. James had sat in a nearby chair, stuttering out an apology and trying to explain about
meeting Bonnie, and getting the nights wrong....

Remus had shaken his head while James was speaking, and when he was done said in a hoarse
voice, “No, James. It isn’t your fault. Actually-I'm glad you came in before anything else could hap-
pen.” He was shivering feverishly again as he spoke, making James think that he looked anything
but glad.

“I-I can sit with you here, if you'd like some company, Remus,” he said quietly, still rather
chagrined at interrupting his friends, and letting Remus down. He was also still somewhat shocked
by the thought that Lily had been on the hearthrug with Remus, kissing him passionately and being
kissed....

Remus gripped each of his arms with the opposite one, more like he was restraining himself than
hugging himself. “Go now,” he said between gritted teeth. “I don’t want you here.”

James swallowed. “I'm-I'm really sorry, Remus....Please don’t be mad at me....”

“It’s not that!” he had yelled at James. “Go-before I don’t let you!”

His shaking was worse than ever. What did he mean by that?

“Remus-"

“Get out!” Remus shouted violently at him again. And yet-the hungry look James saw in his
eyes clearly said, Please. It was a desperately pleading, not an angry order. Please go, Remus was
clearly saying. James nodded quickly and grabbed up his cloak as Lily had grabbed her dressing
gown, practically running up the stairs....

James returned to his bed, not closing the curtains around him but continuing to gaze at the
moon, bobbing in the night sky. Soon they would be at Ascog, and they would all be together on
the night of the full moon. We’re going to be there for our friend. James let this idea take over his
brain as he drifted off to sleep once more, hoping he would not again encounter the dream about
Voldemort, and see the dreaded green flash and hear the cold, evil voice....

& ok ok ok ok

Severus Snape woke with a start.

He felt dreadful. He had that awful feeling that he needed to go back to the hospital wing for more
Porphyry Potion, to manage his porphyria symptoms. He especially had the feeling that it couldn’t
wait until morning. He groaned and sat up. He didn’t think it likely that his lightheadedness was
from lack of sleep. At this rate he’d faint before reaching the hospital wing. He sighed. Better wake
the damn prefect.

He’d been more than a little miffed that he hadn’t been named as the prefect in his year, but
he wasn’t at all surprised by who was appointed. Bloody pet, he thought. The Ancient Runes
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teacher, Professor Took, was the head of Slytherin House, and he’d named his favorite student in
the year as prefect. Just because I don’t brown-nose and tell him what he wants to hear. Actually, he
reflected, it was probably because he hadn’t taken Ancient Runes. In third year he’d begun to take
Muggle Studies (the only Slytherin to do so in many years-his theory was know thine enemy) and
Arithmancy. He thought Arithmancy was little better than Divination, but he had wanted to avoid
Care of Magical Creatures. He was not good with animals. He'd actually wanted to take Ancient
Runes (he’d bought the text in his first year and had already taught himself quite a lot), but the
little exposure he’d had to Took as his head of house had convinced him that he could not tolerate
having the man for a teacher for five years, and Arithmancy had been the only tolerable thing left.
At least Professor Vector didn’t seem to take Arithmancy too seriously. Severus’ healthy skepticism
was usually greeted with a sly smile. Was the professor perhaps more than a little aware of the
silliness of it all? he wondered.

In any case, he was going to have to try to wake Karkaroff and convince him to accompany him
to the hospital wing, so that if he fainted he wouldn’t be alone, and so if they ran into Filch he could
say that he’d gotten a prefect to take him to see Pomfrey so they shouldn’t get detention for being
out of bed. (Not that he’d mind getting Karkaroff a detention).

Igor had been insufferable before fifth year, but it was nothing compared to Igor the Prefect.
Severus had had to fall back on minor things to cut him down to size-such as using Karkaroff's
least favorite nickname.

“Iggy!” he called now, shaking the boy to wake him. Gah. He sleeps like the dead. “Karkaroff!”
he tried this time, in case the boy was still pretending to be asleep because he refused to answer to
the hated Iggy.’

The smaller boy finally rolled over and groaned, propping himself up on his elbows. “Go away,
Snape. Leave me the hell alone.”

“I need to go to the hospital wing. I'll get detention if 'm caught unless a prefect goes along.”

Karkaroff smirked. “And remind me why I should care...?”

Severus Snape’s mouth worked unpleasantly. “Because if you do this-I'll owe you.”

Karkaroff considered this now. Severus didn't like the sly look that came over his face as he sat
up the rest of the way and said, “I'll get my dressing gown and slippers.”

Uh oh, Severus thought. What’s that git going to try to make me do now? But then he had that
feeling in his gut again and winced; he really needed to get to the hospital wing.

They walked through the dungeons for some time before finally reaching the stairs to the en-
trance hall. They continued up the marble stairs, Severus having to repeatedly wait for Karkaroff,
who was dragging his feet sleepily (and to be as annoying as possible, Severus assumed). When
they finally reached the hospital wing and opened the door to the infirmary, they discovered that
someone else was already in one of the beds. Remus Lupin was lying on his side, his eyes squeezed
tightly shut, beads of sweat on his brow. He shivered feverishly and he was a ghastly grey color.
Then he opened his eyes, which stared into space, unseeing. There was a strange red light in those
eyes.

Severus Snape stopped in alarm. What was he doing here? he wondered. It was clear, though,
that he was not well, whatever the specific malady happened to be. Severus hugged the wall ner-
vously, making his way to Madam Pomfrey’s office to tell her he had come for some potion, not
wanting to get anywhere near the other sick boy, in case he was contagious.

Karkaroff didn’t take notice of any of this. “I'm going now. Don’t forget-" he added, “~you owe
me.” Now Lupin was sitting up abruptly, staring at the two Slytherin boys fearfully. Severus could
see him swallow; what was he afraid of? Oh, right, he remembered. Severus Snape, the big bad
vampire. Over the centuries, many people with porphyria had mistakenly been labeled vampires,
until now, the Muggle world assumed that was always the case, and they were ignorant of the fact
that there really were vampires. He scowled at Lupin. Fine. If he wanted to be afraid of him, he was
welcome. Maybe I should file my incisors to a point, Severus thought.

Karkaroff left and Severus rapped on Madam Pomfrey’s office door, watching Lupin out of the
corner of his eye. She opened it quickly, surprised to see him.

“Snape! What are-" She stopped when she saw his face, its jaundiced color and his pale lips.
She helped him to a bed and whispered, “T'll get the potion. Professor Sprout just brought me a
fresh batch of spleenwort. I've been brewing potions all day.”

As she tried to leave his bedside, he grabbed her hand. “What’s he here for?” he asked quietly.

She looked irritated. “Always coming down here for sleeping draughts. And he’ll probably ask to
sleep here again, instead of in his own dormitory. But don’t worry-I'll take care of you first.” She
looked disapprovingly over at Remus Lupin again before leaving to get Severus Snape’s potion.

Lupin was sitting up in bed, staring unnervingly at Severus Snape. If I didn’t know that he hated
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me I'd swear he fancied me, he thought, recoiling at the thought. Gah. Even if I liked men, I could
do better than that any day.

“Are you staying?” Lupin asked him abruptly, his voice throaty.

“What?”

“I said are you staying?”

Severus Snape frowned. “What'’s it to you?”

Lupin started breathing more rapidly. “If I thought I wouldn’t be alone, I wouldn’t have bothered
to come all the way down here....”

“Oh, you've got to have the infirmary all to yourself now, have you? Sorry, but some of us have
legitimate medical concerns,” he said, stopping himself before he blurted out his specific concern.’
“Sleeping draught. Why don’t you sod off and leave poor Madam Pomfrey alone? And me as well?”

Lupin swung his head around jerkily. “I-I had expected to be alone, is all,” he explained more
quietly, not answering Snape’s nastiness with more of the same. Severus Snape never knew what
to do when someone did this; it was a way of life in Slytherin House to raise the stakes. Backing off
was unheard of.

The Gryffindor boy slid off his bed and put his shoes back on, and pulled his dressing gown on
over his pajamas. He ran to the door. “Tell Madam Pomfrey—tell her I'm feeling much better-"

It was clearly a lie. You look like hell, Severus Snape felt like telling him. Instead he said with a
smirk, “Afraid to be alone with me?”

Lupin stopped and scrutinized him very seriously; the look in his eyes was quite unnerving. Did
Lupin fancy boys? Severus wondered again. And yet-there was something more like the expression
of a hungry predator lurking there. Like a wild animal.

“Yes. I am definitely afraid to be alone with you,” he said levelly, his voice almost inaudible.

Severus settled back against his pillows, his mouth twisting again. “Huh! Gryffindor bravery my
arse.”

Lupin was at his side in two steps, grabbing a fistful of the Slytherin boy’s dressing gown with
each hand, pulling him up. Their faces were very close, and Lupin seemed to be sniffing Severus
Snape.

“It’s not what you’d do to me that I fear,” he said quietly. Then he flung him back on the bed and
walked unsteadily to the door, slamming it behind him.

& ok ok ok ok

Lily Evans did not wake with a start.

She shivered under her covers; she hadn’t closed her bedcurtains completely, and she could see
that the bright moon was making patterns on the wall of the room, dancing trees, the branches
leafless. The macabre dance of the naked limbs was hypnotic-or at least, she hoped it would be.
She hoped watching would finally help her to fall asleep. Lily had been lying awake for hours,
unable to get her mind to settle down, her thoughts coming in a steady stream....

Only a month ago it had happened. Ever since September she had been noticing Remus Lupin
more and more, and Severus Snape as well, feeling torn and conflicted, uncertain about how she
felt about either boy. On the one hand Snape was in Slytherin, which was an excellent argument
against even being civil to him most days. He certainly never went out of his way to be civil to
others-especially Gryffindors.

On the other hand, she had noticed on the first day of the term—quite against her will-how
striking he looked as he was maturing, how penetrating his dark eyes were, how they seemed to
reach into her soul when he looked at her, even if it was to say something cutting (she had noticed
that his sharp remarks were usually about her house or her friends, but not usually about her). He
had been assigned to her as her Potions partner, and working side-by-side with him had given her
the opportunity to get to know him in a way she hadn’t expected. The cutting remarks had lessened
considerably, and they’d managed to develop a working relationship that was mutually beneficial.
In spite of now living with an uncle who ran an apothecary, his technique wasn’t up to hers, and
having to watch to make sure he didn’t make mistakes made her more vigilant about her own work.

When he’d taken ill in class one day, she’d even accompanied him to the hospital wing and had
sat with him while he’'d taken a potion Madam Pomfrey had brewed for him. Lily wished she knew
what it was; the matron had started to say the name, remembered Lily was there, and thought
better of it.

They’d talked for some time while he waited for the potion to take effect. He was very precise with
his language, which she appreciated, as she prided herself on precision as well, but it did make it
difficult to get to know him better. Their interactions were so formal. She did learn a lot about him,
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though. About his parents (although he refused to talk about their deaths), about his uncle, about
living in Oxford, and moving to Dunoon. He’d learned to sail during the summer. Yachting was a
popular pastime on the Firth of Clyde. There were yacht races in the bay down in Rothesay, on the
Isle of Bute, in July. He and his uncle and their crew of wizards had come in a respectable fourth
place. They didn’'t actually use magic for this; they sailed Muggle-style, for the sport of it. This
shocked her, since he was a Slytherin. (But she found out that his uncle-and his late mother-had
been Ravenclaws.) He would describe to her in precise detail the various types of knots he’d had
to learn, and what each was for, but instead of listening carefully, she found herself letting his
already-deep, mellifluous voice slide over her...she watched those large, dexterous hands with their
thin, articulate fingers, as they pantomimed tying the various knots....

She also watched his face when he spoke of sailing. It was an activity that seemed so out of char-
acter for him. Indeed, he had never done it before his parents died. He'd led a very circumscribed,
uneventful life down in Oxford, a life hemmed in by the bells chiming in the church towers. Nine
o’clock. Read three chapters of Hogwarts, A History. Then, twelve o’clock. Luncheon. One o’clock.
Afternoon constitutional. Three o’clock. Read two chapters of The Dark Arts. And five o’clock. Tea.
Report to parents the day’s activities, what was seen on the afternoon walk, what was read and
remembered....

Sailing on the Firth of Clyde with his uncle was an unpredictable way to spend the summer; you
never knew when a cooperative breeze would come up, when you would be able to sail effortlessly
down to the Isle of Arran for the day, or even further south, skimming along the west coast, perhaps
putting into Blackpool or Liverpool. Being away from the land, surrounded only by the shimmering
water in all directions, was both the most exhilarating and most frightening experience of his life.

He had very sensitive skin, so he’d been wearing long trousers and sleeves and a hat, and
constantly reapplying the salve his uncle made for him on the exposed parts of his skin. She didn’t
say anything about this. She knew others speculated that he was a vampire. She thought this
was preposterous; he was a boy, just a normal boy. He was perhaps more formal and less-sure
socially than many people his age, but she sensed no bloodlust in him, even when he was making
his cutting remarks to her Gryffindor friends. She bristled when he did this (although she was less
concerned about his hostility to Sirius than she had been in the past), but at the same time, she
wondered whether he was jealous of their camaraderie, their easy friendship. He didn’t have that
with anyone in his house; there were people with whom he sometimes associated, but it almost
seemed that they did it against their will, because they were afraid of him. He wasn’t exactly the
center of a close-knit circle of friends.

And yet, even though she did sometimes get a sense of bloodlust lurking just under the surface
with Remus, he was unfailingly gentle with her and everyone else with whom he came in contact.
In Professor McGonagall’'s class, when they were transfiguring animals into useful objects around
the home, while most people were turning rabbits into slippers and toads into tea-cosies, Peter
was turning a dove into a small pincushion. To test whether he’d succeeded, Peter had put a pin
into his poor bird, who was now covered with embroidered cloth but still clearly a living, breathing
creature, Remus had cradled the poor thing in his hands and plucked out the pin, carefully healed
the bleeding wound with his wand. She had watched how gentle he was when he’d done this, and
when he’d raised his eyes to hers afterward, it had been very hard to look away.

She had found herself looking at Remus quite a lot in the months leading up to That Night, as
she thought of it. There was just something about him that drew her, something very different from
Sirius. He was so unassuming, so gentle, so convinced that he didn’t deserve friendship, so glad to
have it. She had never known anyone who was gentler and yet stronger; she’d seen other perplexing
demonstrations of his strength since he carried his and her trunks on the first day of the term, and
she had come to the conclusion that he was just very strong. She tried to deny it deep down, but a
part of her was as attracted to this idea as to his amazing eyes, and the way his hair flopped over
his brow just so, and the way he didn’t laugh out loud when he found something funny (as James
and Sirius did); he ducked his head instead, while a small smile crept across his face....

She knew she was doing it again. She was developing another crush on a friend. Didn’t you learn
your lesson with Sirius? she demanded sternly of herself. But it didn’t matter. Her friendship with
Severus was progressing in a slow but predictable pattern that could very well result in a romantic
relationship (if he were ever to let his guard down), but she didn’t know what to think about Remus.
Sometimes she thought she caught him looking at her, and other times he seemed to ignore her
existence altogether. Once a month, he inexplicably became ill and needed to see Madam Pomfrey
for days running, and then he was fine afterward. It may have been going on for years; she was so
focused on Sirius when she was younger that she was unsure about this. The afternoon of That
Night she had asked Remus whether he wanted her to accompany him to the hospital wing, but he
had been violently adamant that he not only didn’t want her to accompany him, he wanted her out
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of his sight.

She had run upstairs after that, burying her face in her pillow, inexplicably breaking into tears.
He hates me. No, she had told herself, trying to be sensible. But he’s annoyed with me. I'm just a
pest....

She had lain in bed, sleepless, much like this night, for hours on end, picturing him telling her
to leave him alone, his face contorted, her heart breaking into a million pieces....

And then she hadn’t been able to stand it any more. She just hated the idea of his being angry
with her. She had decided that she would swallow her pride (this was very difficult for her at the
best of times). She would apologize and beg to still be his friend, on whatever terms he wanted. She
had hoped to get him to have that light in his eye again, that expression he had when their eyes
had met in the transfiguration classroom and it seemed they were the only two people in the entire
world.

Her crush on Sirius had never been like this, she knew. Sirius had made jokes at her expense.
Sirius had exploited her willingness to do things for him, until finally, he had-

She shivered at the memory. She had never known it was possible to feel so repulsed by someone
to whom she had previously felt so attracted....but then, she hadn’t known he had the capacity to
behave in that way....

Lily had shaken with nerves. She was planning to break school rules. This was not something
she did lightly. She wasn’t even certain it was something she’d done at all before (at least, with
premeditation). She was going to go to the boys’ dorms and try to get Remus to come down to the
common room to talk to her. It was thrilling and terrifying to contemplate this. What if Sirius woke
up and found her there? What if he told all of Gryffindor House? She had donned her dressing gown
and started walking down to the common room, on the verge of fleeing back to her room several
times before reaching it. Then it turned out she didn’t need to risk going into the boys’ dorms after
all. He was already there by the fire, shivering and sweating at the same time, shaking convulsively,
his legs drawn up to his chest, his arms hugging them. He had turned his head in alarm when she
entered, his eyes widening.

“Lily! I thought I told you—"

“I know, Remus. But I-I just couldn’t bear to think of you being cross with me. I had to talk to
you, to apologize.” She sank down on the floor next to him, hugging her own legs to her chest. His
shaking seemed to grow worse when she was near him.

“Please go,” he had said, so quietly she could barely make out the words.

She touched his arm with her hand. He responded like a dog with its quarry’s scent high in its
nostrils; they flared as he turned to her. His eyes went wide and the fire reflecting in them made
them look reddish.

“Lily-" he choked, as though his life-force were being sucked from him. He covered her hand
with his. She had the strange feeling that he really did want her to stay, in spite of his words. She
moved closer to him and put her arm around his shoulders.

“I'm not leaving you alone,” she said insistently. “You shouldn’t be alone, in this state.” She
brushed his hair out of his face tenderly with her other hand. He followed the movement of her
hand with his nose, breathing her in as though she were an exotic flower. She caught her breath as
his nose nuzzled her hand for a second before his lips made contact with her palm, as though he
just couldn’t help doing it....

She hadn’t expected this at all. She’d thought they might sit together and talk, that she might
distract him from feeling poorly. The moment she felt his lips on her skin, all of her nerves suddenly
stood to attention. She thought it was possible she had stopped breathing. His face moved over her
hand again, smelling it thoroughly, memorizing her scent as if he planned to track her....

He turned to look at her then; the red light in his eyes no longer seemed to be a trick of the
firelight. It didn’t scare her, though, and she watched, fascinated, as he leaned over and captured
her lips with his. She put her hand against his chest to brace herself, and to push him away if need
be. What would she do if he opened his mouth? That had been part of her undoing with Sirius.
When he had suddenly, mercilessly (she thought) thrust his tongue into her mouth, she thought
she would choke to death. Surely people didn’t like doing this? she had thought. It was disgusting.

And yet-Remus was different. Suddenly she had found herself absolutely aching to taste him,
to breathe with his breath. She parted her lips slightly and when she felt his tongue lightly brush
against her lower teeth, she finally felt as though she was starting to understand why people did
this, why they wanted to. He moved his mouth against hers a little more insistently, slowly bringing
his tongue against hers in a gentle caress that was making her react in ways she also hadn’t
expected. She felt perspiration rise on her skin, she felt a warmth in her chest, and before she knew
it, he was removing her dressing gown, she was on her knees before him, his mouth clamped on
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her neck, his hands-God, she thought, he has amazing hands....

Her mind whirled as they continued, their breathing becoming more labored, their pulses racing.
Then, without warning, Remus lifted his head and sniffed the air.

“James.”

Everything after that was a fog to her. Remus had crossed the room and removed the Invisibility
Cloak from James (where had he gotten that? she wondered) and started screaming at him. James
may have answered, she wasn’t sure. Mortified, remembering only the amazed and dazed expression
on James Potter’s face, she had snatched up her dressing gown and run up the stairs to her dorm
as though a wild animal was chasing her.

A month later, lying in her bed watching the moonlight play over the still room with the three
sleeping girls, she played it all over in her head again. This was Remus. Suddenly, they were
kissing and pawing each other on the common room floor. How had that happened? It still seemed
as though that had been some other person down there, not the self-possessed Lily Evans, prefect.
His touch had released a cascade of desires she hadn’t known lived within her, and they frightened
her. She had felt utterly out of control, her body running the show instead of her mind. She always
had to be in control. The alternative was unthinkable to her. And yet-the way he had made her
feel-

This was Remus, she thought again. Remus with the luminous hazel eyes. Remus with the shy
smile that made her catch her breath. Remus who was the nicest boy she knew, and therefore the
last one she would ever expect to make a pass at her. But this wasn’t a pass; what Sirius had done
was a pass. (Everyone knew what had happened, too, once they saw what she’d done to him.) This
was-she didn’t have a word for it. It had been mutual, that was for sure. Remus had seemed to
need her so, to want her. Sirius-he had simply assumed he could do certain things to her, that she
would let him because of her crush. It was very different. Remus seemed to be doing everything as
much for her as for him. She remembered his nose gently nudging her hand....

And then, the next day, he had ignored her. She had expected-she didn’t know what she ex-
pected, but it hadn’t been that. Her heart had gone crashing down into her feet. Had he just been
trying to get what he could, like Sirius? It had felt so different, though. She didn’t want to think
it of him. And when she decided to try to talk to him about it that night (he had avoided her all
day), she found he wasn’t in the common room. She steeled herself to invade the boys’ dorms, as
she’d planned to do previously, treading ever so lightly on the stone steps. To her shock, the entire
fifth-year boys’ dorm had been empty. She had cautiously opened the curtains on one bed after
another. All four boys were out of Gryffindor Tower. Suddenly, a prefect’s rage had risen in her.
They would lose Gryffindor house points if they were caught! And that James. He was a prefect! He
should know better!

Lily had gone back to bed, but not to sleep (she’d hadn’t slept a wink all night). She kept hearing
the sound of howling wolves coming from the Forbidden Forest. The howls made the hair stand up
all over her scalp. Were they just common wolves? she wondered, then stopped herself. Best not to
think about what things lived in the forest. She’d heard too many stories for that to be conducive
to sleep.

Three nights in a row, she’d gone to the boys’ dorms and found their beds empty. She was quite
nervy about it now. On the morning after the third night, she cornered James when he was leaving
the prefects’ bathroom and pulled him into an empty classroom.

“Where were the four of you last night? For the last three nights?” she had demanded. He looked
shocked.

“In-in bed, of course,” he lied. He was quite pink; normally, James Potter gave a new meaning
to pale. Not as much as Severus Snape, but close.

“No, you weren't. I checked your dorm. All three nights I checked! What are you thinking? Do
you want to send Gryffindor into negative house points?”

“Is that really why you're asking?” he had responded, bristling. “Because I could ask you the
same. Girls aren’t supposed to be sneaking into the boys’ dorms. You were probably far more likely
to be caught in our dorm than we were to be caught out of it.”

She had opened her mouth to respond and shut it again, confused. He could get her a detention!
A month of detentions. She clamped her lips together angrily (how dare he get the better of her!)
and turned on her heel, leaving the room as quickly as she could, seeing red. A moment later he
caught up with her and grabbed her arm.

“Wait! Lily-I'm sorry. I wasn’t trying to threaten you or blackmail you or anything. But-but why
were you checking to see that we were all in our dorm? Why did you go up there, really?”

She stared at him helplessly. Because I'm a lovesick idiot. That would be the truth. She wracked
her brain for a plausible lie, but nothing came to her. Finally, feeling she could trust James, of all
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people, she said softly, truthfully, “I was worried about Remus.”

James stiffened, and his hand closed more firmly around her arm, so that she was tempted to
cry out in pain, but she forced herself not to. “I see,” he had said, and then she remembered his
face when Remus had removed the Invisibility Cloak; didn’t he and Bonnie do things like that? She
had no idea, and would never dream of asking. “We-we were worried about him too,” he said in a
sudden rush. “That’s why we weren’t there. We’d taken him to the hospital wing and stayed with
him. Madam Pomfrey let us. He’s our friend, Lily. We wouldn't let anything happen to him. Don’t
worry about Remus.”

He wasn’t looking at her; his eyes slid around her, but wouldn’t meet hers. He’s lying, she
felt sure. He won’t look me in the eye. “If you say so,” she answered reluctantly. How do you
accuse one of your best friends of telling a bald-faced lie? She wanted to, very badly, but couldn’t
bring herself to do it. She walked away from him sadly. James was lying to her. That was almost
as disillusioning as Remus kissing her passionately, then completely ignoring her. Both seemed
contradictory to their basic natures. That meant there had to be a good reason for what each of
them had done. But what was it?

Now she had another thing to think about. After a week, her relationship with the four boys
normalized again somewhat, and Remus started to behave toward her as he had previously (but
it was as though he had completely forgotten ever kissing her). James stopped going pink when
he spoke to Lily, and looked her in the eye. She tried to forget about Remus. She tried to focus
on her assignments. She wrote History of Magic essays and practiced learning new charms and
brewed complicated potions and prepared for the O.W.L.s....But then the cycle had repeated itself,
and Remus’ physical condition had again deteriorated....

He had been shivering and perspiring during the day again, she remembered, staring at the
underside of the canopy above her bed. Whatever malady overtook him on a regular basis, he was
once more in its grip. She turned over in bed, wondering if he had yet again taken refuge in the
common room. Did the other boys send him there? she wondered, growing angry with them on
his behalf. Then she realized that this didn’t square with them taking him to the hospital wing and
staying with him there-if, in fact, that was what they had done (and she wasn’t at all convinced, yet
could not bring herself to ask Madam Pomfrey whether they’d been there, in case they all landed in
trouble because of her).

Lily stood and slid her arms into the sleeves of her dressing gown and wrapped it securely around
her. She walked softly to the door of her room in her bare feet, even though the stone floor was
chilling her. She crept down the curving stairs to the common room, wondering if she would have
the courage to check the boys’ dorms again if he wasn’t there. But she never found out whether
she would be able to bring herself to do this, as Remus was again sitting before the roaring fire,
shivering as though he’d been set adrift on an ice floe and the nearest warmth was half a world
away, not three feet away.

He looked up at her with a stricken expression. “Lily,” he whispered, giving her a look that made
her want to do anything in her power to make him feel better.

“Help me.”

* ok ok ok ok

Sirius Black woke with a start.

Several floors below in Gryffindor Tower, a door had slammed noisily. He pulled himself up in bed
and parted his bedcurtains, wondering what was going on. He crept out of bed and toward the door.
When he was on the landing, he looked around cautiously, then took a deep breath and did it; he
felt the change ripple through his body, felt the horrible pain as his bones wrenched themselves into
a different shape, as his very internal organs shifted and metamorphosed into another creature’s.

His paws landed softly on the stone floor. He turned his head to see his tail flicking. He felt
quite satisfied inside. He hadn’t told the others he was doing this, transforming whenever he felt
the urge, for more practice. Yes, it was painful, but it also gave him an incredibly powerful feeling
to be able to execute such advanced magic, and something that was so rare, at the age of fifteen.
He had been very, very impatient for them to be able to accompany Remus during the full moon.
He’d been ready ever since the term had started-well before that, in fact-but James had insisted
that they continue to wait for Peter to be ready.

Sirius loved being in his dog form. He could smell things he couldn’t as a human. He could hear
incredibly well. He had started to feel like his nose and ears were stuffed up when he was in his
human form, the difference was so marked. Being a dog made him feel more alive than he’d ever
been in his life.

Now he started to descend the spiral stairs in his dog form, going toward the source of the noise.
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It had come from the first-years’ dorm, on the second level. The fifth-years were on the sixth level,
high above the common room. He paused a flight above the first-year dorm, catching snatches of
their conversation, even through the heavy door.

“You do know what shagging is, don’t you?”

What on earth? Why were first years talking about that? he wondered. Then he heard the voices
in the common room below, the sound unobscured by doors or walls or constrained by human
hearing....

“Remus! That boy heard us!”

“Don’t worry, Lily. We have the cloak. It'll be all right....”

Sirius padded softly back up the stairs and changed into his human form again before opening
the door to his dorm and staggering to his bed. He threw himself back on his pillow. She was with
him. One of his best friends. He felt like punching something, or someone. He felt-incredibly angry
with himself. It’s all your fault, came the accusing voice in his head. He couldn’t bring himself to
hate Remus; he didn’t blame Remus at all, in fact. You botched it up and now she hates you.

It had happened after the Quidditch match that fell on the Saturday directly after Lily’s birthday.
Lily had been mooning over Sirius for years, although she tried to pretend she didn’t care. (She did
a very poor job of this.) It had been frankly embarrassing during the first three years of school,
when he didn’t care tuppence for girls. She’d go deep red whenever he was around, and when she’d
gone (and sometimes even when she hadn’t) the others would nudge him and wink and tease him
about his girlfriend. It almost made him hate her. After all, she was an insufferable know-it-all.
Who wanted someone like that for a girlfriend, and with hair in that dreadful red? Someone who
was a skinny stick, and pale to boot (when she wasn’t blushing over running into him).

Once, late in their second year, when some fourth years had teased him in the common room
about his girlfriend he’d shouted irritably, “She’s not my bleeding girlfriend! I wouldn’t be caught
dead with her!” Then he saw that she was still in the corner of the room. She’d looked up with a
stricken expression on her face, and he felt a stab of guilt. The guilt had deepened when she’d fled
the common room, disappearing for hours. She’s not so bad, he had thought more charitably when
it started to become quite late and she still hadn’t returned. She’ll probably look all right when she’s
older.

James had gone to look for her after she didn’t turn up at the evening meal. Sirius was actually
starting to feel somewhat anxious. What if something happens to her because of me? he thought.
She never let him copy her homework-in spite of her crush, she was very scrupulous about this-but
she had helped him with assignments many times. He’d shamelessly taken advantage of the fact
that he knew she wouldn’t refuse him. He’'d used her time and again, he thought, feeling more and
more like a complete cad.

He had sat near the bottom of the spiral stairs to the boys’ dorms, waiting, and finally, James
had come back with her. He’d walked in with his arm around her tenderly; her face was rather
blotchy, as though she’d been crying. Sirius sank back into the shadows in the stairwell so they
wouldn’t see him.

“There, there,” James had said softly to her. “He’s my best friend and even I don’t think he’s
worth this much fuss,” he told her, making Sirius frown. Thanks a lot, mate.

“You don’t understand. It was-he said caught dead. It just made me think-I'd-I'd just gotten a
letter from my dad about my mum. She’s-she’s in hospital again-the cancer’s back-" She buried
her face in James’ shoulder and he held her and patted her back, his cheek on her hair. Sirius
grimaced. Bloody hell. He was going around insulting a girl with a dying mother. Why hadn’t
anyone told him Lily’s mother had cancer? Because no one thought you cared about her, that’s why,
he answered himself.

Things hadn’t improved much in third year, and by then she was sporting orthodontia, on top of
everything else. She still blushed around him, still shot him nervous glances when she didn’t think
he knew. When they were doing assignments together she was better, she was able to focus on the
work and be more businesslike. However, she took on the imperious manner of a teacher at these
times, which didn’t exactly make her more attractive to him.

Then when she returned from the Christmas holidays during fourth year, it was like she’d un-
dergone a transformation. Suddenly, her hair looked like the most beautiful thing he’'d ever seen-
maybe she’d found a new shampoo?-her orthodontia was gone. He noticed for the first time how
her green eyes sparkled. She had-she had a figure now. A slight one, but she was definitely no
stick any more.

Now Sirius Black had a problem. He’'d spent three-and-a-half years stating loudly and uncat-
egorically how he wouldn’t have anything to do with Lily Evans. The trouble was-now he’d fallen
for her. He’d fallen hard. How was he to undo everything he’d said about her since coming to
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Hogwarts? He had no idea.

And to make matters, worse, he could tell that two of his friends had it bad for Lily too. Peter
he wasn’t worried about, but Remus....And on top of that, it was clear that Severus Snape was not
immune to Miss Evans’ charms either. In fact, he’d noticed Snape looking at her in second year
and thought, Good luck to you if you go there, mate. Now he felt like he would kill Severus Snape
if he ever tried to lay a finger on his Lily. His Lily. When had she become that? In his mind a
transformation had taken place, and he had no idea what to do about it.

After the Quidditch match that had closely followed her birthday, the Gryffindors were celebrat-
ing in the common room; James had clinched the match again, racking up goals to keep them safely
ahead so the Slytherin Seeker wouldn’t even try to catch the Snitch, which meant their Seeker, fee-
ble though he was, simply had to have a clear field to grab it. As one of the Beaters, Sirius played
an important role in this, sending the Bludgers hurtling at the Slytherin Seeker while the Gryffindor
Seeker made his way toward the small golden ball.

During the celebration, Sirius noticed Lily sitting alone; after congratulating James on his win,
she’d retreated to a corner to read. Their exams weren't for two months. He shook his head.
Someone need to teach this girl how to live. He sauntered over to her and sat down next to her. She
looked up to see who it was, reddened, said a soft “hello,” and buried her nose in the book again.

“You know,” he said in a conspiratorial whisper. “I hear there’s a party we could go to. In the
Gryffindor common room. Some sort of victory celebration.”

She looked up then, grinning at him. He grinned back. Why, he thought, when she smiles....She’s
going to break hearts, he thought instinctively, not realizing that his might very well be the first.

She let him coax her away from the corner and got bottles of butterbeer for both of them, drawing
her into the crowd of laughing people near the fire, who were rehashing some of James’ exploits
again. James flashed a smile at the two of them, jolting Sirius. Did he suspect his best friend’s
change of heart concerning Lily Evans?

Sirius’ presence seemed to convince Lily to stay in the circle of people near the fire for the rest
of the party. They sat next to each other on the hearthrug, and at one point-judging the moment
very carefully-Sirius slung his arm carelessly over her shoulder. She looked at him suddenly with
wide eyes when he did this. He smiled at her warmly and she blushed again, but it wasn’t anything
like when she’d been younger. He detected that her breathing had changed; he was able to move
his hand gently to her neck and feel her quickened pulse. She caught her breath when his fingers
brushed her skin. Hmumm, he thought. She’s rather responsive.

Sirius and Lily remained as the other students slowly left, ascending the stairs amid huge yawns.
Finally, it was just the two of them. Her skin still looked flushed in the firelight. She wore a simple
white blouse and black skirt, her usual clunky black brogans on her feet, and socks pulled up to
her knees. He let his eyes go down to her chest very briefly, then back up to her face, his arm still
around her. He leaned closer to her and felt her hitch her breath in anticipation. Should he say
something? he wondered. What could he say? After years of saying I wanted nothing to do with you,
could you please be my girl? Smooth. Very smooth. He looked in her emerald eyes and decided that
speaking was out of place just now.

Actions, not words, he thought. Suddenly, he covered her mouth with his, holding her to him.
She pressed her lips against his, mouth closed, meeting his pressure with an equal one. He opened
his eyes and found her eyes open too, looking back. He pulled back from her.

“You're not supposed to look,” he told her irritably. This wasn’t going as well as he’d hoped. She
frowned.

“You were,” she shot back. She was looking somewhat dissatisfied as well. Did she know nothing?
he wondered. He wasn’t even sure he could remember how many girls he’'d kissed. Was he her first?
Probably, he answered himself. Who else would have kissed her, after all?

He took a deep breath and put his hand on the back of her neck, pulling her close to him. “Just
relax,” he whispered to her as he pressed his lips against hers again. In response, she became
tenser than ever, as though she were over-thinking the entire operation. It’s not Arithmancy, he
thought, irritated.

Her lips were still shut against his. She really doesn’t know anything, he thought, bringing up
his hand and pulling her jaw down somewhat impatiently and pushing his tongue against her lips.
This finally caused her to open her mouth involuntarily, and he thrust his tongue in at last, holding
her head in place. She started struggling against him, and he held her more tightly. She was
making a peculiar sound in her throat, and he took this as encouragement, moving one hand down
to her chest....

Finally, she wrenched her head away from him, her eyes dark with fear. She pulled out her wand
from the pocket of her skirt and pointed it at him. Her breathing was labored and she looked angry
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and disappointed. He was getting more irritated by the moment.

“Oh, come on, Lily. Put your wand away. It's just snogging. It isn’t as though you haven’t been
wanting me to do that for years-” Even as he said it, he realized how dreadful that sounded. He
always had been terrible when it came to talking to girls. His most successful come-ons were the
silent ones, the meaningful glances across the library, followed by a pretty girl meeting him behind
the far bookcases, letting him kiss her without a word....

Lily gasped, and he knew she didn’'t care for how callous he sounded. He’d botched this up
completely, he realized. Now he not only had years of rejection to undo, but this. Right, he thought.
Go with your strength. Actions, not-

But as he stepped toward her again, she pointed her wand and a burst of sparks shot out of the
end, striking him in the face. He immediately felt his skin moving of its own accord. In a panic, he
put his hands up to his face.

“Ow!” he cried, having poked himself in his left eye, which was near where his mouth should
have been, only a little further down and to the right. He moved his hands over his face carefully;
his left ear appeared to be where his nose used to reside, and his mouth was sideways on the left
side of his forehead, while his other ear was upside down on the right side. His nose now protruded
from the left side of his head, and his other eye was on the right where another ear used to be. He
moved his head to the left, so he could see with binocular vision again, sort of; the eye on his lower
right jaw and the one on the side of his head were a little too far apart for the world to look quite
right to him.

“What have you done to me?” he cried in alarm; it was a very strange sensation for his forehead
to be opening and closing when he spoke, and he also wound up wincing from the noise, because
of the ear that had been placed so close to his mouth. She fled up the stairs and he sat down
in a chair, closing his eyes (looking at anything was getting very disorienting to him) and exhaling
noisily. Had anyone ever botched anything so spectacularly? he wondered.

His features remained rather mixed-up for a week, and he couldn’t practice the Animagus Trans-
figuration during that time. He made a mental note to hex anyone who called him “Picasso” when he
was normal again. (Peter was particularly annoying during that week, smirking at him constantly,
and Snape was completely insufferable.) No other girl would go near him in the meantime, and he
had a most difficult time reading, eating and blowing his nose. Brushing his teeth was no picnic,
either. Because she’d been in a panic, she’d actually messed up the spell, so for one of the teach-
ers to reverse it would have been somewhat difficult. Professor McGonagall assured him that his
features would migrate back to their proper positions over the space of about a week.

In the meantime, Sirius never knew where his eyes, nose, mouth and ears would be when he
awoke in the morning, and they were usually in different places by the evening meal than they
were at breakfast. Although McGonagall had pressed him, he wouldn’t reveal who had hexed him.
She knew him well by now, and even with his limited vision he thought she wore an expression
that said He probably deserved it. Secretly, he agreed with her. He didn’t speak to Lily during that
week, and she did her best to avoid him anyway. Through his oddly-placed eyes he had seen James
looking at her with his eyebrows raised (Sirius’ eyebrows were drifting around his nose and one of
his ears). James might suspect, but he wouldn’t tell McGonagall it was Lily, that was fairly certain.
Nonetheless, a rumor did start to go around that it was Lily who'd done it, because he’d made a
pass at her. He’d put up with a good bit of ribbing even after his face looked normal again. Some
rather daring people still insisted on calling him “Picasso,” but it was starting to die out.

Then he had watched her alternately looking at Severus Snape and Remus Lupin all during the
autumn term, almost never looking at him any more, and certainly not the way she used to. In the
meantime, every time he was with any other girl, he wound up comparing her unfavorably to Lily
Evans, and coming away feeling vaguely dissatisfied and aimless.

Now-now she was with Remus. They're down there, right now, he thought, making himself stay
in his bed, forbidding himself from going back out into the stairwell and relying on the superior
hearing he had as a dog to listen to what they were doing in the common room. That wouldn’t be
right, he told himself sternly. You had your chance, and now she’s moved on.

He sighed noisily and laid back, staring up at the canopy. This was his comeuppance, obviously.
He’d been a dreadful prat to her for years, and now this. The feature-rearrangement hex was nothing
compared to this. And no matter how much he knew he had earned it with his insults and snideness
toward her, and the incompetent pass, and no matter how much he knew Remus deserved a little
bit of happiness, he couldn’t help feeling....

She’s going to brealk hearts.

He thought, Done.

Done and done.
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Remus Lupin woke with a start.

He’d been huddled in a corner of the Transfiguration classroom under James’ Invisibility Cloak,
biding his time and waiting for all of the students to be in their dormitories and for the teachers
to retreat to the staff wing before rising and going to the hospital wing for a sleeping draught from
Madam Pomfrey. Luckily, James hadn’t forgotten this month that he needed the cloak.

Before he’d started adolescence, the day before the full moon had been accompanied by a carnal
craving that had been satisfied by food; his parents had never been able to fill his stomach on those
days. When it was close to full was the only time he felt remotely calm, but his stomach emptied so
quickly again that he had to eat almost constantly to keep from shaking to pieces. He had decided,
based purely on his own experience and not any research he’d done on werewolves in general, that
his body was preparing for the baser carnal desire of sinking his teeth into human flesh during
the full moon, for that tearing and ravenous urge that soared through him when he was a wolf.
However, as he’d become sexually mature, he’d begun to have carnal urges of a different nature
during the day before the full moon. These were far worse than the random urges that struck any
twelve- or thirteen-year-old boy, and unfortunately, the sort of activity that eased the tension during
other times of the month gave him no relief whatsoever when it was the eve of the full moon. The
only thing that seemed to help was actual proximity to another person. He needed to smell them,
to touch them, to have them touch him and smell him, and then more, more....

Or at least, he assumed this was true. In his fifth year of school he had never had the courage to
find out whether actually having sex with another person would ease the symptoms he experienced
as the full moon approached. Early in second year, when he was shivering uncontrollably in his
bed, James had come to him, wondering what was wrong. He’d sat next to Remus on the bed, and
Remus’ nose had started going into overdrive. Suddenly he felt the incredible need to smell James
all over, to touch him, to be touched by him; his proximity was both exciting him incredibly, and
at the same time it was a calming influence. Breathing in the other boy’s scent made him feel so
right, like he was close to a solution to his problem. He’d never been this close to someone when he
was coping with the eve of the full moon. He hadn’t known that this was what could calm him. And
yet-he needed more than proximity. He needed—more.

And that thought terrified him. He was only twelve years old. So was James. They were both
boys. James might not like boys, and they were so young, below the age of consent. People would
think it was wrong for so many reasons....No one would care that Remus was going mad for lack of
human touch, for that closeness which was greatest when two people joined their bodies in mutual
delight....

So he’d drawn back from James in fear, fear of alienating his friend (If he knew what was going
through my mind!) and fear of what this meant for him (Do I likke boys? Do I like girls?). He’d ordered
James to go back to his bed, and the other boy, clearly still concerned, complied.

Once he was lying by himself again, Remus had sniffed the air; the scent of the other three boys
was heady and sexual. All four of them were bundles of walking hormones, and with his werewolf
sense of smell, Remus was even more aware of this. Sirius had been wanking in the bathroom, he
was sure. Nothing unusual there. But the smell that lingered on his friend, which wafted across the
room, was starting to make Remus sweat and shiver again, and he burrowed under his blankets,
miserable, afraid that any moment he would spring out and rape one of the other boys. I'm stronger
than any of them, he thought suddenly. I could do it, just take one of them.... And then he thought,
I'm a terrible person. I'm not even a person; I'm a beast, an animal.....

The next morning, James had come to talk to him again, and Sirius and Peter noticed and joined
him, all of them on Remus’ bed.

“What's wrong, Remus? I can tell something’s wrong; you can’t hide it any longer,” James had
said, pushing his glasses up his nose.

Remus swallowed, looking round at his friends; they seemed genuinely concerned. His second
year had barely begun. He’d been friends with these boys for a year, and they did everything
together—-almost. (He went to the Shrieking Shack by himself every month.) Finally, he made a
decision. He plucked up his courage and blurted it out.

“I'm a werewolf.”

They stared back and forth at each other, and then Sirius started laughing first, followed by
Peter, and then James.

“All right, then, don’t tell us,” Sirius said. “Werewolf. Is that the best you can do? All right, I'm
the bleeding Queen of England,” he began in a high voice, “and I want my tea and crumpets now!”

Peter guffawed so hard he had to run to get a handkerchief to blow his nose. James was looking
concerned again, though. While Sirius and Peter were carrying on, he quietly said to Remus, “What



THE WAY OF ALL FLESH 31

is it really?”

Remus looked at him sadly. “I said. I'm a werewolf. Tonight when the sun sets and the moon
rises, I will change into a wolf. Any human who is near me runs the risk of being bitten and turned
into a wolf also or just plain being killed.” His voice was soft and steady, and Sirius and Peter finally
settled down. The three boys were absolutely still, listening to Remus’ quiet words. “I am why the
Whomping Willow was planted. It conceals a passageway to the Shrieking Shack. When I press a
certain knot on the roots of the tree the limbs stop moving and I can go through into the passage.
When I transform, if there are no humans to devour, I attack myself. That is what the villagers hear
coming from the Shrieking Shack. They hear me. That is why I need to go to Madam Pomfrey each
morning after a night with a full moon, so she can repair my wounds. And last night-" he nodded
at James “—-my body was-was getting ready for the transformation. The night and day before the
full moon is-is very difficult-"

Finally, they had believed him. They didn’t disown him as a friend. He almost felt like crying;
had anyone ever had such good friends? he wondered.

But that didn’t solve his monthly problem. Each month that followed, he spent the day before
the full moon in agony, around boys whose hormones were jumping about constantly, and around
girls who were in complete denial about their sexuality, even as he could smell which ones were
menstruating, which were ovulating. They all smelled like sex to Remus Lupin, and they all drove
him mad, boy and girl alike. He began to haunt the hospital wing on the eve of the full moon, asking
the matron for sleeping draughts (James’ idea), but soon she grew tired of him and wouldn’t let him
have a potion if it was too early in the evening.

“Go back to bed,” she’d say tiredly. “It’'s only eight o’clock. You haven’t even tried to get to sleep
on your own. You don’t want to become dependent on a potion to fall asleep every night.”

Although the staff knew he was a werewolf, and even that that was why the Shrieking Shack had
been built and the Whomping Willow planted, no one-including his friends- really knew about what
he went through before the full moon. He was ashamed; he couldn’t go to Professor Dumbledore
and explain, “I'm sorry sir, everything you've done for me isn’t quite enough. I need complete carte
blanche to shag anyone I want on the night before the full moon, or I'll go mad.”

He couldn’t admit to the headmaster or matron what was bothering him. And he shuddered to
think of the jokes Sirius would make if he knew. It was just too embarrassing. So he shouldered
on, finally falling back on sneaking down to sleep in the common room when he couldn’t bear the
scents of his friends any longer, or when he hadn’t been able to talk Madam Pomfrey into giving him
a potion which would guarantee him instant sleep. He had gone as far as asking James whether he
could borrow the Invisibility Cloak on the night before the full moon so he could go to the hospital
wing for the potion late at night without being seen. When she was tired, Madam Pomfrey was more
pliable and often let him sleep in the infirmary after taking the potion, instead of taking it back up
to his dorm in a vial. She slept nearby, but in a different room; and she didn’t bother him, at any
rate, being too old to give off any sort of sexual scent. She hadn’t been a sexual being for decades,
and he was grateful for this. Yearning after the matron was one more headache he didn’t need.

But this night....After the corridors had all gone quiet and he’d awoken in his uncomfortable
position on the floor of the Transfiguration classroom, he’d put on the Invisibility Cloak and made
his way to the hospital wing. He didn’t want to be discovered by Filch and his cat, Mrs. Norris. He
took off the cloak and stuffed it in his dressing gown pocket before entering the infirmary.

Then, while he was waiting for the matron to get the potion, he had shown up, with that git,
Karkaroff. Remus watched Severus Snape enter the room, his eyes narrowed into slits. He likes
Lily, he knew. It was painfully obvious. Every time they were in Potions together, the way he looked
at her when she didn’t know he was looking made it very, very clear how he felt. And yet-he had
far more right to like Lily than he, Remus, did. He was a werewolf. He could never really be with
anyone. He had watched his friends pair off with girls and thought I can’t do that. He didn’t dare.
James had Bonnie, and Sirius had-whichever girl it was this week. Peter didn’'t have anyone, but
that was hardly surprising. Remus thought he might have a little thing for Lily, too.

Remus couldn’t help but hate Severus Snape. Snape who was so tall. Snape who played Keeper
on the Slytherin Quidditch team (although he could almost never prevent James from scoring;
James was a brilliant Chaser). Snape who made Lily smile and sometimes blush in Potions class,
who made her get that wondering look on her face. It was stupid; he shouldn’t feel jealous that
Snape might actually have a chance with her. He had no business being with any girl, let alone Lily
Evans. But still-

The scent of the other boy wafted across the room to him. I do not want to want that git, he
thought irritably. Remus squeezed his eyes shut, feeling beads of sweat on his brow. He shivered
feverishly. Then he opened his eyes again, watching the other boy. Snape hugged the wall nervously,
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making his way to Madam Pomfrey’s office. Karkaroff moved toward the door again. “I'm going now.
Don’t forget-" he added; “you owe me.” What does that mean? Remus wondered. He sat up,
swallowing. Snape scowled at him.

After Karkaroff left, Snape rapped on Madam Pomfrey’s office door; Remus could see Snape
watching him out of the corner of his eye. She opened the door quickly; Remus knew she was in
the middle of preparing his sleeping draught.

“Snape! What are-" She stopped when she saw his face, then helped him to a bed. With his
very sensitive ears, Remus heard her whisper to Snape, “I'll get the potion. Professor Sprout just
brought me a fresh batch of spleenwort. I've been brewing potions all day.”

Snape grabbed her hand. “What’s he here for?” he asked quietly. Remus sensitive ears heard
this too.

She looked irritated. “Always coming down here for sleeping draughts. And he’ll probably ask to
sleep here again, instead of in his own dormitory. But don’t worry-I'll take care of you first.” She
looked disapprovingly at Remus again before leaving to get Snape’s potion.

Remus sat up straighter, finding it very difficult to not stare at Severus Snape. His beard defined
his jaw and high cheekbones very nicely....Aargh, he thought. Stop that. I do not want to have these
kinds of thoughts about Snape.

But his mind ran away with him anyway. The two of them, in the infirmary, alone....No. He
shook his head to clear it. 'Not a good idea’ would be the understatement of the century....

“Are you staying?” Remus asked him abruptly, his voice throaty.

“What?” Snape sounded startled.

“I said, are you staying?”

Snape frowned. “What’s it to you?”

Remus couldn’t help it; he started breathing more rapidly. “If I thought I wouldn’t be alone, I
wouldn’t have bothered to come all the way down here....” Then he wished he hadn’t said this; it
must sound very strange.

“Oh, you've got to have the infirmary all to yourself now, have you?” Snape shot at him. “Sorry,
but some of us have legitimate medical concerns.” Then he looked like he was worried he’d said too
much. What was wrong with him? Remus wondered. “Sleeping draught. Why don’t you sod off and
leave poor Madam Pomfrey alone? And me as well?”

“I-I had expected to be alone, is all.” Remus slid off his bed and put his shoes back on, pulling
his dressing gown on over his pajamas. He ran to the door. “Tell Madam Pomfrey-tell her I'm feeling
much better—" Snape looked unconvinced about this, but he smirked, “Afraid to be alone with me?”

Remus stopped; the other boy’s scent was very strong. He looked at him, at the bit of pale skin
revealed by the V of his dressing gown, at his large hands. Snape looked unnerved by his scrutiny.

“Yes,” he admitted softly. “I am definitely afraid to be alone with you.”

Snape settled back against his pillows, his mouth twisting again. “Huh! Gryffindor bravery my
arse.”

Remus was at his side in two steps, grabbing a fistful of Snape’s dressing gown with each hand,
pulling him up, breathing him in hungrily. Their faces were very close.

“It's not what you’d do to me that I fear,” he said quietly. He flung him back on the bed and
walked unsteadily to the door, slamming it behind him.

He had decided he couldn’t risk staying. He felt so on edge. Ever since he’d given in to his desires
and starting kissing Lily during the previous month, he’d been dreading this night. That had been
so amazing; inhaling her, hearing her sighs and feeling her fingers fluttering over him....until James
had come in and brought him to his senses. Which he was glad of. And yet not....

In the corridor, he tried to get his breath. Damn! He would have to go back up to the common
room. There wasn’'t anywhere else to go, unless he wanted to risk leaving the castle and going
through the passage to the Shrieking Shack. The winter wind beat against the windows in the
corridor and a cold breeze swirled around his ankles; the castle was draughty, but it was at least
shelter, and there was some warmth. The Shrieking Shack had none. And if he went to sleep all
night on the floor of a classroom, covered in the Invisibility Cloak, he would probably be found by
Filch and Norris; he couldn’t guarantee that he wouldn’t snore, or throw the cloak off in his sleep.

He gave the password and entered Gryffindor Tower, taking off the cloak and bundling it into the
pocket of his dressing gown again. He sat before the fire, remembering Snape’s scent, and beginning
to shake again. Damn Snape! He was so close to getting the sleeping draught from Pomfrey....But
he didn’t know how long she would take getting Snape’s potion, how long after that she would have
his sleeping draught ready, and how long both boys would be there, alone in the infirmary, waiting
for their potions to take effect. What was wrong with Snape, anyway? he wondered. But he didn’t
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have long to ponder this.

As he sat before the fire, shaking, his nose started quivering again. No, no, no, he thought. Go
away. I can’t bear it. I can'’t fight it.... He heard her soft footsteps come closer and closer as she
descended the stairs.

Finally, she had reached the common room. She walked toward him slowly, then stopped. He
couldn’t help staring at her; she was so beautiful, so compassionate. He knew he’d already hurt
her a great deal, yet, miraculously, she didn’t hate him for it. She was here looking for him in spite
of that. He had wanted nothing more than to take her in his arms the morning after they’d first
kissed, to tell her how much he loved her and to kiss her again. But he dared not do this. He was
a monster. He dared not ever love anyone, nor ask them to love him.

And yet, even as he thought this, he moved his eyes over her hungrily, aching for her, and not
just because he was a werewolf. His resolved crumbled utterly as he whispered, “Lily. Help me.”

& % ok ok ok

Bill Weasley woke with a start.

The door to the first-years’ dorm slammed noisily and Peregrin Booth came hurtling back into
the room, leapt onto his bed and dove under the covers. The other boys woke also, and immediately
started telling off Booth for being so noisy upon returning from the lavatory in the middle of the
night.

“I don’t care how cold the floor is,” Alex Wood said to him angrily, after Orville Simpson had told
Booth to do something to himself which was probably physically impossible. Sleep was still making
Alex’s voice a little thick. “Put on a pair of bleeding slippers or boots or something. Don’t just-"

“That’s not why I was running!” Booth said breathlessly. He sat up, leaning forward, clearly
hoping he’d goad the other boys into asking what was really making him run. His fair blond hair
shivered in a pudding-bowl shape around his head.

Rembert Leonard, his fox-like face poking between his bedcurtains, took the bait. “All right-why
were you running?” Leonard was Booth’s best friend, and was bound to ask. The blond boy called
him Bert and in turn his friend called him Perry. Bill and Alex and Orville Simpson, who tended
to stick together, called them Booth and Leonard. The two groups of boys rarely interacted when it
wasn’'t absolutely necessary. It was merely incidental that they all had to live together.

“There’s-there’s something in the common room! I heard noises when I came out of the loo, so I
went downstairs to find out what it was. I looked around the whole room—couldn’t see a thing-but
there were still these noises....I think there’s something evil down there.”

Orville rolled his eyes and smacked his forehead. “Honestly. You are aware that ghosts live here?
In the castle? There’s something evil down there....” he said in a squeaky voice intended to mock
Booth, whose voice hadn’t yet deepened-and in spite of the fact that his own voice still cracked
and wavered between alto and tenor on a regular basis. He shook his head in disgust. Orville
Simpson was a half-blood and had grown up in the magical world, like Bill and Alex, who were both
pure-bloods. Booth and Leonard were both Muggle-borns and still shocked by many things they
encountered in the magical world-of which they’d each had only four months’ experience.

Booth smirked at Orville. “Very funny, Simpson.” His voice went squeaky when he said the name,
mocking Orville right back. “I know what ghosts sound like and what they do. This was no ghost.
There were voices. Two voices. Sort of grunting and groaning. Sometimes sighing. I even heard a
laugh.”

Bill looked at Alex and saw the knowing expression on his face. Bill hoped no one could see him
blushing in the semi-darkness-he could feel it, though. From what Booth had said, he could guess
what was going on in the common room, and he could tell Alex had drawn the same conclusion.
Bill braced himself-

“Let’s go!”

“Wood!” Booth yelled as Alex bolted across the room to the door. “Where are you going?”

Alex turned around at the door with an evil grin on his face. His dark hair was standing on end,
like a gang of exclamation points. “I'm going to find out who'’s shagging in the common room, that’s
where I'm going.”

“Who’s sha-what?”

Alex rolled his eyes, and now Orville joined him by the door, also rolling his eyes. Since the term
had started in September, Bill had been a little disconcerted by Orville’s aping many things Alex
did, but now he was used to it-although he stubbornly refused to do the same. “That’s what you
were hearing, you stupid git. The sounds of shagging. You do know what shagging is, don’t you?”

Booth was shuffling his feet, embarrassed. “I know about babies and all that. I'm not a three-
year-old.”
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Alex snorted. “Fooled me. And just about everyone else, too.”

Booth bristled now, and his best friend came to stand by his side in solidarity. Alex ignored
them. “Who wants to come?” he said to Orville and Bill, a wicked smile on his face. “Get it? I said
who wants to-"

“We get it!” Bill hissed, trying to shut him up. “All right, let’s go-~

Against his better judgment, he followed Alex down the spiral stairs to the common room. Orville
was practically stepping on his heels. He turned his head briefly and saw that Booth and Leonard
were bringing up the rear. He experienced a pang for a moment-who would want five eleven-year-
old boys walking in on them at such a crucial time? (If there really was shagging going on.) And yet
his curiosity had gotten the better of him and he couldn’t resist trying to find out what was going
on....
Alex had reached the bottom of the stairs and stopped; Bill plowed into him, having expected
him to keep moving. Alex looked around the common room with his eyes narrowed. Bill looked too;
not a soul was in sight. There was no sound, either; certainly not the sounds Booth had described.

“See?” he said now. “I told you I hadn’t been able to see anyone. It's not humans; it’s got to be
something else....”

Bill shrugged. “Maybe whoever it was went back upstairs.”

“The boy would have had to go past our dorm. I'm sure no one did. And only the seventh years
are lower down than us,” Orville reminded them all. The seventh years were on the first floor up
from the common room and the first years were on the second floor; they would remain in this dorm
for the next seven years, only the sign on the door changing as they grew older.

“Could have been seventh years. Most likely, really,” Bill responded softly, looking around the
room again.

“Nah,” Leonard responded. “Their door has this dreadfully loud squeaky hinge. Needs oiling. If
someone had gone into their dorm, we’d have heard it. I can tell every time one of them gets up to
use the loo in the night. It’s like an angry screech owl.” Bill remembered that this was true; the
noise echoed all up and down the stone stairwell whenever the seventh-year door was opened. The
seventh years didn’t care, evidently.

The five of them stood near the foot of the stairs, looking around the room nervously. Was some
evil being going to suddenly swoop at them out of nowhere? Was a ghost playing games with them?

“They could have just left Gryffindor Tower,” Alex suggested in a whisper. Whispering seemed
necessary for some reason. The other boys nodded.

“That’s easy enough to find out,” Booth said sensibly. “Just ask the Fat Lady.”

They all hesitated; it meant going out into the corridor. Being out of their house after hours.
They’d had it drummed into them for almost four months that that was a serious punishable offense.
Bill looked at his dormmates; Orville still had the look of sleep in his eyes, and his matted hair made
it seem that a sandy-colored animal had decided to sleep on his head. Alex made no move toward
the portrait hole; he bit his lip nervously, his dark eyes very large in his pale face. Booth and
Leonard actually seemed to be trembling.

Bill felt a curious sick feeling in the vicinity of his stomach, and swallowed; it wasn't fear so
much as self-loathing. I should do it, he thought, still not moving.

They all looked back and forth at each other and waited.

Finally, Bill couldn’t take it any longer; he hated the way he was feeling and had to do something
about it. It'll just be for a minute. “I'll do it,” he said disgustedly, crossing the room before he could
change his mind, opening the portrait hole and stepping into the corridor. He shivered as a draught
swirled round his ankles and up his pajama legs; the portrait hole still open, he looked up at the
Fat Lady uncertainly.

“Er, excuse me, ma’am,” he began awkwardly, never having addressed the Fat Lady except to give
her the password to Gryffindor Tower. “Can you tell me whether anyone has come out of Gryffindor
Tower recently?”

She looked down at him kindly. “Only you, lad. And it’s rather late for that. You had better run
along to bed.”

“In a minute,” he said, feeling more comfortable now. “Youre quite sure? What about-" he
lowered his voice in case the others were listening from inside the common room. “-ghosts?” he
said even more quietly, feeling just a bit foolish.

“Well, now, that’s a possibility for going in—" she began.

“What do you mean?” he said in a normal tone of voice, forgetting to whisper.

“I mean that a little while ago, a disembodied voice gave me the password and asked to enter,
and so I opened. I saw no one pass me, however, so I do not know who it may have been. He did
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have the password, though.”

“He?” Bill noticed that she’d assigned a gender to the unseen intruder. “A man?”

“A man’s voice, yes. Not like yours. I do like the sound of a good boy soprano. Do you sing?” she
added hopefully.

“Er, no,” he told her, turning pink. “At least, you wouldn’t want to hear it. Anyway, this person
had the password, then you opened the entrance, and that’s the last time anyone came or went
until I came out here?”

“That’s right, dear. Of course, if it was a ghost, it was a ghost who had forgotten he could pass
through walls. That would be a very odd sort of ghost.”

He stood deep in thought for a half minute, still holding onto the portrait frame, so he could
easily reenter the common room. There was a thought starting to form in his mind, but in his
sleepy state it felt like it would get away if he tried to pounce on it too quickly, before it was fully
formed....

“Well,” he told the Fat Lady slowly. “Thanks for your help-~

“Aha!” cried a familiar, gravelly voice with a flourish of triumph. Bill whirled, letting go of the
portrait, which swung closed, leaving him stranded in the corridor. A grey cat, walking languidly,
came round the corner, followed by Argus Filch, who carried a parchment and quill in one hand
and a lantern in the other, despite the flaring torches on the corridor walls. Bill felt his heart leap
into his throat.

“Aha!” the caretaker repeated with relish, coming closer to Bill and holding the lantern in his
face, as though he would otherwise be unable to see the boy with the bright red hair. “Out of your
house after hours! Where've you been, then, eh? An ickle firstie, if I'm not mistaken, flaunting the
rules! What will you be doing by the time you're a seventh year? That’s what I'd like to know. You
delinquents all start as you mean to go on, I've seen it before....”

“But-but-I just now came out here,” Bill piped, irked that his voice sounded even higher than
usual. He couldn’t help it-the pitch went up when he was nervous. “We-we thought there was an
intruder in Gryffindor Tower. I was asking the Fat Lady whether she’d opened the portrait to let
someone leave-I had to step out here to talk to her...”

“A likely story,” he sneered, his grimy features twisting into a mask of distinct contempt. “If that
was true you should have had a prefect come out and check. That’s what they’re for. A first year
isn’t supposed to take these things on himself.” He pulled out his quill and spread the parchment
on the stone wall next to the Fat Lady’s portrait.

“Name?” he prompted.

“Bill Weasley,” he mumbled. Filch’s quill scribbled across the parchment. After he’d taken the
name down, he continued to write with the quill for an alarmingly long period of time. Then he
grunted with satisfaction and rolled up the parchment, slipping the quill inside.

“Second one out of bed tonight!” he said, with what probably passed for happiness (for him),
rocking back and forth on his old boots, his eyes glittering. “Stupid Slytherin prefect, claiming he
was taking a student to the hospital wing....”

“Maybe he was!” Bill responded hotly, keenly feeling the injustice of this, forgetting that it might
not be wise to yell at someone who was in the middle of giving him a detention. “Did you go to the
hospital wing to check? He might have been telling the truth. And if you're giving detentions to
prefects who say they're on official business, how would it have helped for me to get a prefect to
come out and talk to the Fat Lady? You’'d have just given him a detention instead of me!”

Filch looked at him, complete and utter loathing on his lined old face. A vein was throbbing in
his cheek. A first year was daring to speak to him like this. “You,” he hissed between his teeth, “will
have detention tomorrow evening at eight o’clock. You will be-"

“I can’t,” Bill said automatically, frowning. Filch’s eyes bugged out at him; now his left eyelid
was twitching, in addition to the dancing vein.

“What did you say to me?” he breathed in disbelief, glaring at him malevolently, as though Bill
had sprouted another head.

Bill quaked under his gaze. “I-I won’t be here. The Christmas holiday. I'm getting the Hogwarts
Express home tomorrow.”

Filch had clearly forgotten about the holiday. Bill watched him, wondering if he was going to
have a complete melt-down. He’s barking, Bill thought, watching the shifting expressions flow over
the man’s face, as though one ghost after another were attempting to take possession of the man’s
body and then thinking better of it.

Finally, he bent over Bill and said between his clenched yellow teeth, “Then you’ll do detention
your first night back, when the new term starts.” His breath was sour in Bill’s face, a blast of putrid
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decay, and he fought not to wince; he didn’t think it wise to show too extreme a reaction to this.

“Yes, sir,” he choked out, trying not to breath through his nose, wishing he had a head cold so
he wouldn’t be able to smell.

“Now get in your house!” he barked at Bill, who quickly gave the Fat Lady the password and
ran through the portrait hole, his heart going a mile a minute. When he was in the common room
again, he stood still, catching his breath. There was no one to be seen. The other first-year boys
had apparently fled up the stairs to their dorm again. They had probably heard Filch’s voice.

With another look around the quiet common room, Bill decided Booth was also mad and had
been letting his imagination run away with him.

Except-

The Fat Lady had said that someone she couldn’t see had given the password to enter Gryffindor
Tower. He walked slowly up the spiral stairs to the first-year dorm, thinking about this. When he
reached his room again, he walked calmly to his bed and climbed in, but he didn’t lie down; he sat
up, staring at the window, full of bright moonlight.

Finally, he whispered, “Alex?” Silence. “Alex?” he said again, more loudly.

“What?” came the sleepy reply. “That you, Bill? You all right?”

Yeah, likke you really cared, Bill thought. Probably ran up the stairs like a dragon was after you.
You’d have wet your pants if it had been you out in the corridor with Filch. He felt irritated.

“I got a detention,” he said casually, as though this happened every night and was of extreme
unimportance. “Listen. I thought of something.”

There was a bit of a delay before his friend groaned, “What?”

“The Fat Lady said someone she couldn’t see gave her the password and came in. But no one
went out.”

Alex scrambled to sit up, clearly more awake now. Bill saw that Orville was sitting up now, too.
The other two boys had evidently fallen asleep again.

“What do you reckon that means?” Orville asked.

“I know what that means,” Alex whispered, his voice full of certainty. “It means someone in an
Invisibility Cloak.”

“An Invisibility Cloak?” Orville breathed in disbelief. “What Hogwarts student would have an
Invisibility Cloak? Why not just walk around wearing something made of a thousand Galleons sewn
together?”

The three boys were quiet. Then, from the far bed, came a small, high voice.

“I heard that one of the prefects has an Invisibility Cloak,” Peregrin Booth said, his voice seeming
very loud in the quiet room.

Bill and Orville and Alex looked round at each other, their jaws dropping open. A prefect! How
shocking!

“Well, that narrows it down to six people, now doesn’t it?” Alex said, sounding predatory, like a
hunter closing in on his quarry.

“Three,” Booth said. “I heard it was a boy.”

“Three people,” Alex mused, as though he’d just thought of this himself and Booth hadn’t said
anything.

“So,” Orville said now, “there’s the seventh year prefect, What’s-His-Name-"

“Stephen Pearce,” Bill said automatically.

“No girlfriend,” Alex said authoritatively. “And he’s huge. Impossible for him to walk about
quietly under an Invisibility Cloak. Plus, he’s Muggle-born. He probably doesn’t even know they
exist, let alone how to get one.”

“How do you get one?” Rembert Leonard asked quietly, also sitting up in his bed now, unable to
resist joining in.

“I know they exist, and I'm Muggle-born,” Booth said, bristling.

“Yeah, yeah, you've got a phonographic memory, I know-"

“That’s photographic memory,” the blond boy informed him with an exasperated sigh; Bill knew
he was as frustrated with their isolation from the Muggle world as the other boys were with his and
Leonard’s ignorance of the wizarding world.

They were all quiet for a minute, thinking.

“I heard,” Leonard said quietly, “that the fifth year prefect had one.”

“Had what?” Alex said, as though he’d started to fall asleep again.

“An Invisibility Cloak.”

“Potter?” Orville said in awe. “You reckon that was Potter down in the common room? Who
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with?”

“Dunno. They must have been together under the Invisibility Cloak, and that’s why Perry didn’t
see anyone when he went down. They could have been there still when we all went, but staying very
still and quiet.”

“The Fat Lady said someone entered she couldn’t see,” Bill said softly, in a daze. “Potter’s
girlfriend is in Hufflepuff. He could have given her the cloak to be able to get here without being
seen. The way Filch was prowling around, the only way you'd want to be out is with one of those
cloaks. He said he gave detention to a prefect who claimed to be taking a student to the hospital
wing.”

The other boys shook their heads over Filch. Suddenly a yawning epidemic overtook them,
beginning with Booth and finally reaching Bill, who sank back onto his pillow, thinking. So. James
Potter was down in the common room with Bonnie Manetti. Where were they now? he wondered. He
thought of Bonnie and her large dark eyes, her dazzling smile and the dimples in her cheeks. Potter
was one lucky bastard, he thought. Then he felt awful when he remembered that Potter had become
an orphan on the first day of the term. Poor Potter, he thought instead. But at least he has Bonnie.
That’s something. Although at this point in his life he knew that if he had to choose between his
parents and a girlfriend, he’d take his parents. His family was everything to him.

The dorm was quiet again, and soon Bill heard Booth and Leonard snoring softly. He stared
at the ceiling and started to drift off to sleep, when suddenly, Alex’s voice came at him out of the
darkness again.

“Bill?”

“Yeah?”

“D’you-d’you like any of our girls?”

“Our?”

“In Gryffindor.”

“Oh.” He thought now of Lily Evans, but didn’t say anything about this. “Do you?” he asked
instead.

“Well,” Alex hesitated. “Mary Ann is nice.” Mary Ann Boxwood was one of the three girls in their
year.

“I guess.” Then Bill thought of Potions class, with the Slytherins. He thought specifically of
Roxanne Maine-Thorpe....

“But girls are a ruddy pain in the arse,” Alex said now, his voice hard. “More trouble than they’re
worth.” He sounded more like he was trying to convince himself than Bill.

“Right,” Bill said, more to be agreeable and to bring the conversation to a close than because he
believed this.

“Right,” Alex repeated into the darkness.

But somehow, as he let his eyes close and drifted back into sleep, Bill had a feeling that James
Potter was the last person in the world who would agree with that statement.

& %k ok ook ook

Wednesday, 31 December; 1975

As the sky lightened in the east, pale pink fingers of light began to make their way across the flat,
overcast sky that sat on the South Wales coast like a leaden weight. No sun could actually be seen;
instead, the light seemed to emanate from the sky in general, no one area seeming brighter than
any other. Gulls cried out overhead, occasionally settling on frost-touched rocks or on the rail that
defined the edges of the Penarth Promenade.

James Potter watched the waves slap the shingle mercilessly, white froth edging the wet weapons
until they revealed themselves to be nothing more than insubstantial water, slinking back into the
sea half-apologetically. He looked down at the simple black basaltware urn in his hand. The other
one was back in his trunk at Ascog castle. He’d been waiting for almost four months to scatter his
parents’ ashes, and now he hesitated, as though this meant severing the last ties he had to them
forever. They're gone, he told himself sternly. And this is what they wanted. He tried not to think of
the funeral again, in case a memory of the dream crept into his head instead. He hadn’t told anyone
about the dream. Not Bonnie, not his mates, not Lily. They’d think he was mad.

James looked at Bonnie, standing beside him. Her face was sympathetic, even as she clutched
her cloak around her; the wind off the sea was sharp, like receiving a slap in the face over and over.
Sirius stood on his other side, then Lily, Peter, and Remus. They’d all come with him, his girlfriend
and his best friends, just as they would stand beside him when he did the same thing at Hogwarts.
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The cold air was making his eyes sting and his nose itched; he reasoned that it must be the weather,
because he’d cried so many tears for his parents already. Enough was enough. He had to be strong,
to go on and be a man they would be proud of. He lifted his chin and sniffed the sea air; he watched
Bonnie’s hair blow into her face and knew that the wind had changed; it was behind them. It was
safe now.

He said a silent farewell to his mum and dad as he opened the urn and watched the ashes blow
over the sand and into the water. He watched a particularly loud gull swerve upward on the wind,
as though it knew what the wind was blowing to the sea. James tipped his head back, watching as
the bird flew directly over him, inland, as if telling him that his past was in the sea now, follow the
gull inland to the future, his future....

Lily’s eyes stung and she wiped them hastily with the back of her hands. She reached instinc-
tively for the person standing nearest her, who turned out to be Sirius. He closed his arms around
her sympathetically and smiled down at her. She looked up then, startled, and backed away from
him hastily. His face clouded when she did this. She turned then to the boy on her other side, and
Peter held his friend as she sobbed quietly for their friend’s parents, now at one with the sea.

Sirius turned away from them; she was still angry with him, or scared of him, at least. Still
didn’t trust him. He sighed and leaned his hands on the rough wooden rail. He played the events
of the previous April over in his head yet again, wishing he could take back everything he’d said
and done (and not just because of how difficult it was to function for the following week). He never
seemed to think before he acted. He always went purely with his gut instinct, and he’'d regretted
that many times, yet still-

Sirius Black looked at the ecstasy on Peter Pettigrew’s face. Hmph. Peter didn’t stand a chance
with her-that much he knew. Perhaps that was why she turned to him now. He was as safe as you
could get, was Peter. Talk about non-threatening. He cursed himself again. Damn! If only....

He looked at her now, straightening up after having cried on Peter, and then looking at Remus
with such longing it took his breath away. Then he saw that Remus returned this. He loves her
too, he realized, surprised that this was the word he thought of. Love. And yet-why didn’t the two
of them cling together? Why was there this distance between them? He remembered hearing their
voices wafting up from the common room on the night before they’d gotten the Hogwarts Express
home for the holidays. Had he completely misunderstood what was going on down there? Were they
together or weren't they?

He turned back to James, who was watching the sea again. Sirius’ sister Ursula was waiting for
them at the end of the promenade, ready to walk them all to an unobtrusive spot where they could
use the Portkey back to Ascog Castle. His parents had spent the previous four months building
another floor of the castle, so that Sirius’ previous room was now the guest room and he and James
had bedrooms on the top floor. His mother had said she was going to get his father to build a roof
garden. James had said he liked his new room when he’d seen it, but he looked around rather
listlessly at everything these days. He'd merely drifted through the previous term, never really
seeming fully present, always-Sirius assumed-thinking of his parents.

Sirius was only fifteen and he could be tactless and thoughtless, but he cared fiercely about
his friends-including Lily—and would do anything in his power to protect them. He hoped Lily and
Remus could work things out. If I can’t have her; it should be him, he thought. Remus deserved
a little happiness. It had been amazing, when they’d accompanied Remus during the full moon
the previous week, feeling his power beside him as they prowled around the shores of Loch Ascog,
and he padded in his dog form beside the wolf, his friend. Because of Remus, he had learned
a maddeningly difficult bit of Transfiguration that he could utilize the rest of his life. He didn’t
begrudge Remus being with Lily; he only hoped he realized how lucky he was, and didn’t botch
things up. Like I did, he thought.

As the sun continued to rise, James turned from the sea and held his hands out to his friends.
“Thanks, everyone,” he said to them quietly. They nodded and smiled at him through their tears.
Then, Sirius put his arm around James’ shoulder and James put his around Bonnie’s. Lily also put
her arm around Bonnie’s shoulder, and Peter took Lily’s hand while Remus slung his arm across
Peter’s small, thin shoulders. Linked thusly, the six friends walked down the promenade into the
rising sun, girding themselves to face the uncertainties of the New Year.



— CHAPTER THREE —

Premeditation

Tuesday, 21 January, 1976

Lily eyed Remus, sitting on the other side of the Transfiguration classroom. He was sitting with
James, Sirius and Peter around him as though he was using them as human shields. He’'d been
avoiding her since they’d all returned from the Christmas break, even though they’d almost-

“Miss Evans!” Professor McGonagall said sternly. Lily looked up in alarm, then down at the
table where she was sitting; she had failed to notice that her quill had trailed off the edge of her
parchment and was doodling hearts on the old, scratched wood writing surface. It did not look
remotely like the O.W.L. information Professor McGonagall had been writing on the chalkboard.
Reddening, Lily pulled out her wand and cleaned the desk quickly, trying not to catch Cecilia’s eye;
Cecilia was still under the impression that Lily was crushing on Sirius Black, in spite of the rather
severe hexes she had put on him after his incompetent pass the previous April. She hadn’t said
anything to Cecilia about Remus.

The Thompson twins turned in unison and gave Lily a disdainful look; they always had perfectly
neat notes in a cramped, small hand that was as identical as the two of them. Lily fought the urge
to stick her tongue out at the backs of their heads when they turned forward again. She still did
that at home sometimes, when Petunia wasn’t looking, but there were more people to see her here,
and she was a prefect. That, of course, was yet another reason why Moira and Myra Thompson did
not care for her. She also had the distinct impression that Cecilia resented her for being the girl in
their year named prefect. She sighed for a moment, stealing a look at the boys.

None of James’ friends seemed to resent him being a prefect. The four of them were practically
joined at the hip. Not for the last time, she wondered what they'd gotten up to those three nights
running when she’d been checking their dorm, so she could talk to Remus.

Remus....

She remembered being in the common room with him just before the holiday, under the Invisi-
bility Cloak. Sometimes she thought she might have imagined it; that she might have imagined his
hands against her skin, his mouth on hers, the low growl in his throat that had sent a thrill through
her, the knowledge that she was driving him mad. He was driving her mad too, in a way she never
suspect she could be driven mad before the previous November. Suddenly, under the cloak on the
hearthrug in the middle of the night, she felt as though she were consumed by him, as though she
couldn’t touch enough of his skin, as she opened his pajama shirt and moved her lips down to his
chest....

And then that first year boy had blundered down into the common room and gone running back
upstairs in fright. It had brought them to their senses; they had awkwardly dressed themselves
again and walked carefully, both of them under the cloak, to the curving stairs leading to the girls’
dorms, going half-way up the first flight very carefully, then sitting down on the steps next to each
other, huddled together, listening for-something.

She had watched Remus in the strange light filtering through the cloak from the torches on the
curving walls. He seemed to be listening, his eyes narrowed, but Lily couldn’t hear a thing. He
was frowning, looking upset. Sweat had broken out on his brow again and she longed to tenderly
wipe it with her hand, kiss away his cares....She didn’t hear anything until the boys arrived in the
common room. Then she heard them discussing whether to ask the Fat Lady about people leaving
Gryffindor Tower. Lily had grasped Remus’ wrist very hard; if the guardian of the threshold of their
house confirmed that no one had left, would the boys be brave enough (or foolhardy enough) to try
the girls’ dorms?

Lily sat very still, waiting, wondering. When she looked at Remus she saw an expression in his
eyes that made her catch her breath. It seemed her heart had stopped; the love she saw there was
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frightening, awe-inspiring. To be loved so fiercely—for the best word she could think of for his overall
expression was fierce’-was unsettling, and not a little scary. She still wasn’t completely certain
where she stood on the matter, whether she wanted to be with Remus or Severus, but as he started
kissing her neck again she felt that there was quite a lot to recommend Remus....

She gasped, holding him to her, as his mouth sent shivers running up her spine. His hands had
slipped under her nightdress and were moving up her legs, raising goose-pimples as they progressed
higher and higher. Suddenly she had a thought-a sobering, bracing thought. I could have a baby.
She looked at Remus, wide-eyed. Then she leaned forward and whispered this concern in his ear.
He drew back and looked at her with a very alarmed expression.

“You haven’t taken the potion then?”

“Potion?”

He drew back a little more, which was all he could do, as they were both under the cloak still.

“Go-go see Madam Pomfrey. Tell her what you want. She doesn’t ask stupid questions, don’t
worry. Sirius told me.”

“Sirius!” she said, but a second later she knew there was no call to be shocked. Yes. Sirius. I
should have known.

“You-you should go back to bed, Lily. Before we-we do something we—"

Remus had started shaking again, beads of sweat flying from his brow. Lily had noticed how
calm he was when they were in contact with each other, how touching and kissing her had somehow
centered him, made him focussed and strangely in control of himself (while this made her feel
entirely unfocussed and out-of-control). None of his advances seemed awkward or unsure, oddly
enough. There was a confidence in all of his actions that wasn’t suggested by his quivering when
they weren't touching. What’s wrong with him? she had wondered yet again. And if physical contact
of this sort makes it better, why hasn’t he sought it out before?” But then she realized how awkward
that could be, to ask for someone’s touch for medical reasons.

“Are you certain, Remus?” she had whispered, reaching out her hand to caress his cheek, feeling
the soft growth that had already sprouted there. He groaned when she touched him, closing his
eyes and leaning into her hand, unable to stop himself from touching his lips to her palm, the inside
of her wrist, the soft skin on the inside of her forearm, the crook of her elbow....

Lily gasped as his lips traveled up her arm; she felt her control slipping away, and found herself
thinking I need to be in control all of the time WHY?

But then Remus wrenched himself away from her as though it required a superhuman effort.

“Go back to bed, Lily!” he choked out before rising and running back down the stairs. She was
no longer covered by the cloak and she couldn’t see him, although she heard his feet pattering down
the stairs....

The bell rang and Lily looked up as though waking from a deep sleep. The other students were
packing their bags and chattering about what they wanted for lunch. Lily packed her rucksack
slowly, under the disapproving gaze of Professor McGonagall. She tried to slink out of the room fast
on the heels of Moira and Myra, but Professor McGonagall was not going to let this happen.

“Miss Evans, may I see you please?”

Lily turned slowly, her stomach clenching within her, and not with hunger. She heard the other
students’ footsteps disappearing down the corridor, walking toward blessed freedom, while she was
faced with her rather humorless-looking Transfiguration teacher and head-of-house. She wasn’t
sure she’d ever seen Professor McGonagall's lips go so thin.

But as Professor McGonagall looked grimly at Lily, her expression slowly softened. “Lily, your
mind was not on your work today.” Lily looked sheepish.

“I'm-I'm sorry Professor. I'll-I'll get the notes from James, in case I missed anything.”

Professor McGonagall was looking at her more kindly now. “How is your mother, Lily? I do hope
you had a nice visit with your family during the holidays. If there is ever anything you wish to
discuss-"

Lily mostly wanted to discuss ways she could manage to drop into a hole in the floor, preferably
one that led down to the dungeons where someone should be banished for thinking about boys
instead of a poor dying mother....No, she immediately corrected her thought. Mum is not dying. She
looked up at Professor McGonagall, swallowing.

“Yes, the holiday was fine. Mum is feeling a little better. She was home, so we were able to have
a normal Christmas,” she told Professor McGonagall. If normal is everyone walking on eggshells all
of the time and never daring to say the words sick’ or dying,’ let alone cancer’ or chemotherapy.’

“Good, good. Perhaps you will soon be able to devote your full attention to your studies again,”
she said now, a little sterner, looking over her square-rimmed spectacles at the abnormally tall girl.
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Lily kept wishing and wishing for that hole in the floor, but none appeared. “Yes ma’am,” she
said meekly.

“Now off to lunch with you!” she said, shooing Lily out the door and turning back to her desk
to collect her own things. Lily didn’t need to be told twice; she bolted from the room and then ran
flat-out down the corridor to the stairs. When she reached the Great Hall she was out of breath and
the only place left to sit at the Gryffindor table was between Sirius and James.

She gritted her teeth and sat, ignoring Sirius’ presence, turning to James and saying, “I think I
missed some things during class. Can I borrow your Transfiguration notes later?”

He looked wide-eyed and alarmed for some reason. He’d just taken a bite of shepherd’s pie and
the mashed potatoes were clearly visible through his open mouth. Lily made a face and reached out
and pushed his jaw upward with a snap. He came to his senses and swallowed his food.

“Er, yes, of course. Fine. Except-they’re rather a mess. Very disorganized. Let me copy them
over for you first.” She saw that his Transfiguration copybook was sitting on the table, next to his
plate.

“I'm sure it’s fine. I've managed to make out your handwriting before-"

“No!” he screamed suddenly, snatching the book away from her reach. Everyone around them
stared. “Er, I mean-no. I don’t want to put you through that. Really. I don’t mind copying them
over for you.”

Lily looked suspiciously at the book. “What’s in that book, James Potter?” she said softly, her
face very close to his.

James glanced over his shoulder and Lily glanced too; he seemed to be looking in the direc-
tion of the Hufflepuff table. Bonnie. Right. I should have known, Lily thought. She gave him a
conspiratorial smile.

“If you've been writing some love-poetry or something for Bonnie, I promise not to laugh,” she
whispered to him. “I could even look it over for you. I swear I won’t say a word to her. It'll be a total
surprise. Are you working on something for Valentine’s Day?”

James looked frozen for a moment, then abruptly, his facial features came to life again. “Yes!
That’s it. But no! I mean-" He dropped his voice. “I'd be too embarrassed for anyone to look at it,”
he whispered back. “It’s-it’s really dreadful. Needs a lot of work. Please—just let me copy over the
notes for you. All right?”

Lily smiled at him; his ears were red under his messy black hair and he suddenly looked very
young to her, like a ten-year-old with his first crush. “I promise not to say anything to Bonnie. I'm
sure she’ll be thrilled with whatever you give her. What girl wouldn’t want a boy to write her a love
poem?”

James smiled feebly, scooping more food onto his fork. “Right. What girl wouldn’t want that?”
he mumbled before filling his mouth again.

Lily hadn’t taken any food yet; she didn’t feel very hungry. However, they had Double Potions
with the Slytherins that afternoon, and she knew that if she didn’t eat something the potion she
was brewing would likely start to look tempting before long. She reached for a chicken leg and as
she was placing it on her plate, she raised her eyes and met Remus Lupin’s gaze across the table.

What girl wouldn’t want that....?

She lowered her eyes again, sinking her teeth into the chicken, trying not to choke on it, hoping
she could convince it to stay in her stomach. Remus, Remus....What’s wrong with me? Why do you
hold me and kiss me and look at me like you love me—and then ignore me?

As soon as she’d returned from the holiday, she’d gone to see Madam Pomfrey. She’d hemmed
and hawed about why she’d come to see her, looking for bruises or scratches on her arms or legs,
but she was surprisingly unmarked for someone who did tend to stumble and fall over her great
feet quite a lot. Finally she had tried a different excuse for coming to the infirmary.

“Actually, I'm here because of-um-my monthly-um-"

“Aaah-" Madam Pomfrey breathed in understanding. She was shocked by how squeamish some
of the girls were about discussing this—especially the Muggle-born girls. She clucked as she came
to sit next to Lily on the side of the infirmary bed. Poor thing...she probably had such a backward
upbringing....

“Except-" Lily went on, “—it’s actually-I'm really here to find out how-well-to keep on having my
monthly-er-what I mean is-”

“Ooooh!” Madam Pomfrey said again. She was afraid of getting pregnant. Well, it was not
for nothing that Hogwarts had been a coeducational boarding school for a thousand years. Most
Muggle institutions, she knew, had been single-sex schools until very recently, and quite a number
still were. She, on the other hand, was an old hand at giving out a certain potion and turning a
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blind eye. She knew that teenagers will be teenagers, and it was best to be realistic and do what
was necessary to prevent accidents...

“I know just what you need, my dear,” she said, patting Lily’s knee briskly, then rising and
disappearing into her office. Lily bit her lip, panic rising in her chest. She considered bolting, but
Madam Pomfrey was back very quickly; evidently, it was very easy for her to lay her hands on what
she needed.

She handed Lily a corked vial with an amber liquid in it. “Prophylaxis Potion. Lasts six months.
That’s a year’s worth right there. Two doses. Will that suit you? You're lucky. This is a good time to
get it. You can just remember to have more right at the beginning of January next year.”

Lily looked at her, terrified. This felt so-so premeditated. And the matron was being so matter-
of-fact about it all. If Lily did this, she would be changed forever. But I almost already was changed
forever, she remembered, trying to think whether she loathed or loved the first year boys for intrud-
ing on her and Remus. And if it happens again....there will be one less thing to worry about....one
less thing to stop us....

She uncorked the vial and some wispy smoke emerged from the neck of the bottle. Madam
Pomfrey looked urgent now.

“Drink it quickly. Don’t let the vapor dissipate.”

Lily looked at her again, wide-eyed, then back at the vial. She took a deep breath and put it to
her lips, tipping her head back quickly, remembering how her father would take a shot of whiskey
after returning home from seeing her mother, when her mum was undergoing radiation....

“Good girl,” Madam Pomfrey told her, taking the empty vial, which was still smoking. “No chance
of any-accidents, eh?”

Lily felt her blush break out on her face like hives. No, no accidents here. She tried to smile
at the matron, but the taste of the potion had been the vilest thing that had ever passed her lips.
She licked her lips uncertainly, wondering how many days it would be before the disgusting flavor
stopped making her remember the stuff. Evidently, she was not successful at hiding her opinion of
the potion’s taste.

“Oh, what a face!” Madam Pomfrey chuckled. Lily scowled; just what she needed, the matron
laughing at her. “I'm sorry dear, I usually bring out the other potion at the same time and I forgot.”

She returned to her office and returned with another vial; this one was a small and brown with
a long cork. Madam Pomfrey opened it and poured some viscous tan potion into a spoon. Lily was
torn between being nervous about taking something else Madam Pomfrey wanted to give her and
being disappointed that it was only a spoonful-how was that little bit going to take away the horrid,
disgusting taste, when she’d had an entire vial of the other stuff?

But she obediently opened her mouth and let Madam Pomfrey put the spoon past her lips; she
was immediately pleasantly surprised by a lovely warmth spreading through her limbs, and her
mouth was filled not by the taste of the vile Prophylaxis Potion, but a succession of flavors. She
could swear she was eating some delicious, creamy tomato soup; long after she knew she had
swallowed the contents of the spoon, she could still taste it in her mouth and even feel it flowing
down her throat. That was followed by the unmistakable flavor of juicy, tender roast beef and a
baked potato with a crispy skin and sweet creamy butter....finally, she tasted the most wonderful
blueberry pie with fresh whipped cream. It-it felt so real. She swallowed and looked up at Madam
Pomfrey in amazement. The matron looked rather smug.

“There you go! Isn’t that much better?” Lily nodded, her eyes wide. Madam Pomfrey sniffed.
“Perfectly good bad-taste antidote potion and he had to go and try to turn it into chewing gum...”
She was bustling around again as though she’d forgotten Lily was there.

“Who?” Lily asked quietly.

“Will-oh, never mind,” Madam Pomfrey said, flustered, having begun to answer and thinking
better of it. “You go on now, and no more worries. If you have any questions, feel free to return. I,
ah, have some books which you may find to be helpful....”

Lily blushed. The idea of coming to Madam Pomfrey for anything else connected to this was
appalling (although she was glad that even if she did come back, she could ask for books, instead
of being subjected to face-to-face advice).

“Thank you. I'll remember that.”

After she left, Madam Pomfrey shook her head while straightening up her office. She hoped the
poor girl wasn't going to get her heart broken. That was often the way, the first time. At least, she
reasoned, even if she did choose the wrong boy, she wouldn’t have to worry about a baby on top of
all that.

& %k ok ok ok
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Remus didn’t look at her all through lunch. Lily sighed and shouldered her rucksack, falling into
step beside Cecilia, who was looking cross with her again. Lily decided not to speak to her; she
wasn't interested in getting into a row just before a long class and feeling out of sorts during the
entire afternoon. Remus and now James were already making her feel out of sorts, she didn’t need
Cecilia to make things worse. Why did she always feel so alone?

They filed into the Potions dungeon and went to their work stations; Severus Snape was already
at the station he shared with Lily Evans. He started to smile at her as she approached, then shyly
looked down at his text instead, averting his eyes from her. She heaved another sigh as she sat and
removed her text and parchment and quills from her bag, her loneliness threatening to completely
overwhelm her. I'm not an overgrown baby, she told herself sternly. I will not cry because I feel like
I don’t have any real friends....

She kept her eyes doggedly on her parchment as she wrote down what the Potions Master was
writing on the chalkboard, trying to ignore the presence of Severus beside her. Finally, she looked
up at his profile; he was bent over his own parchment, intent on his work, and she wondered again
how a boy could seem so unmistakably to like her and yet want nothing to do with her at the very
same time.

Suddenly he turned and met her gaze, and for the moment when their eyes locked, Lily felt a
spark of hope. But then the professor began to speak again, and Severus abruptly turned his face
to the front, and when they pulled out their cauldrons and began brewing the potion of the day, he
managed to be constantly staring into the cauldron, or at measuring cups, or into flagons of this
extract or that....He always managed to have somewhere to look other than at her.

She turned from him and focussed on her own work, working with her usual precision, getting
that satisfying feeling from everything coming together just right, producing the desired result.

When it was late afternoon, their potions had all been simmering long enough, and the professor
sent the Thompson twins round with flasks for everyone to store their potions. Lily poured her
decoction into her flask very carefully, trying not to tip the funnel, then magically glued a piece
of parchment on the side with her name, year, house, and the name of the potion on the side.
Next, Igor Karkaroff came round with a tray to collect everyone’s flasks. As she placed hers on the
tray, Lily shivered under Karkaroff's gaze; she didn’t like him at all and avoided sitting near him
at prefects’ meetings whenever she could. She knew that he also frequently made life difficult for
Severus. She saw Severus stiffen and glare at Karkaroff when he noticed the way he was looking at
Lily, and Lily felt a small bit of satisfaction inside. Then she looked up and noticed that Sirius was
also bristling, noticing both Karkaroff and Snape.

She also noticed that Remus was shaking and sweating again, leaning on his worktable, looking
as though he might faint any second; his eyes were dilated so that they looked almost completely
black, and there was that red flash again....

The bell rang for the end of class, and as they were filing out, Lily touched Remus’ arm and said
softly to him, “Can I talk to you?” He swallowed, then looked down where she’d touched him. He
nodded mutely and followed her into the corridor. He was very pale.

When the other students had filed up the stairs and left them standing in the corridor alone, Lily
said nervously, “This way,” hoping she would remember the way she had been told. She led them
down one corridor, then another, then hesitated, feeling lost. Remus put his hand on her arm.

“I know a place,” he said hoarsely, directing her to a tapestry which, when lifted, revealed a
hidden corridor leading to a single door, the door for which she’d been searching. She tried to open
it, to no avail. He stepped forward, however, and pulled it open with no problem.

They both entered; even as he did so, he thought, We shouldn’t be here. It’s too risky. We might-
He didn’t even want to think about what they might do. And yet-it was all he’d been thinking
about in the previous twenty-four hours. He knew this was a place some students sometimes came
at night; he knew what they did here. He had never entered the room, though he had guarded
the entrance more than once (for Sirius). Both he and Lily looked around now, wondering how
many students had been here, how many assignations had taken place in this hidden corner of the
castle....

Although the chief distinguishing characteristics of the room were stacks of books and cauldrons
festooned by cobwebs, some enterprising person had transfigured a table (or just chopped off its
legs) so that it was bed-height, and conjured some cushions and a coverlet for it (the coverlet was
the only surface in the room not covered with dust and cobwebs, attesting to its frequent use).
Some dim light shone down from a high barred window, but it was otherwise dark.

Remus swallowed, looking at Lily, his heart beating painfully fast. We shouldn’t be here, he
thought. We shouldn’t-

But now Lily was doing the last thing he expected: she was crying. She couldn’t hold it in any
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longer. He stared at her in surprise, wondering what had brought this on.

“Do you-do you hate me, Remus?” she managed to finally say, after several false starts.

His jaw dropped. “Lily! Of-of course not! You're-you're one of my best friends-" He winced then;
oh, that sounded wonderful. Best friends.

“It’s just that-last month, just before the holidays, and the month before that, we-we-"

He nodded. “I-I know. Listen, Lily, there’s something I have to tell you....” He looked at her dear,
dear face, the tears streaming down it, her enormous green eyes. Tell her, his brain screamed. Tell
her and get it over with.

But he couldn’t. He couldn’t bear the thought of the fear and revulsion he knew he would see on
her face when she found out. Telling his mates was different. None of them were considering being
intimate with him. They could all change into their Animagus forms and be safe with him. Lily isn’t
safe with me, he knew. And then he also knew that he couldn’t tell her the truth-not the complete
truth.

“I've-T've got a problem. I contracted a kind of illness when I was young, and-and every so often
it makes me feel-makes me feel kind of insane. It makes me want-want-"

She watched his face carefully, the truth dawning on her. Oh. It’s a disease. He doesn'’t really
want ME-he wants ANYONE. Her face dropped when she realized what was going on. That explained
it. That explained a lot. Why else would he seem so intent on being with her sometimes, and
avoiding her other times?

And yet-when he lifted his eyes to her again, the desire and emotion she saw there seemed so
genuine. She caught her breath upon seeing it. Maybe-maybe if she helped him, she thought.
Maybe he’d come round....

She blushed at the thought. This was very different now than what she’d envisioned. She hadn’t
imagined treating this like a medical cure of some kind, some clinical encounter with a goal in mind
other than physically demonstrating their love. But maybe-maybe if she did help him-

“Remus,” she said softly. “When we were together in the common room, both times, I noticed-I
noticed that I made you a little calmer. You're-you're right. We are friends. Maybe-if you’'d like-I
could help you with this problem. As-as a friend.”

There. She’d said it. She felt her face burning, hoping he didn’t think she was a dreadful person.
She wanted to say, I love you Remus. Please love me too... She wanted this to be so different, but
perhaps that would come with time....

Remus stared at her. Had he heard what he thought he had heard? Did he possibly have the
opportunity to be with the angel of his dreams, who was now offering to be an angel of mercy? She
was walking toward him, shaking nervously, and when she was standing right in front of him, his
senses started to go into overdrive. She had only to touch his arm lightly with her hand and he
pulled her to him, seeking her mouth hungrily, pulling at her lips, and when she slid her arms
around his neck and opened her mouth under his he felt something in him collapse at last, the wall
which separated him from others, which prevented him from experiencing this last intimacy....

He slid his mouth down her neck, feeling her pulse, teasing it with his teeth and hearing her
sharp intake of breath. He was calm again, purposeful, working somehow with a sixth sense that
didn’t come from any experience but something bone-deep and ancient, urging him on....

“Just so you know,” she whispered in his ear, her voice sounding very loud to him, “I've been to
Madam Pomfrey for that potion.” He pulled back from her; in the darkness, others would not have
been able to see her expression, but with his wolf’'s eyes he could see the look of complete trust on
her face, and-love? How could she love him? No, he thought. You're just being delusional. She said
she was doing this as a friend. Don’t go making more of it than-

“Ah!” he cried out as her hands made tentative contact with him. He reached for her again,
pulling her against his body roughly, and they tumbled onto the makeshift bed. As each garment
was removed, Remus felt calmer and more in control, and Lily felt more and more agitated and
out of control. He caressed and kissed her, tasting every bit of skin he could, and her breathing
became faster and faster, until she could wait no longer, and she pulled him to her, her intentions
completely clear.

Remus had never felt so at peace with the world; being one with Lily was amazing. He felt
both strong and weak, elated and sad. Somehow, it didn’t matter that these conflicting emotions
were rolling through him; they cancelled each other out and left a serenity in their wake that was
suddenly interrupted by an ecstasy so intense that he had to clamp his mouth to her neck to stifle
his cry.

She uttered her own cry of surprise, closing her eyes, then opening them again, her hands
grasping his upper arms convulsively. As she tumbled to earth, trying to get her breath, she
became aware of a stickiness in her hair, near her ear. She put her hand on her neck and Remus’s
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sharp eyes could see that it came away red.

He pulled away from her, horrified. I've bitten her. “Oh, Lily! I'm-I'm so sorry!” he stammered.
He found his wand and lit it, getting a better view of the dark red stain on her neck and hand. It
was a good thing I didn’t pierce her jugular! And then he saw that his fingers had left bruises on
her arms and legs, and he saw scratches on her hip, and on one breast.....He hadn’t realized he’d
been so rough with her. It was a matter, he supposed, of not realizing his own strength. He felt like
dying. I've hurt Lily. He’d been careless and let himself go and now....

But she was being very calm about it. They were lying on top of their Hogwarts robes; she
reached into the pile of Muggle clothes on the floor, looking for her wand. She quickly dealt with the
wound on her neck, and cleaned the blood from her hand and hair. Remus watched her do this,
feeling dreadful.

“It's all right, really,” she said shakily.

Thank goodness I'm in my human form, he thought. He hoped that the bite, the scratches and
the bruises were the worst of it. What if he had broken some of her bones? How would they explain
that to Madam Pomfrey, let alone Professor McGonagall? What if-

“Remus,” Lily was whispering now, reaching out her hand to him. “How do you feel?”

“How do I feel? I feel-Oh, Lily. I've never felt so—so-"

She smiled in the dark. “Me too. I mean—-do you feel calmer?”

He closed his eyes and thought about this, and discovered that he really was utterly serene now.
He wasn’t sweating or shaking, he didn’t feel as though his blood was racing through his veins at
ten times the normal speed, that his heart was running away with him. “Yes. I feel-I feel fine,” he
whispered back, a huge understatement. She took his wand and extinguished the light, then put
both wands back on the floor with their clothes. She reached her hand out to him again, beckoning
him, and he obeyed, lying by her side, holding her, feeling that smooth skin under his fingers once
more, trying not to think of the bruises he’d caused. He looked at her well-loved face in the dark,
knowing that she didn’t suspect that he could see her quite clearly. He wanted so much to tell her
his feelings. He was already so in love with her, and now-now she had done this wonderful thing-

But it wasn’t because she loved him, he reminded himself. In a way, it was, because it was
her love for him as a friend. But it wasn’t the kind of love he wanted from her....He swallowed,
continuing to watch her, holding her to him.

Lily listened to his breathing as he fell asleep, knowing that she was changed forever. He had
been rougher than she had expected, at times, and then unexpectedly gentle at others. She felt
overwhelmed, processing all of the new sensations and desires. But although he had finally opened
himself up to her this way, she could feel that there was still a part of him that he withheld from
her. Can’t you love me with your heart too, Remus? she thought as she put her hand on his bare
chest, feeling the rhythm of his life beneath her palm. It will happen, she told herself firmly. Give it
time. Give him time.

It will happen.

& ok ok ook ook

Bill put his goblet down after taking a long swig of pumpkin juice, washing down a very large dinner.
He felt very sleepy now, with his full tummy, and wished he didn’t have to write a yard-long History
of Magic parchment, due in the morning. At least I'm not in fifth year yet, he thought, listening to
the things the older students were doing to prepare for the O.W.L.s.

Across the table, Cecilia Ratkowski, Lily’s friend, was saying to James Potter, “Where’s Lily? Did
you see where she went after Potions? We were going to meet in the library before dinner, but she
never showed up.”

James looked up and down the table, frowning. “I don’t know where she went. Did you see
where Remus went? He doesn’t seem to be here either.”

Bill pricked up his ears. Did that mean anything? Maybe it did and maybe it didn’t. But-Sirius
Black had a look on his face that might mean it did mean something....

James stood and announced, “I'm going to go look for them.”

Sirius pulled him down and hissed at him, “Leave them alone.” When he suddenly met Bill's
gaze and scowled at him, Bill ducked his head; grotty ickle firsties weren’t supposed to eavesdrop
on fifth-years.

“What do you mean? They’ve missed dinner. They’ll be hungry. I'm just going to—"

But Sirius muttered something in James’ ear, something which made the prefect go bright red.

“Oh,” James said softly, swallowing. “Are you sure?”

“Well, I'm not entirely, but I've put two and two together and come up with-two. If you know
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what [ mean.”

James nodded, still red. “Right.”

Bill looked down quickly again before Sirius could send another glare his way. Why was James
Potter being so queer about his friends? he wondered. After all, he’d been in the common room
with his Hufflepuff girlfriend. Bill saw Bonnie smile and wave at James now, across the Great Hall.
James smiled back and gave a small wave. Sirius nudged him.

“You and Bonnie have plans tonight?”

James grimaced. “Just to meet in the library to do homework. Stop looking like that Sirius! I'm
not kidding. It’s not code for something else. The trouble is-there’s something I need to get—"

He looked furtively around, and Bill now tried to look very interested in the crumbs from his
chocolate cake. James’ voice had dropped; Bill strained to hear what he was saying above the
hubbub of the Great Hall.

“~Arom a certain place, for which I need a certain product from Mr. Moony, Mr. Padfoot, Mr.
Wormtail and Mr. Prongs. Trouble is, I think Remus has just what I need....”

Sirius nodded. “Right,” he whispered. “I gave it to him this morning. He sometimes feels the need
to go off alone the day before. You know. He can use it to male sure no one sneaks up on him.”

Bill tried not to look as interested in this as he really was. The day before what? And what sort
of object didn’t allow people to sneak up on you? he wondered. He didn’t think it was the Invisibility
Cloak that he knew James Potter owned. And he had no idea who Mr. Moony, Mr. Padfoot, Mr.
Wormtail or Mr. Prongs were. He’d ask Alex later. If anyone knew, it was Alex.

Dinner was over and the students started moving off toward the entrance hall and up the marble
stairs to their dormitories, except for the Slytherins, who went down to the dungeons to reach theirs.

Lily awoke in utter darkness, disoriented, wondering where she was. Moving her hands down,
she realized to her horror that she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing. Then she felt Remus’ hot
breath on her neck and remembered. She shook him.

“Remus!” she hissed. “Wake up! We can’t stay down here. Oh, I hope it isn’t too late at night....If
Filch catches us trying to get back into Gryffindor Tower....”

She fumbled for her wand and lit it. The small light was just strong enough to show both of
their pale bodies, and she noticed now the bruises that Remus had caused in his passion. She
swallowed. Should she go to Madam Pomfrey? she wondered. The matron might try to find out
who had done it. She might get Remus in trouble. And her parents might find out. That was the
last thing she needed. Lily hadn’t even noticed him giving her the bruises, just as she hadn’t been
immediately aware of his biting her; she was too caught up in what they were doing.

Then she had the opportunity to look at Remus, and she caught her breath, wishing now that
she’d been able to see him earlier. Her first thought was that he was beautiful, which she knew
men didn’t want to hear, but her second thought was that he looked like she’d done him far more
damage than he’d done her. Then she touched the marks on his arms and chest, realizing that
they were old, that she couldn’t have done that to him. What have you been through, Remus? she
wondered. She brushed his hair tenderly from his face and tried to wake him again by leaning over
and gently kissing him.

“Remus. Remus.”

His eyes finally opened, just a little at first. Then they flew open in shock, and Lily realized that
he was probably just as surprised as she had been.

He gazed at her. So beautiful.... His sharp intake of breath made her flush, so that her flesh
was no longer pale, but taking on a rosy glow. She didn’t move to cover herself, and Remus didn’t
either. He reached his hand up to her face, cupping her cheek in his hand, glad that they felt so
natural around each other now, that they could just be together like this without embarrassment
or scrambling to throw on clothes. He had never dreamed it would be possible for him to feel so at
peace before the full moon. He felt like he was reborn, and it was all because of her.

“Remus, what time is it?” Lily, however, did not sound relaxed. She seemed quite agitated.

He leaned over the side of their “bed,” fumbling amongst his clothes to find the watch he'd
removed. When he located it he held it near her wandlight so he could see it.

“Seven-fifteen.”

Her jaw dropped. “We've been here all night? Oh, no-we’re going to be in so much trouble-”

He sat up now and took her hands, never having felt more calm and collected. “No, Lily, I think
it’s seven-fifteen at night. Dinner probably ended about forty-five minutes ago. We're fine. If we get
back to the common room by nine or ten no one will care. Don’t worry. Let’s get dressed.”

When they were wearing their clothes again, Remus said, “Wait. Before we go, there’s something
I want to check.” He pulled a piece of parchment out of his pocket and spread it on the bed, directing
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Lily to hold her wandlight over it so he could see it adequately. She frowned.

“What's—"

“I solemnly swear that I am up to no good,” he pronounced carefully, waving his wand over the
parchment. Slowly, the map of Hogwarts that he had helped create started spreading over the
parchment. Lily Evans’ mouth was hanging open in amazement.

“How-when-how-my god, Remus! This is-this is absolutely brilliant!” She picked up the map
and held it before her, her eyes scanning over it rapidly. “And look! There are names!”

He laughed, taking the parchment from her gently. “I know, Lily. I helped create it.”

“You!”

“And James and Sirius and Peter.”

“But-but where on earth did you find out about how to enchant a piece of parchment so it would
do this?”

Remus watched the wonder on her face, enjoying her reaction. “Well, you know James’ Invisibility
Cloak? It’s also rather useful for looking into the books in the Restricted Section of the library late
at night...”

“Remus!”

He laughed. “Oh, don’t be so shocked. You knew we’d been getting up to mischief for the last
five years.”

“Yes, but I had no idea how much mischief, or what kind. The Restricted Section!”

You still have no idea, he thought ruefully. He waved the map. “Well, our rule-breaking produced
this. And this will help us get to the kitchens for a bit of food, then back up to Gryffindor Tower
without running into a single person. Well worth it, I think.”

She laughed now, sitting and shaking her head. “If the four of you applied yourselves as much
to your schoolwork—"

“~we wouldn’t have the time to devote to truly interesting and useful pieces of wizardry, like this
map.”

She grinned at him and he smiled back at her in the dim light from her wand. His eyes were their
usual hazel again, and he had a charming dimple in his left cheek when he smiled. She caught
her breath, marveling at what they had done again. She swallowed, still gazing at him. Then she
couldn’t resist voicing her thoughts.

“You have such a nice smile,” she whispered.

But that made the smile disappear. She felt her heart sink into her shoes. He reached out and
touched her neck, where he’d bitten her. “Are you sure you're all right, Lily?”

She nodded soberly. “You just-you were very enthusiastic,” she said softly.

He grimaced, then looked down at the map again. There were some Slytherins passing through
the corridor where the tapestry hung that obscured the passage leading to this room. After those
students passed, they were finally able to leave and make their way to the kitchens. The house-elves
waited on them hand and foot for a while (Lily could never get used to that) and then they used
several secret passages to reach the corridor where the Fat Lady guarded the entrance to Gryffindor
Tower. They entered separately, first Lily, Remus fifteen minutes later.

When he entered, Lily was nowhere in sight. He joined James, Sirius and Peter near the fire,
explaining that he had needed to go off alone, since he was feeling slightly ill before the full moon,
but he was feeling much better now. Peter nodded and asked him whether he’d done his Transfig-
uration essay, and could he copy some of it, while James and Sirius exchanged significant glances
that Remus didn’t like. He turned the map over to James before going up to bed. It was a strange
sensation, sleeping in his own bed the night before the full moon without feeling ill with desire; he
lay back and closed his eyes, thinking of Lily as he drifted off into a peaceful slumber.

On the other side of Remus’ closed bed hangings, the large black dog sniffed the air quite a lot,
and then he seemed to nod. He knew that smell. Suddenly, the dog changed into a black-haired
teenage boy, looking grimly at the closed hangings.

“Please don’t hurt her,” he whispered to his sleeping friend, before returning to his own bed,
where he tossed sleeplessly for hours before finally succumbing to exhaustion.

s ok sk sk ok
Tuesday, 21 April, 1976

Bill sighed. He hated Herbology. It just seemed to drag on and on and on. No matter what he did,
he couldn’t seem to get interested in taking care of the plants in the greenhouses. He could answer
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any questions Professor Sprout put to him about spleenwort or bloodwort or St. John’s wort, but
he just could not be interested in the plants in anything other than an academic capacity.

It didn’t help that it was just over two weeks since he had returned from the Burrow for the
Easter holiday, and a fresh wave of homesickness was washing over him. He missed talking to
Charlie at night, he missed Annie and Peggy, he missed his dad, and most of all, he missed his
mum. He was her right hand, especially now that she was so far along with the baby....

It had been something of a shock to get the owl at the end of February about the new baby
coming. He would have another little brother or sister in early September, not long after Annie’s
birthday. Poor baby, he thought. September birthday. Because of Annie’s birthday being on the
first, when they always started school, hers was always celebrated before the end of August, and
then on the day itself-nothing. Bill thought he would find that pretty depressing, but Annie didn’t
seem to mind, as she received her presents early. He had remembered about a month after he’d
started school that he’d forgotten to say anything to her about her birthday on the day itself, since
he was starting Hogwarts and was understandably distracted. When I'm a dad, he thought, I'll
malke sure none of my kids are born around the first of September.

His birthday was in early January, so he’d received his presents during the Christmas holiday,
as usual. That’s another thing I won’t do when I have kids, he thought. No kid should be born so
close to Christmas that the two events get lumped together. Christmas presents should be Christmas
presents and birthday presents should be birthday presents, and never the twain shall meet. Charlie
was lucky; his birthday was on Valentine’s Day, but he always had a proper birthday anyway
because Valentine’s Day just wasn’t the same as Christmas.

He heaved another sigh and checked his watch; in ten minutes the bell would ring for lunch and
he’d be out of the bloody greenhouse and eating in the Great Hall. All around him, the Gryffindors
and Hufflepuffs in his year were writing down information about Devil’s Snare and trying to avoid
getting too close to the specimen Professor Sprout was showing them; she had caused the frosted
roof panels in the greenhouse to go pitch black, blocking the sun, so they could see what the plant
was like when it wasn’t inhibited. When she ended the spell on the roof panels and the plant
shriveled back into its oversized pot again, the boy sitting next to Bill whistled through his teeth,
impressed. Bill didn’t know him very well; he was the boy whose name hadn’t been on the sorting
list in September.

“Amazing, isn’t it?” the boy said in wonder, his eyes round as saucers. Bill shrugged noncha-
lantly.

“I guess. I'd much rather be in Charms or Transfiguration, though. I don’t think I've ever been
so bored in my life,” Bill confided in a whisper.

The dark-haired boy lifted his eyes from his parchment. “Really? I'm dreadful in those classes.
Unless it’s a written test. I can explain the theory just fine. I just-”

Then Bill remembered that this boy also hadn’t been able to fly when they’d had their flying
lessons during the autumn term. As soon as Bill had walked up to his broom and said, “Up!” it
had leapt into his hand. But then, he and Charlie had been flying around the Burrow for years,
practicing Quidditch in the nearby orchard. It took longer for some others, but within ten minutes
everyone but this boy had been floating in the air on a broom, while he stood over his, still crying
“Up! Up!” repeatedly, starting to look like he was on the verge of tears. Madam Hooch had gently
suggested that he stay after and let her give him private tuition. Bill never did find out whether the
boy had learnt to fly.

Bill shook his head. “I hate written tests. I can do them. It’s just a bore to me, though. I'd rather
be doing magic, not just writing about it. And History of Magic-well, the less said about that, the
better.”

The other boy laughed. “I don’t mind the reading for that. It's very interesting. But I agree with
you about the class. Even I can’t stay awake in that one.”

Bill laughed too, and, a little sheepishly, because they’d been in the same Herbology class all
year, said, “What’s your name?”

“Geoff. I know yours. You're Bill Weasley.”

Bill nodded. Professor Sprout had had to upbraid him more than once for falling asleep in her
class, taking points from Gryffindor while she was at it. Bill shuddered to think how many points
he’d cost his house because Herbology was right before lunch, and he habitually fell asleep from
hunger.

He was very glad that he was not in Hufflepuff; he doubted that she would have been as indulgent
with him as Professor McGonagall had been when he’d returned from the Christmas holiday and
Filch still wanted to give him his detention. Bill explained to her that Booth had heard noises in
the common room (although he didn’t describe them) and that he had taken it upon himself to ask
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the Fat Lady whether anyone had opened the portrait hole because no one else had wanted to do it.
Unlike Filch, McGonagall had nodded approvingly at his initiative and canceled the detention. Bill
had tried not to grin maniacally when leaving her office; he knew he was the closest thing she had
to a pet amongst the first years, and he didn’t want her to think he was taking advantage of her.

Charms and Transfiguration were his favorite classes, and he always learned each new skill
before anyone else. Both Flitwick and McGonagall frequently had him go around and help others
who weren’t catching on as quickly. While Flitwick could be absolutely extravagant in his praise,
she would just give him a small smile and a nod when she saw his patient words producing the
desired results. Because of this, her reactions always meant more to him. Neither teacher usually
let a class pass without saying to Bill, “Ten points for Gryffindor, Mr. Weasley,” often more than once
(which helped to make up for the points taken by Sprout), but McGonagall’s clear look of approval
was always far more encouraging to Bill than twenty or thirty points from Flitwick.

Bill also never complained if Professor McGonagall said, “Late to class again! Five points from
Gryffindor, Mr. Weasley,” since he usually made it up later, both in her class and in Flitwick’s.
(Flitwick, he had noticed, never took points from anyone; he was also freer than McGonagall in
distributing praise.) Since Transfiguration was first thing in the morning, he sometimes overslept
(yelling at Alex and Orville later for letting him do so) and missed breakfast. On these days, he had
to hurry to class while still struggling into his robes and tying his necktie, and he knew his stomach
would be rumbling all morning. He did wish he could work out a way to keep from being late; he
felt very, very small when she had to upbraid him in this way. Also, when he was late she usually
did not have him assist the other students and was even more reticent than usual in giving him
praise. (He had blown his chance to be an example by being tardy.)

Although his head-of-house could be very stern at times, and was definitely someone you didn’t
want to cross (especially when she was taking points), it was all the more special to Bill when he
was saw that subtle look of approval on her face. It wasn’t easy to see, but it was there. Bill had
learned what to look for; he had also noticed that the other Gryffindor students in his year did not
inspire this in her. She never praised him overmuch, though; he assumed she didn’t want him to
get a swelled head, or to discourage the other students. Bill was never smug or bragged, and his
classmates took assistance from him with good grace, never feeling he was looking down on them.

He looked at kindly Professor Sprout, who was nonetheless frequently exasperated with him.
Nice as she could be most of the time, he couldn’t possibly imagine Herbology being anyone’s
favorite class, but Geoff seemed to enjoy it.

“Where you from, Geoff?”

He shrugged. “Here and there. We moved around a lot. You?”

“Not far from Exeter. We're outside a village called Ottery St. Catchpole.”

“We were in Exeter for a time. Any brothers or sisters?”

“One brother, two sisters, and another on the way.”

Geoff looked envious. “It’s always been just me and my parents. I was so glad when I finally got
my Hogwarts letter and could come here instead of picking up and moving every couple of months,
sometimes every couple of weeks—"

Bill squinted at him. “So you did get a letter? I wondered about that-"

“Yeah, only it looked really old. And it didn’t come until a few days before the start of term. I
know most people get theirs in June. I've never been able to work that out. Maybe the problem was
that we move so often. It was three times last summer. But I definitely received a letter. Best day of
my life, that was.”

Bill nodded. Even when he was homesick, he knew just what the other boy meant.

Finally, the bell rang and Bill leapt up, grinning, his rucksack already packed and on his back.
Orville and Alex fell into step beside him as they walked through the allée of oak trees that were like
a tunnel leading back to the castle from the greenhouses.

“Did you ever think we’d get out of there?” Alex groaned as they trudged heavily up the sloping
path, the green boughs forming a roof over their heads.

“Never,” answered Orville with feeling, rubbing his empty stomach through his robes.

Bill was silent, thinking of his mother’s wonderful meals, and wishing he could be at home to
help her manage. He hadn’t let her get up almost the entire time he’d been at home; he’'d insisted
that anything she needed he could get for her. He’'d taken care of tucking in Peggy and Annie at
night while his father was working late at the office (again), and he was very stern with Charlie
whenever he seemed like he might be making a mess or doing anything else to make more work
for their mother. Charlie had been cross with him a few times because of this, and Bill had had to
restrain himself from cuffing him when Charlie had called him Mum,’ in a very snide voice.

He sighed as he ate his roast chicken and buttered peas. He saw the Hufflepuff boy, Geoff,
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sitting at the table on the other side of the hall, and he wondered briefly what it would be like to
be an only child, and to live the kind of nomadic existence he had evidently led before coming to
Hogwarts. Then Bill wondered again why Geoff hadn’t been on the list of students to be sorted; he
also wondered why had had received his Hogwarts letter so late in the summer....

Alex nudged him. “Go on. Go talk to her. You know you want to.” Bill looked up in alarm,
wondering what on earth Alex was talking about. While he was thinking and chewing, Bill had been
staring into space, but as he widened his eyes, he saw now that it appeared that he had been gazing
longingly at the Slytherin table, and specifically, at Roxanne Maine-Thorpe.

He grimaced and elbowed Alex right back. “Sod off. I wasn’t looking at her.”

Alex went back to his own food, grinning. “But you are often enough. You should see yourself in
Potions...”

Bill thought about bringing up Mary Ann Boxwood, but as she was sitting right across from the
two of them, he decided to ignore his friend instead. He bent over his plate, determined to show
that he didn’t give two Knuts what Roxanne Maine-Thorpe was up to.

Lily Evans was sitting to his left, playing with her food with her fork, a listless expression on her
face. Bill chewed and swallowed.

“Are you all right?” he asked her, concerned. She nodded.

“I'll be fine,” she said tonelessly, not looking at him. Then she turned and picked up her ruck-
sack, leaving without looking at anyone. Bill looked at her full plate. She didn’t appear to have
eaten anything.

The four boys in her year followed her with their eyes. Sirius tried to get Remus’ attention, to
no avail. He elbowed James and looked at him with raised eyebrows. James shrugged, then said
softly, “I'll find out.”

He rose and went after her; in the entrance hall, before Lily had a chance to go down the stairs
to the dungeons, he called her name. She turned, wearing the same listless expression.

“What's wrong, Lily?” he asked her, his face very concerned.

She couldn’t even muster up the energy to give him a false smile.

“I'm fine,” she lied, her face drawn and tired. There were dark circles under her green eyes,
which looked very dull.

“Staying up late too often?” he asked. “Too much O.W.L. revision?”

She shook her head, not looking at him but at some indeterminate spot on the floor. She seemed
to do that so often lately, tune out and stare at nothing. He’d become so accustomed to this that he
was jolted when she met his eyes.

“Do you think I'm a good person, James?” she asked him abruptly.

“Wh-what?” he sputtered, startled. “Of-of course you are, Lily. Why on earth would you ask
such a question?”

But now she was staring at some point in the distance again, shaking her head slowly, as if in a
trance. “No reason...”

She turned and started walking down the stairs with no warning, no farewell. James continued
to stand in the entrance hall, frowning, knowing that Lily Evans was definitely not all right, but not
knowing why or what to do about it. She was his friend, and he hated seeing her like this. Was she
depressed about something? Knowing her, she was having a pre-O.W.L. crisis of confidence. He was
suffering from a bit of that himself. Bonnie was going to meet with him in the library after their last
class; he could invite Lily to come along and join them. She’d see that everyone was feeling anxious
and inadequate about the upcoming ordeal. No one looked forward to the O.W.L.s, or assumed that
they were going to do well. She needed to see that her jitters were perfectly normal.

Lily reached the Potions dungeon and walked to her work station. She unpacked her supplies
and waited for the other students to arrive for class, then sighed, thinking of her most recent time
with Remus....

It had been only three days earlier, and as usual, when they were together, they went after each
other passionately, but afterward....

She wiped away an errant tear that had run down her nose. She was supposed to be so clever,
and yet she felt so stupid. In January, after their first time, he’d avoided her the next day and then
disappeared during the next three nights. The same thing happened in February, and then March.
Any time she tried to approach him when he wasn’t sweating and shaking, he didn’t seem to want
to have anything to do with her. Once, in mid-March, she’d cornered him in a remote stairwell and
kissed him. He had responded at first, clutching her to him, but then he had abruptly thrust her
away, claiming that he had to go to a detention, running off faster than Lily had ever seen anyone
move.
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He had even completely overlooked her birthday, which James and Sirius and even Peter had
remembered. Someone else had remembered her birthday too, and the thought made her feel warm
inside now. Severus had been so nervous about giving her a gift, so shy. It was a book, of course,
but it was a book of sonnets, of all things. He had stuttered and bumbled about the entire time,
then ran off before she could even open it and thank him.

She sighed again. Two boys who liked her. One who was even sleeping with her, and yet she
didn’t have a proper boyfriend, someone who was willing to own up to caring about her, someone
who was willing to behave as though she didn’t have a disease of some sort, or as though ashamed
of her....

When Severus Snape arrived with the other Slytherins and took his place next to her, she smiled
briefly at him before turning to her work. He met her eyes for a moment, then turned away, making
her want to kick something. What’s wrong with me? She thought of Sirius’ brief period of deciding
he wanted to be with her after all. She thought of Remus kissing her passionately and touching
her-following by weeks of ignoring her and behaving as though he was afraid to be alone with her.
Clearly, she thought, that is the aberration, not the norm. The usual way of things is that Lily
Evans is treated like a pariah, an Untouchable. She felt like she was carrying a large sign saying,
To be avoided at all costs. If you want a girlfriend, look anywhere but here.

When she had seen that Remus was in a bad way again, a few days earlier, and had approached
him after lunch, she touched his arm gently and asked him, “Remus-do you-do you need me?”

He had nodded desperately, with a look that burned, and they had hastened down to the dun-
geons, to the dusty storeroom where they’d gone the first time, and afterward Remus had traced
her face with his finger and said softly, “You're so amazing, Lily.”

Her heart had skipped a beat, seeing the look in his eyes. She had brought his hand to her lips
and gazed back at him, unwilling to let the moment end. But then he had checked the map again,
and found that some other students were approaching the room where they were, so they hastily
dressed and left. They were in the corridor near the Potions Dungeon again when she turned and
found that he’d disappeared. She whirled, and called his name, but he was gone. Had he taken one
of the shortcuts on the map? she wondered. She had leaned against the hard stone wall, sinking
down, tears coming unbidden as she longed to be in his arms again, just holding him and being
held, telling him she loved him and hearing the same words back. But that happened only in her
fantasies....

She noticed that Severus was about to add his diced dragon’s liver to his potion too soon, and
without chopping it finely enough first. She stopped him with her hand on his arm, shaking her
head, so that the professor wouldn’t notice.

“Thanks,” he whispered, also watching the professor cautiously. “Can you-can you stay and help
me a bit after class? There’s a potion I'm trying to brew-I could really use your help. I'm starting to
get a bit worried about the O.W.L.s.”

She looked up into his eyes, then turned and saw Peter scrutinizing the two of them. She couldn’t
read his expression. She looked up at Severus again and said quietly, “All right.”

He smiled at her shyly, then turned back to his potion. Lily discreetly took the dragon’s liver
and her cleaver and chopped it finely on her cutting board, sliding it back to Severus’ side of the
worktable when she was done. He gave her a small smile and mouthed the words tharnk you. She
rewarded him with a brilliant smile. She had to force it a bit, because she was still feeling so down,
but she wanted to do this. She had also noticed that Sirius was looking at her and Severus, and
unlike Peter, his expression was quite easy to read. He was not happy about her smiling at Severus
Snape, not happy at all. Sod off, Sirius Black, she thought.

At the end of the class, they turned in their potion vials as usual and cleaned their workstations.
When the other students were preparing to go, the professor noticed that Severus did not pack up
his supplies.

“I'm staying to do some extra work, Professor,” Severus told him. “Preparation for the O.W.L.s.
Lily is going to help me.” Lily noticed that James swung his head around upon hearing that, and
she wondered why he looked so interested.

The Potions Master accepted this and left them alone in the dungeon. Severus smiled down at
Lily and she smiled back. She leaned over, looking at the page he’d marked in the potions text,
wondering what they were going to brew. Her hair was falling into her face, which looked very tired
but no less beautiful for that. He withdrew the necessary ingredients from his supply of apothecary
items.

Lily watched his hands as he worked; she loved his long, tapered fingers. They looked so elegant.
She wondered what he would do if she asked him whether he’d ever played the piano. Probably run
screaming into the night, she thought, frowning. He looked up at her.
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“All right, Lily?”

She gave him a broad smile again. “Yes, Severus. Never better.” T'll be cheerful, she thought.
Upbeat. A virtual ray of sunshine. No one will be more pleasant company. How could anyone not
want to spend time with me?

He nodded, but looked a little perplexed, as though he could tell she was forcing her cheery
mood. “Good,” was all he said before turning back to his preparations.

They chatted as they worked, and slowly, Lily began to feel better. He still did not open up to
her any more than he usually did, but he didn’t recoil at the mere touch of her hand, either, as
Remus did when he wasn’t “needing” her. When Severus wasn’t looking, she admired the way his
closely-trimmed beard and mustache hugged his face, defining his lantern jaw and high cheek-
bones, remembering that she had initially been upset at noticing this on the first day of the term,
in September. Why was I upset? she wondered now.

The flames beneath the cauldron crackled merrily, and Lily and Severus talked and occasionally
laughed as they worked. They never noticed light, careful footsteps on the hard stone floor, footsteps
belonging to someone who had entered the room wearing an Invisibility Cloak; a person who stayed
long after they had left, thinking about what he had seen, and trying to work out what to do about
it....

Notes: Readers who are familiar with Roald Dahl’s Charlie and the Chocolate Factory will recognize that the second potion
Madam Pomfrey gives Lily possesses the same qualities as the gum that turns Violet Beauregarde into a human blueberry.
(Lily, obviously, does not suffer that fate.) I also made some changes to the previous chapter: I decided to use the real Welsh
flag on the Potters’ coffins, rather than the wizarding Welsh flag that I made up (it was meant to be ironic that the Muggle flag
had the magical creature-a dragon-while the Wizarding flag did not). I also corrected the name of the seventh-year whom
the first year boys discuss in their dormitory. Originally it was Sam Bell (a character who first appears in Harry Potter and
the Time of Good Intentions), who is supposed to be four years older. The name has been changed to Stephen Pearce. I have
also adjusted the date formats in all chapters to be in day, month, year order rather than month, day, year, which is largely
American. This format will be used henceforth.



— CHAPTER FOUR —
Liking and Loving

Tuesday, 25 August, 1976

Bill woke to the strident sound of his new baby brother demanding to be fed. He groaned, covered
his head with a pillow, rolled over and attempted to get back to sleep. The baby’s wailing continued
unabated. He lifted up his pillow and peered at the clock on the table between his bed and Charlie’s.
In the grey pre-dawn light he could see that it was going on five o’clock. Blimey, Bill thought. I will
be so glad to get back to school....

Finally, the baby’s cries lessened and ceased altogether. Bill assumed that his mother had settled
into the rocking chair in the corner of his parents’ bedroom and put the baby to her breast at last.
It had probably taken very little time for her to push her feet into her slippers and plod to the baby’s
cot, then carry him to the rocking chair, but Bill had quickly been reminded that when a baby is
crying, it seems like an eternity. He sighed. The baby wasn’t due until the third of September, but
had been born early, on the twenty-second of August, almost two weeks sooner than expected. The
early arrival had thrown the entire household into chaos.

Well, he thought, if we had listened to Peggy, we’d have known....

On the morning the baby was born, Peggy had woken him early, standing next to his bed with
her thumb in her mouth, grinning around the soggy digit.

“Mum’s gonna have the baby,” she had said in a monotone, pulling her cheek away from her
teeth with the thumb, then resuming her sucking. She didn’t look happy.

Bill had stared at her, barely awake. He hadn’t taken advantage of the traditional summertime
luxury of sleeping late now that his mother was so very, very pregnant. He was usually up with the
sun, dressing and feeding Peggy and Annie, while Charlie sprawled across his bed, snoring softly,
oblivious to the responsibilities Bill had taken on. But this day, Peggy was waking him earlier than
usual; the sun was barely up. On the other hand, if he’d known how early the baby would wake
him, he’d have considered this to be practically having a lie-in.

“What're you doing out of your cot already?” he asked her, barely able to speak, he was so tired.

“Climbed,” she said simply, around her thumb.

“Go back to bed,” he said tersely, rolling over and tucking his fist under his pillow, drawing up
his knees again, closing his eyes against the morning. Several minutes passed. She didn’t move.
He could hear her regular breathing behind him.

“Mum’s gonna have the baby,” he heard her say again.

“I know!” he exploded, turning around on the bed, punching his pillow. “You've been saying
that all week. We know she’s going to have the baby. Leave me alone.” He rolled over again,
squeezing his eyes shut, feeling faintly guilty for losing his temper. She wasn’t even four years old
yet; he shouldn’t get hacked off at her. She would be going to the village school for the first time
in September, along with Charlie and Annie. The thought made him a bit nervous; Peggy was very
bright, but sometimes she still seemed very young to him, and he wondered whether his parents
should have pressed the headmistress to allow Peggy to start school a year early. It was probably
because of the baby, he reasoned, trying to imagine his poor mother dealing with both Peggy and a
new life after sending Annie and Charlie off to school each day.

Drat. Now he was thinking. She had started to make the wheels in his head turn round, so that
it was less likely he would be able to drop off again. Drat drat drat.

“She’s gonna have the baby today,” her voice cut through the darkness behind his eyelids. He
fought the temptation to open his eyes to look at her, speaking half into his pillow.

“The baby isn’t due for almost two more weeks,” he growled. “Go back to bed, Peggy. It isn’t time
to get up yet. It's Saturday morning-"
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“Mum’s gonna have the baby-"

“Will you stop saying that?” he screamed in frustration now, losing the battle and sitting up, his
messy red hair standing wildly on end.

“Shut up, Bill,” Charlie muttered sleepily across the chasm between their beds.

“Shut up, yourself, Chickie. I'm trying to get Peggy out of here.”

“Don’t call me that.”

“Chickie-Chickie-Chickie.”

A muffled, “Sod off,” came from the vicinity where Charlie’s face was pressed into his pillow.

“Mum’s gonna have the baby,” Peggy said again, still utterly composed. Bill seethed.

“Annie!” he called. “Annie, come get Peggy and take her back to bed!”

Through the wall he heard his other sister cry, “Do it yourself! It’s my birthday!” That was Annie.
Of all of them, she was the only one skilled at not being exploited. No one took advantage of Annie
Weasley. She hadn’t yet turned six, but she already seemed to be able to take in hand the people
around her, bend them to her will, and handily avoid others bending her to their will. Bill had no
idea how she managed it.

Yes, I do, he thought, as he turned his body and brought his feet crashing down onto the floor
next to his bed, scooping Peggy up into his arms and carrying her on his hip back to the girls’
bedroom. She manages it because I let her. And everyone else does, too.

He put Peggy back in her cot and frowned at Annie, who was reclining in her bed with her hands
behind her head, her face perfectly expressionless.

“It isn’t your birthday today, it’s just your party today,” he reminded her. Her birthday was the
first day of the term, so her party was being held early.

“Yeah, and Mum'’s going to ruin it by having the baby today,” Annie told him. He groaned.

“Don’t you start-"

“Peggy told me,” she said simply. “She knows about these things. She’ll be right. I don’'t want
her to be right, but she will be. You'll see.”

Bill looked at her with narrowed eyes. Was their little sister a Seeress? he wondered, not wanting
to say this aloud. He turned and looked at her; she had curled up in her cot again, a stuffed tiger
clutched to her chest, the thumb never leaving her mouth, her long red eyelashes on her pale,
freckled cheeks. She looked so ordinary. She was probably just—

“Arthur!” he heard his mother cry out. “Arthur! Go get the midwife! My water just broke!”

Bill swallowed.

Mum’s gonna have the baby.

Yes, she certainly was.

The birthday party was canceled; five families had to be contacted to inform them of the change
in plans. Then they had to be packed off to their aunt’s house in Bristol while their mother worked to
bring the new life into the world. Bill insisted that he should stay and help boil water or something,
but the first hair-raising cry he heard wafting down the stairs made it very hard for him to argue
with his father when this idea was rejected. He stepped into the warm green flames and was soon
tumbling out of the fireplace at his Aunt Meg’s house, glad he wouldn’t have to listen to hours of
his mother in agony.

Ten hours later, his aunt came into the sitting room where Bill had been reading The Standard
Book of Spells, Grade 2. Annie and Peggy were playing with dolls on the hearthrug and Charlie
was trying to teach their aunt’s English bulldog to do tricks. He glared balefully at Charlie and
adamantly refused to play dead, roll over, sit up or shake hands. Charlie sighed.

“All right, then,” he said to the stubborn animal. “Stay there and don’t move a muscle or show a
facial expression! Don’t do a thing! Good, good dog!”

Bill looked up from his book and laughed. Normally Charlie was quite adept with animals, but
Aunt Meg’s dog could pass for a statue most of the time. Part of the problem was that he was quite
elderly. Their aunt said he would be something like two-hundred and ten years old if he were a
wizard.

Secretly, Bill thought Annie and the dog were kindred spirits. No one can tell you what to do, he
thought enviously at the dog. If you don’t want to-you don't.

“Children! I've got exciting news! You have a new little brother!” Aunt Meg said, clapping her
hands together.

“Brilliant!” Charlie said enthusiastically. “Another brother!” Annie threw a pillow at him. For
once, their aunt didn’t care. She was in her early thirties, but she and their Uncle Alfred had only
been married for a couple of years, and didn’t have any children yet.

“His name is Percy,” Aunt Meg went on, “and he’s good and strong and-"
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“Percy!” Charlie gasped, making a dreadful face. “What’d they want to go and give him a stupid
name like that for? Surely it’s not too late to change it?”

Aunt Meg put her hands on her hips and glared at her nephew. “Charles Weasley, you will
behave. Percy’s a very nice name. Your mum told me she’s been thinking that’s the perfect name
for the baby if it’s a boy ever since she read Bill’s first letter from Hogwarts.” She nodded at Bill.
“One of the other Gryffindor boys in his year is named Percy, and she liked the name so much,
she-"

“Perry!” Bill exploded now, throwing down his book. “I told her that the other boys in my dorm
are Alex Wood, Orville Simpson, Rembert Leonard and Perry Booth. It's short for Peregrin. I don’t
even call him by his first name, usually. Just Booth. Tell me she hasn’t named the baby after
Booth.”

His aunt frowned at him. “Perhaps if you improved your penmanship, your mother would have
known that his name was Perry and not Percy. Honestly! I needed a translator to read the thank-
you note you sent for your Christmas gift. You’d think with your mother standing over you while
you wrote it, it might at least be legible,” she added knowledgeably. “So, since you wanted to be
told this-No. Evidently your parents haven’t named your new brother after Booth, as you call him,
seeing as his name isn’t actually Percy.”

Bill groaned. “Aw, but she thought his name was Percy.” He bit back a dozen expletives which
he knew would get his mouth washed out with soap. Perry. Percy. Damn. Alex will never let me
hear the end of this, Bill thought.

Alex’s mother had also had a baby that year, in early May. The baby’s name was Oliver. Alex’s
six-year-old brother was Leander. “Notice a pattern?” he’d said sarcastically to Bill when he’d found
out the new baby’s name. Alex was sure to get wind of the Percy/Perry mix-up and milk it for all it
was worth.

Peggy lifted her face to her aunt, looking as she had that morning, and said, “Mummy has
replaced me.”

Aunt Meg strode across the room and swung Peggy up onto her hip. “No, she hasn’t, pumpkin.
You can share your mummy with the new baby.”

“I was her baby and now he is.”

Aunt Meg swayed, holding the small child. “Oh, Peggy, Peggy....
your mummy’s baby. Everyone’s always their mummy’s baby....”

Peggy shook her head against her aunt’s shoulder, tears running down her face, her bottom lip
pushed out, looking miserable. Bill bit his lip again, unable to contemplate what this must be like
for her. He had no clear memory of being the one and only focus of his parents’ lives, as he was so
young when Charlie was born. He didn’t remember not being a big brother.

“Yeah, well I'm the one whose bloody birthday party was canceled,” Annie interjected grumpily.

“Annie!” Aunt Meg exclaimed, scandalized. Bill noticed, however, that that was the extent of the
reaction. Annie consistently got away with things that he and Charlie didn’t dare do, and saying
“bloody” within the hearing of an adult who had power over them was one of them.

They were permitted back in the house the following day, cautiously entering their parents’
bedroom, where their mother was enthroned in the massive carved maple bed, holding a very small,
red, wrinkled thing which suddenly erupted in a squall of noise when it was hungry. Their father
had wanted to take the next day off, but he received an urgent owl near bedtime and it looked like
he would have to go into the office after all. The next morning, his father kissed his mother goodbye
and Apparated to the Ministry.

From that moment on, the day was complete and utter chaos.

When his father arrived home, his mother, exhausted and disheveled, confronted him in the
filthy kitchen, where there wasn't a sign of tea. Peggy clung to her leg, crying, and Bill tried to
pry her off, finally succeeding by falling backward and knocking his head on the kitchen table.
Charlie and Annie were visible through the doorway to the living room, pulling each other’s hair
and growling, “Say it!” and “No, you say it!” over and over. Upstairs, baby Percy’s howls finally
became loud enough to be heard downstairs, and that noise started to drown out everything else.

“Arthur Weasley,” Molly said to him with a quaver in her voice, barely audible over the noise the
children were making, “tomorrow you are in charge of the children, except for Percy. If you cannot
get the day off, then you’ll have to take them to the office. I can probably get Meg to take them for
the rest of the month after that, but-I-I-I cannot take another day like this! I've had no sleep, Annie
and Charlie are constantly at each other; Bill is at his wit's end with Peggy; she keeps trying to
climb on me when I'm nursing the baby; and I just can’t take it!” Her eyes were wild, and he patted
her shoulders gently.

“Of course, Molly,” he said in a soothing voice, as though she were a fractious pony. “Of course I

”

she crooned, “you’ll always be
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can take them off your hands. A new baby is always very demanding, you want to focus on him...”

She rubbed the backs of her hands across her eyes, which had dark circles under them. “It’s not
that I don’t love them all,” she said tiredly. “I do. Right now it’s-it’s just too much. If Percy hadn’t
been early, I could cope. After the new term starts, I should be fine....” she assured her husband.

Bill looked up at his parents from his spot on the floor; his head ached mightily, but the more
alarming thing was the sight of his mother just going to pieces. He remembered his aunt saying
something to his Uncle Alfred, something like, “I hope this time Molly has an easier time with the
post-partum dep-" before her husband had noticed the children listening.

He had opened his eyes wide, gesturing to the four of them and saying, “Hush! Little pitchers....”

His aunt had quieted, her lips drawn very thin. Bill regarded his mother; he knew she loved
them all, but, he realized, gazing round at the disorderly house and Charlie and Annie each holding
fistfuls of the other’s hair, sometimes it was probably hard to lilkke them. Times like this.

Arthur Weasley took his wife in his arms and crooned to her, as though the baby wasn’t howling
at top volume, as though Charlie and Annie weren’'t threatening to make each other bald. “Of
course, Molly,” he said again. “I'm sure they’ll enjoy seeing the Ministry....”

Bill gave up on sleeping and sat up groggily. They had never gone to work with their father
before. Bill knew it was going to be his job to keep Peggy and Annie from getting into trouble-and
Charlie too, but he couldn’t let on to Charlie that he was doing this. He was not looking forward
to dealing with a stubborn Annie and a heartbroken Peggy all day. Peggy had done almost nothing
since Percy’s birth but insist that he was going to replace her in their mother’s heart. That wasn’t
how she put it, of course, but Bill could tell it was what she meant. And he had no idea when Annie
was going to let go of the birthday party, but he strongly suspected she was going to be holding that
grudge against their mother and Percy for years to come.

The sun finally rose all the way and their father entered their room, already wearing his robes,
his glasses perched on the top of his head. The red hair there was just starting to thin, ever so
slightly.

“Come on, boys! Time to get up! Exciting doings! You get to see what old Dad does to earn a
living!”

Bill looked sideways at the sleepy Charlie, who appeared to be singularly unenthusiastic.

“Now, er, have you seen my glasses, boys?” he said uncertainly. They told him his spectacles
were on top of his head. “Ah, there they are. Good, good!” he burbled, placing them across his nose,
where they belonged. Bill and Charlie looked at each other. It was going to be one of those days.

They dressed and Bill helped the girls dress; they ate breakfast and continued to listen to their
father’s excited chatter about the things he would show them.

“So, we’ll be going by Floo to the Leaky Cauldron,” he said needlessly as he spooned porridge into
his mouth at the breakfast table. “You know the drill on that; you've all gone shopping with your
mum. But this time, we're not going to Diagon Alley.” His blue eyes twinkled at them all. “We're
going to be getting the Muggle Underground to a certain station.” He paused tantalizingly. Charlie
rolled his eyes, as did Annie.

“All right, Dad,” Charlie said tiredly. “Why are we going to a certain station?”

“You'll see!” their father crowed now. Bill and Charlie looked at each other; their father was very
undignified when he was excited.

Their mother kissed them all goodbye, still wearing her dressing gown, her hair looking like a
frowzy orange mop. “Be good, all of you. And don’t touch anything, especially in your father’s office.
Arthur, do be sure to keep any confiscated items out of reach of the children. You never know what
some of those contraband articles have been enchanted to do.”

Their father brightened. “There you go, children! You can watch me put revealing charms on
contraband Muggle artifacts, to discover all of the spells that have been put on them! Doesn’t that
sound exciting?”

The four of them looked listlessly at each other.

“Yeah, loads,” Annie said, rolling her eyes.

“Annabel Weasley, you behave yourself,” her mother told her sternly. “I don’t want to hear about
any pranks. It’s bad enough the number of times I had to go see the headmistress last year-"

For once, Annie looked quite sheepish, but Bill wasn’t certain it wasn’t an act. “Yes, Mum,” she
said meekly.

They all stepped into the fire after she had kissed each of them. Bill went last. Just as he moved
toward the flames he heard Percy awake and begin that characteristic wail. His mother turned and
began to climb the stairs wearily, and then she whirled out of sight as he was swept through the
Floo network to London.
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Bill and Peggy had been through the streets of London in a taxi to get to King’'s Cross, and then
his mother had hired another to get the three of them all the way home from London at the end of
the term (since old Tom didn’t want them going through the Leaky Cauldron again). But Charlie
and Annie, who had never been in the Muggle part of London before, looked floored by its enormity
when they stepped out onto the Muggle side for the first time in their short lives. Peggy held one of
Bill's hands and Annie the other as they walked to the nearest tube station.

Bill watched his father fumble with the Muggle money needed to pay their fares; the younger
children stared around at the station and the crowds of people, none of whom wore robes or pointed
hats. Bill fought the urge to stare as well; he hadn’t been in the Underground before, either, but he
didn’t want to look like a country bumpkin in the big city for the first time (even though this was
pretty close to the mark).

When the train pulled into the station and the doors opened, Charlie exclaimed, “Cor, Dad! The
doors are magic! Muggles can do magic!”

“Sssh!” his father cautioned him. “Quiet, Charlie! It’s done with eckeltricity, not magi-not what
we use. | don’t really understand how it works, but-"

Bill bounced excitedly on his toes; they were the only people left on the platform. “Let’s get on
before it leaves, Dad!”

“Oh, right, right,” his father said, hustling his brood onto the train just in time for the doors to
snap shut behind them.

Bill watched the Muggles closely as they stopped at each station and the mix of people around
them changed constantly. His father’s wizarding robes earned him some curious glances, and one
or two Muggles looked at each other and shrugged, saying, “Priest?” A good thing he’s not wearing
his hat, Bill thought ruefully. For someone who adored Muggles, his dad was dreadful at passing
as one, or even fully understanding the way they lived. Bill knew, for instance, that the word was
electricity.

When they pulled into Westminster station, their father hustled them off the train. Bill started
to move toward the exit with his sisters in tow, but his father called his name. He turned, confused.

“This way, Bill,” Arthur Weasley said to his eldest son, an amused glint in his eye. Bill frowned;
his father was gesturing toward a wall with a variety of theatre advertisements on it. Something
called Mousetrap seemed to be very popular. Muggles would watch anything, Bill had concluded
long ago.

“The exit’s this way, Dad,” he said, gesturing with his head. As the last of the Muggles who’d
been on the train with them drifted away up the stairs, they were left standing on a lonely, deserted
platform. His father was just hopeless sometimes. But this time his father knew something he
didn’t.

“Not for us, it isn’t.” He looked furtively around. “All right, you go first, Charlie. Walk right
toward that wall and don’t slow down; just go straight ahead very quickly. Can you do that? Be a
brave lad, there you go.”

Charlie frowned and glanced at Bill, who shrugged. All right, his expression seemed to say. If I
wind up in hospital because my dad told me to walk into a wall, he’ll get it from Mum. The ten-year -
old walked forward, swinging his arms, looking like he was fighting the urge to put his hands up to
defend himself from the wall, and then he-disappeared.

“All right, Bill. You take Peggy and I'll come after you with Annie. Take it at a good trot.”

Bill stared at the wall where his brother had disappeared. He didn’t like the barrier at King's
Cross that took him to the Hogwarts Express, and he didn’t like the looks of this, either. He walked
forward, with Peggy slightly behind him, struggling to keep up with him. At what would have been
the moment of impact, he winced, but forced himself to keep moving forward-

—and found himself in a tube-like corridor made of terra cotta-colored brick. Large red-orange
tiles covered the floor. It was like being in a giant sewer pipe with a flat bottom. Their father ap-
peared in the corridor with Annie a moment after Bill went through with Peggy, and he immediately
turned to the left, still holding Annie’s hand. Bill, Charlie and Peggy followed them wordlessly.
They walked some distance from the entry point, which did not have any particularly distinctive
appearance on the magic side.

Their father mumbled what sounded like a number, and Bill realized that his father had been
walking looking at his feet, counting his paces. His father turned and smiled at him. “I'm used to
Apparating. Had to get instructions for coming this way. Most of us come to work by Apparating,
but it’s good to know this way as well. If there were a lockdown, Apparition wouldn’t be possible.”
Then he seemed to think better of talking about lockdowns, and looked like he wished he could
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snatch back his words. In case of You-Know-Who, Bill thought. The summer had not seen an
abatement of Death Eater activity. His parents had taken to reading the Daily Prophet and then
throwing it in the flames before he or his siblings could read it. Once or twice, Bill had managed to
nick the paper before it was burnt, but the news was so depressing he didn’t attempt this often.

His father raised his wand and Bill saw that there was a slight indentation in one brick, which
was the one his father tapped now with his wand. Suddenly, an archway appeared, and they
followed their father through it. They were in a corridor that was identical to the first one. After
a few minutes, it abruptly opened out into a large circular space that was about twenty feet in
diameter, with numerous doorways around the perimeter. Bill stared at the people visible through
the doorways; they didn’t look quite right. He watched a wizard carrying a box with a leaping
furry thing in it. When he disappeared to the right of the doorjamb, it seemed that he should have
reappeared in the doorway that was a mere six inches or so to its right. However, an old bald wizard,
as wrinkled as a rhino, moved toward the wizard with the furry leaping thing, and it appeared that
they would collide. He too disappeared, and did not reappear in the doorway where Bill had seen
the first wizard, although it seemed that he should.

Then Bill noticed that there were labels on the doorways. COEC, IUMO, DMGS, DIMC, DRCMC,
and DMT were some of the legends. His father explained that the abbreviations were for Committee
on Experiment Charms, Improper Use of Magic Office, Department of Magical Games and Sports,
Department of International Magical Cooperation, Department for the Regulation and Control of
Magical Creatures and the Department of Magical Transportation.

They also saw the doorways for the Goblin Liaison Office, the Accidental Magic Reversal Squad
and the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts Office, where their father worked. Bill frowned at the doorways,
trying to work out just what was wrong. The people walking past them appeared suddenly, then
disappeared just as suddenly.

His father saw his perplexed look. “You want to know, don’t you son?” His dad didn’t have to
say more than that. Bill nodded. “These are portals,” Arthur Weasley said, smiling. “When you
walk through one of these doorways, you are in the actual location of the office on the other side.
The portals are all really here, but the offices are spread out over the entire London Underground
system.”

“The Underground?”

“During the war, the Muggle War Office used old Tube stations as military offices. They used
stations that had already fallen into disuse. I remember my dad said they used them as air-raid
shelters, when the need arose. Worked very well for that. I was sent up north during the war, of
course, with the rest of the children, and Muggle children, too. Can you imagine it? Just about
every child in the country, Muggle or wizard, packed off to the country. After the war, our Ministry
made a deal with the Muggle Prime Minister to take over the old Underground Offices. They can’t
be accessed by Muggles anymore; you can only get to them if you can Apparate or know how to
get into here from Westminster Station. Except for Aldwych, but I won’t go into that right now. It's
much more convenient to use the portals than to Apparate around from office to office, which you
can’t do anyway if you're with a suspect.”

Two of the portals were not like the others. One did not show an office with people bustling
about; it was just a black rectangle, with no sign. The other didn’t look like a portal at all. It
was another rounded corridor, brick covering every surface, like the passage from which they’d
emerged. His father saw Bill looking at the dark doorway. “Unspeakables,” he said in a hushed
voice. “Department of Mysteries. They can get out, but no one else can go in. Except I've never
actually seen anyone come out of there...”

Peggy stood staring at the black rectangle, her brow furrowed. She seemed to be listening in-
tently.

“Let me show you something else before we go to my office,” he said, taking his youngest daugh-
ter’s hand and dragging her down the pipe-like brick corridor, which slanted subtly downward. Bill
and the others followed, and after it turned a few times, the round room with the office portals was
no longer visible behind them. There were more than a few that their father hadn’t explained, but
Bill didn’t question him as they continued on their way. After a few minutes, the corridor came to
an end. They were confronted with a large bronze door with “MoM” in raised, ornately intertwined
pewter letters. Their father said something Bill didn’t catch, and the door swung toward them. They
entered and found themselves in another corridor, rectilinear now rather than rounded; Bill thought
it looked remarkably like the corridors in the dungeons at Hogwarts. They all continued to follow
their father.

They turned another corner and came to another large bronze door. Their father pointed his
wand at it and said, “Alohomora!” The heavy-looking bronze door opened and they entered.
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They were at the top of a room that was a kind of pit; serried rows of benches dropped off before
them, rather like a square funnel, Bill thought. There was a flat, open space in the center. A chair
sat in the middle of that open space, chains around the back and legs, leading Bill to believe that it
was not reserved for the Minister of Magic.

“Do you know where this is?” their father asked.

“What do you mean?” Charlie asked back.

“What’s above this? Above where we're standing. Do you know?”

All four children shook their heads dumbly.

“Parliament.” He grinned at the shock on their faces. “Hasn’t Professor Binns covered this
with you, Bill?” Bill had barely squeaked through his exam in History of Magic; he could never
stay awake during the lectures. He avoided his father’'s gaze. “What was London called in Roman
times?”

Bill thought, biting his lip. He thought he knew this one, but his answer was very uncertain-
sounding. “Londinium?”

His father nodded. “Right. Good. And do you know how long this chamber has been here?” He
didn’t wait for an answer this time. “A very, very long time. Since before there was ever a place
called Londinium. Before there was a Parliament, or a Prime Minister.”

“Before kings and queens?” Peggy piped up, the thumb in her mouth making her words a little
mulffled.

“Actually, no, Peggy. But it was before there was one king or queen who ruled all of Great Britain.
Before there was a Great Britain, for that matter. This has been here since the days when there
were many kings and queens on this island, ruling over many realms. In some places there were
people called chiefs instead of kings or queens. Not just up in Scotland. And do you know what else
there was?”

Bill frowned and shook his head. His father sighed and looked around. “There was magic,” he
said softly, his voice wistful. “I don’t mean that we don’t have magic now, of course. I mean that no
one had to hide their magic. Wizards and Muggles lived side by side and no one worried about what
would happen if a Muggle saw a spell being performed or a potion being brewed. Magical people
were some of the most important in each village, in fact, and they could make a good living telling
fortunes and providing elixirs for illnesses and giving people good luck charms for their new houses
or as baby gifts....” He sighed again. “It was a golden age, when the walls we have today between
wizard and Muggle didn’t exist, and it didn’t matter.”

“What happened?” Annie asked.

He sighed. “The Romans happened. Julius Caesar invaded Britain-when Charlie?” his father
asked him suddenly.

“Er-"Charlie hesitated.

“Bill?”

Bill bit his lip. “In 55 B.C.?” he said slowly, uncertainly.

“Right!” his father said, grinning. Bill heaved a sigh of relief; Charlie didn’t seem to mind that
his brother had answered for him.

“Rome had already been expelling witches and wizards—usually astrologers—for almost a hundred
years,” their father went on. “The invaders brought their anti-magic sentiments with them. Here,
as in Rome, consulting a diviner or being a diviner—especially if you were talking about the fate of
the Emperor or the state-was considered treasonous.”

Bill glanced at Peggy, wondering whether she was listening. He saw Annie look at Peggy, too,
as though her thoughts were the same as Bill's. Peggy was humming and skipping up and down
the serried rows of benches, having a grand time, as though this chamber had really been built
for three-year-olds to get their exercise. She seemed utterly carefree for the first time since the
baby was born, as though everything their father was saying was completely over her head-which
it might have been. Suddenly Annie dropped her grim, serious look and became a typical not-quite-
six-year-old again, joining her sister in the game of skipping up and down the rows of benches.
Charlie looked like he wanted to join them; he was nibbling at his nails, clearly getting restless.

Bill turned back to his father. He raised his voice to be heard above the racket of the girls leaping
from bench to bench. “Treasonous?” he asked, perplexed. Arthur Weasley laughed.

“Yes. Asking about the Emperor’s fortune was considered treason because you might be a po-
litical rival, you see. And if the Emperor asked you to tell his fortune and you predicted his death,
or the city falling to an invading army, it was also treason. Even if you were just reading the signs.
Talk about being the bearer of bad news....Which means they didn’t really want to know what was
going to happen, of course. And a wife who used certain, er, magic potions without her husband’s
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authorization could be killed, as well as the person who brewed the potion for her. Love potions
were a witch’s or wizard’s biggest trade, usually, but they were completely illegal. In spite of this,
Emperors were having potions made for them all the time, and Tiberius also had a court astrologer,
Thrasyllus, who was considered the power behind the throne. As Emperor, he could follow the law
or break it as he saw fit. Mostly, wizards and witches who told fortunes or made potions used magic
to escape persecution or just accepted exile from Rome. Four thousand magical folk left Rome
under Tiberius.

“And then there was Caligula. He declared himself a deity and demanded to be worshipped. In
Judea, in particular, people flatly refused, as it went against their religion. Many wizards, being
rather independent-minded, didn’t buy into it either. Luckily, Caligula got himself killed, and the
Judeans were safe for a little while longer. But it was only about thirty years longer. And then there
was Nero, who decided to blame Christians for Rome burning, as many people were pointing the
finger at him. Most people didn’t believe they were responsible, and wizards and witches worked at
rescuing as many of them as possible, although many still died rather gruesomely.”

Charlie whispered, “How?”

His father raised his eyebrows. “Well, they were accused of burning Rome, so Nero-" He didn’t
finish.

Charlie got his meaning and swallowed. “Oh,” he said softly. His father smiled grimly and patted
him on the shoulder.

“In those days, since witches and wizards were considered highly suspect because they could
tell fortunes—which could include foretelling death for the Emperor-and concoct powerful potions—
which could be used to poison the Emperor-they were rather sympathetic toward other groups
that were accused of treason just because they wouldn’t worship the Emperor. When witches and
wizards were arrested on witchcraft charges, they didn’t just use their magic to get themselves out
of prison-they also freed any other prisoners who were in similar situations, like Judean zealots,
and later, Christians, both of whom would sometimes refuse to go, even when the prison doors were
wide open. They had already decided to be martyrs.”

Bill frowned. “Why would anyone die who didn’t have to?” But then he remembered that James
Potter’s parents had died fighting to save others, and that they might have known they were doomed,
and kept on anyway. His father grimaced and looked at him.

“It's a choice some people make, Bill,” he said quietly, and Bill was startled by the look in his
father’s eyes; he knew with certainty that if he needed to lay his life down for any of his children or
for their mother, Arthur Weasley would do it without question.

“Well,” his father went on, “just a handful of years after Rome burned, the Empire finally suc-
ceeded in putting down the rebellion that had been going on for years in Judea. That’s been causing
trouble for almost two-thousand years now, although ever since I went up north when I was young,
Muggle war news depresses me dreadfully, and I avoid it when I can....

“The law of Rome had been the law of the land here in Britain since Julius Caesar had invaded,
even though there were plenty of rebellious people here who didn’t like it. Technically, this was as
much a part of the Empire as Rome itself, even though it was so far away. Whenever a Governor
came into power who was more stringent about the anti-magic laws, wizards would move away from
Londinium to the countryside, except for those who lived in Diagon Alley, which had been sealed off
from the Muggle world after the invasion. Hidden by magic, some of them stayed here in the heart
of the city, away from the prying eyes of the Romans.” He looked thoughtfully around the chamber.
“After the Empire fell, now and then over the years, there were times when we had rulers who made
it safe for magical folk to come out of hiding again. Do you know who one of them was?” He raised
his eyebrows meaningfully at Bill, who was glad he knew this one.

“Arthur,” he said with certainty.

“Yes, Arthur!” his father crowed; then, as though they didn’t know their own father’'s name, he
said, “My name!”

Annie happened to be skipping along a bench right next to them now; as she passed, she rolled
her eyes.

“And then what, Dad?” Charlie asked, genuinely wanting to know. Their father didn’t notice him
giving Annie a sharp pinch on the arm. She winced, but seemed determined not to cry out in pain.
She ground her right foot into Charlie’s left foot as their father stared at the ceiling, oblivious.

“Ah, well, after Arthur died, it was a dark time. There were Viking invasions. It was a very
difficult time. And then there were the Inquisitions. No one cared about what Merlin meant to King
Arthur. No one seemed to remember that wizards used to break the Christians out of prison when
they were arrested by the Romans. The church started cracking down on magic, calling it heresy,
and witches and wizards were called heretics even though many magical folk were Christians. A
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number of clergy were wizards as well, and there were entire orders of monks and nuns made up
of wizards and witches. It didn’t matter. They were branded as apostates and drummed out of the
church, and sometimes hounded out of their homes and their villages.”

“Couldn’t they use magic to fight back?” Annie asked, surprising Bill. He hadn’t thought she
was paying attention. Now she was standing on a bench a couple of rows down from them, trying
to balance on one foot without falling over. Peggy was lounging in the chair at the bottom that was
draped in chains; she was panting, out of breath.

“Ah, but they didn’t want to hurt the Muggles. Some of them used magic to escape, but it was
a point of pride among magical folk that Muggles were never to be hurt. If a Muggle wanted to hire
you to put a terrible spell on someone else, that was a dreadful crime among our kind. I think after
living peacefully with Muggles for so long, after Rome fell, it seemed unbelievable that they were no
longer considered quite human.

“Witches and wizards who were taken into custody tried to reason with their friends and neigh-
bors. You see, they knew the people persecuting them. They weren’t faceless Roman soldiers whom
they’d never seen before. They weren’t strangers. But suddenly, magical people weren't to be tol-
erated. You asked about why someone would choose to be a martyr, Bill. Well, many of our kind
allowed themselves to be martyred rather than harm a hair on the head of a Muggle or use magic
to escape. It was later, during other witch-hunting frenzies of the Middle Ages, after the Crusades,
that witches and wizards used magic, as they did under the Romans, or did things like putting
freezing charms on the flames when they were burned at the stake.” He sighed noisily again. “They
were convinced that their neighbors and friends couldn’t possibly just stand there and watch them
die, cheering it on, even. But they did exactly that.”

“And then Hogwarts was founded-" Bill said softly. His father nodded.

“Yes. And because of the Inquisitions, Salazar Slytherin didn’t want Muggle-born students at the
school. I think he may have lost some family members to the purges, but we don’t really know. The
exact reason for his feeling that way is lost to time now. There were rumors that he went to France
after his falling out with the other three founders, but that’s another thing we don’t know for sure.”

They went back to their father’s office, the girls dragging their feet; they’d enjoyed romping about.
They met his co-workers, and Bill could tell that the three younger children were itching to touch
some of the confiscated items in the storeroom while their father wrote letters to people about the
objects they had charmed. (He was feeling a little tempted himself, and wondered whether this was
ever a problem for his father.) Bill glanced at one of the letters when his father had finished it and
was busily writing a new one.

Dear Mr. Tansy,

On behalf of the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts Olffice, I would like to apologize for our having
had to confiscate your bicycle. I appreciate that you were taking your dog to the vet for an
emergency (I will give you the benefit of the doubt that it is a dog, as Dangerous Creatures
is another department), but your neighbor, a respected Muggle history teacher, had an un-
obstructed view of this activity, which is in violation of the International Code of Wizarding
Secrecy. It’s too bad he wasn’t a journalist, as no one would believe what he’d seen if he’d
told. And you're very lucky he’s not a bookmaker. Everyone believes every word they say.

The bicycle will be returned to you after we have removed all charms from it. To aid us
in our work, if you could owl us with the specific spells you have placed on it, that would
be very helpful. So far we are, of course, aware of the flying spell (which, by law, can only
be placed on brooms, and then only by licensed broom manufacturers). We assume there
is a braking charm, as well, but we are uncertain whether it is a spell on the entire bicycle,
much as a braking charm on a broom, or whether it goes into effect when one presses the
lever to activate the Muggle brake. We have many artifacts to process every day and rather
than spending hours and hours stripping down your bicycle, your cooperation would make
our job much easier. (And your bicycle will be returned to you more quickly.)

I do hope your neighbor is doing well after the Obliviators put that memory charm on
him, and I hope he hasn’t forgotten too much of the history he teaches. (The Obliviator
only had time to talk to him about the fall of the Roman Empire through the Magna Carta.)
Once you have changed to transporting yourself by broom, I trust you will restrict yourself
to flying at night? I do not believe more memory charms would be in your neighbor’s best
interest, as the entire Middle Ages might fall out of his head if he gets another one.

I look forward to hearing from you soon,

Arthur Weasley

Misuse of Muggle Artifacts

Ministry of Magic
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Bill frowned. “Letting him off rather light, aren’t you? And asking him to help you? What if he just
tells you to sod-er, what if he says no?”

Arthur Weasley sighed. “Almost all of them do. I hate to say it, but it's usually the ones who
aren’t very bright who cooperate. So we do wind up having to strip down most things ourselves, but
in case someone really is interested in saving us the trouble, we reckon it can’t hurt to ask.”

Bill carefully placed the letter back on his father’s pile and the four children sat on chairs around
the perimeter of the room, swinging their legs impatiently. After a little while, their father looked
up, saw how restless they were, and said, “Listen, Bill. Why don’t you take Charlie and the girls to
the commissary for a little something? Here, I'll draw you directions...”

Bill and his brother and sisters left the Misuse of Muggle Artifacts office, Bill in the lead, carrying
the parchment his father had handed him and squinting at his father’s tiny handwriting.

When they arrived, they discovered that it was empty except for a plump young witch who was
putting cleaning charms on the tables and an old grizzled wizard who sat in the corner reading the
Daily Prophet and pouring something from a hip flask into a cup of steaming hot tea. The four of
them sat at a table well away from the old wizard, looking around carefully, and wondering how
they were going to get food.

After a few minutes, the witch saw that they were floundering, and she came to them and
explained the system. They rose and went to get plates from a central table, and when they returned
to where they’d been sitting, each of them addressed his or her plate to order.

“Bread pudding with caramel sauce,” Charlie promptly said to his plate.

“Spotted dick,” Annie told her plate imperiously.

“What do you want, Peggy?” Bill asked her, unsure whether he should let her order on her own.

“Turkish delight,” she said clearly to her plate, ignoring him.

Bill shrugged, deciding to go along. “Trifle,” he said to his plate. Their mother would have a fit
if she knew about the amount of sugar they were consuming before lunch, but their mother wasn’t
here. They seldom had much in the way of sweets at home; puddings they had, after tea, and they
had a little bit of pocket money they could use on sweets when they went to Diagon Alley. But they
never had sweets this early in the day.

“Bill, we're going to need some flannels to clean up,” Peggy said to him at one point; her words
were a little garbled, as she was chewing.

Bill frowned. “To clean up what? They have people here who do that, or house-elves or some-
thing.”

“But we're going to need the flannels to clean up when Charlie spills his pumpkin juice.”

Bill laughed. “Don’t have much faith in him, do you?” But a moment later, Charlie had knocked
his arm into his goblet and spilled pumpkin juice down the middle of the table, necessitating some
scrambling out of the way. Charlie frowned at Peggy.

“You jinxed me! If you hadn’t said-"

“She just knew, Chickie,” Annie broke in. Charlie growled at her.

“Don’t call me that!”

“Watch out, Annie-" Peggy started to say as Charlie reached out for a handful of his sister’s hair.

“You could have told me sooner!” Annie complained, as her voice rose to a shriek.

“Shut up!” Bill commanded them all. “You,” he said, speaking to Charlie, “clean up your mess.
You,” he said to the girls, “take your food and eat at that table there. I don’t want to hear one more
sound from any of you while we're in here, understand?” They stared at him for a second, as though
they’d never seen him before. Charlie slowly took his hands from Annie’s head and went to look for
a flannel to clean the table. Soon they were all sitting and eating quietly again.

When they had all finished except for Charlie, they rose to go. Bill took Peggy’s and Annie’s
hands. “Coming, Charlie?”

Charlie looked up at him in bliss, his brown eyes looking slightly glazed-over, his mouth full.
“Naw. Oo go. I'll ee dere zood.”

Bill frowned at him. “I'll be there soon,” Annie said, translating, an impatient edge to her voice.
Bill nodded and turned to go.

In the corridor, he said to Annie, “You’d better behave yourself in school this year, Annie. You've
got to set an example for Peggy, and Mum will have enough to do with the new baby without you
getting called up on the carpet all the time.”

She bristled. “I was good last year.”

He held her hand more tightly. “Not as good as you could have or should have been. I mean,
that time you put those salamanders in Charlie’s lunch—"

“That bloody sod grassed on me!” she exclaimed. Bill stopped, shocked.
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“Annie Weasley! You watch your mouth! Mum will be mortified if the headmistress hears you
talking like that! That’s the sort of thing I mean. No more bad language, and no more pranks.
You're only six-or you will be in a week. What are you going to be getting up to when you're at
Hogwarts?”

As they strode through the corridors, the girls having to struggle to keep up with Bill’s long
impatient strides, Annie had a wicked little grin on her face.

“You'll see....”

Charlie, in the meantime, had finished his pudding and sat back, patting his little round tummy
contentedly and sighing. The witch had gone and the old wizard had stopped reading his newspaper.
Charlie was suddenly aware that the old man was scrutinizing him. He swallowed, wondering how
to leave without it looking like he was running from the man.

Instead, the old wizard rose from his seat and began to walk across the room, a loud clunking
noise being made on every other step. He stopped at Charlie’s table and peered down at him, his
beady black eyes very sharp and critical-looking. His grey mane of hair hung partly in his face, his
hands were gnarled, and his cheeks were fissured with too many lines to count. Charlie swallowed.

Then, the man’s face suddenly broke into a smile. Broke was the most appropriate word, in
Charlie’s opinion, as it caused something like a gash to cut across the man’s face. “Hello, there,
laddie. Don’t have to ask whose bairn you are, do 1?”

Charlie didn’t reply, as he wasn’t certain what the man was talking about.

“A Weasley, right?”

Oh, Charlie thought, understanding now. *“Yes, sir,” he responded, barely audible. “I'm a
Weasley.”

The old man nodded. “Speak up when you say that. Be proud of it, lad.”

“All right,” Charlie answered, still whispering. “I-I will.”

Charlie dared to stand now; his knees were knocking together. He didn’t know who this old
wizard was, but he evidently knew his dad and liked him, so that was a good thing, he thought.
Right?

“I-I should be getting back to the others,” he said feebly, his voice still very soft. The old man
nodded.

“You tell your dad hello from Alastor. I'd come to see him, but we’d end up talking for an hour or
two, and I have an appointment elsewhere. Which one are you?”

“Which one?”

“The eldest? Next eldest?”

“Oh. I'm-I'm Charlie. Bill is the eldest.”

He nodded his grey head. “Right, right. Well, you'll be going to Hogwarts soon, then?”

“Not-not until next September.”

“That’s fine. You'll do all right, lad. Don’t fret. There’s plenty I want to be terrified when they
meet me, but you're not one of them. You've no cause to fear an Auror at your age, I hope.”

Oh, he thought. That explains it. He’s an Auror. Charlie swallowed, meaning to sidle toward the
door, but suddenly, his attention was caught by the carved wooden foot he saw peeking out from
under the old man’s robes. He looked up at the weather-beaten face.

“Please, sir-do you have that because-because youre an Auror?” Then he wished he hadn’t
asked; it probably wasn’t quite polite to ask people about why they needed wooden legs.

“This?” the old man said, knocking on the wood loudly with his knuckles. “Nah. I got that in
the Great War. Place called Gallipoli. Do you want some sound advice, lad?” Charlie was starting
to feel braver and nodded at the wizened Auror. “If anyone ever tells you to run flat-out at people
firing machine guns while you're holding nothing but a bayonet-don’t bother with your wand. Just
run like hell in the opposite direction. Or tell'’em to go to hell.”

Charlie frowned now, not quite understanding this. But he said, “Um-all right-"

The old wizard laughed now, slapping Charlie on the back. “There’s a good lad. Always know
when to humor your elders, eh? Also not a bad piece of advice.”

The Auror was rather alarming when he laughed. He kept his hand on Charlie’s shoulder and
they walked out of the commissary together. Charlie was relieved to see that the old man was
turning in the opposite direction from him.

“Ta, lad,” he said before he left. “Don’t forget to tell your dad hello for me, and congratulations
on the new Weasley. I have a wee gift for the bairn I'm sending along soon. You be good for your
mum and don’t make any trouble, mind.”

“Yes, sir,” Charlie said, less numb with fright, but not completely fearless, remembering that the
Auror had seen him fighting with his sister. Would he tell? Somehow he thought not. The Auror
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clumped down the corridor and turned a corner, disappearing from sight. Charlie turned and ran
back to his father’s office, hoping he was remembering all of the turns correctly. He was panting
when he arrived; his father was showing Bill and his sisters an enchanted doorbell that evidently
spewed insults at people the owner didn’t like.

“Not at all inconspicuous,” their father complained. “And salesmen. The things it said to them.
Even the postman, asking whether he had late-notices. The fellow did quite a lot of business with
Muggles and was often late paying his bills, so the postman was evidently bringing a lot of notices of
that sort. The bell was telling the postman to put the bills in-well, a rather inaccessible part of his
anatomy,” he said, clearing his throat, remembering he was speaking to children. They all looked
up in surprise when Charlie arrived, panting, in the doorway.

His father looked concerned. “Charlie! Are you all right?”

Charlie grimaced, unsure of how to tell his father that his friend had been rather frightening.
“Er, yeah. I saw-I mean, I met a friend of yours. An Auror.”

His father brightened. “Oh, really? Which one?”

“He-he said his name was Alastor.”

“Oh, yes. Moody. Well; I'm not surprised you look like that after meeting him.” He chuckled, but
stopped quickly, seeing that his son didn’t think it was at all funny. “He couldn’t stop by?”

“No. He said he had an appointment.” Charlie was feeling calmer and more collected now. “He
also said congratulations on the new baby and he’d be sending a gift soon.”

Arthur Weasley laughed. “Yes, I daresay he will. It will probably be another Dark Detector of
some sort. He has them all over his place. You should see it. He’s always afraid someone’s going to
ambush him in his own home. He even has his dustbins set to spray rubbish on anyone messing
about outside his house.” He chuckled again. “No one else would be able to get away with that. And
there were a couple of times when he nearly didn’t. But you know how it is; in these times, no one
wants to be hard on an Auror, especially one like Moody who’s brought in so many dark wizards.
It really should be interesting to see what he sends us; you should see some of the things he sent
when you and the others were born,” he added, nodding at Bill and the girls.

Bill frowned. “Why don’t we use them?”

“Hmm?” his father asked, sitting at his desk again and pulling a stack of work toward him.
“Why? Well, most of them aren’t really very useful on a daily basis. Well-one thing might be, come
to think of it. He sent it when you were born, with instructions for adding to it as each additional
child came along....”

“What?” Bill wanted to know.

His father shrugged. “It’s just a clock. Although it isn’t, really. It shows where the people in a
household are, rather than telling the time. It’s not really a Dark Detector, per se, but it could be
useful, I suppose, if we brought it down out of the attic and dusted it off. I've been scared to death
of having Moody over at the house because I'll have to bring that thing downstairs first. If he ever
suspected we weren’t using it, he’d accuse us of relaxing our ever-present CONSTANT VIGILANCE!”
he barked in a gruff voice very unlike their father, making them all jump. He cackled with glee
afterward.

“Moody’s got a bit of a reputation for being paranoid, in case you couldn’t tell. Good bloke
though. As I said, one of our finest Aurors.”

Bill sighed, looking at Charlie, wishing he’d met Moody-the-Auror. But nothing interesting ever
happens to me, he thought wistfully, staring at the pile of work his father had to plow through. I
bet I'll wind up just like my dad, in a dead-end job with no possibility for advancement and too many
mouths to feed. He sank his chin into his hands and settled down to wait for the long, long day to
end.

# ok ok ok ok
Thursday, 1 October, 1976

Lily watched Severus Snape while they worked in Potions class. She was having a very hard time
forgetting a prank that Sirius had played on Severus not long after the new term had begun. Should
I worry? she wondered. Sometimes her fears seemed silly, sometimes not. She had to wonder
whether Sirius was really antagonistic about her spending time with Severus because he was jeal-
ous, or because he genuinely thought Lily was in danger.

The prank had occurred at dinner on the third Sunday of the term. It had started out as a
wonderful end to a beautiful day, a golden autumn Sunday, when most of the students had gone
out of doors to revel in the beautiful weather, flying their broomsticks, practicing Quidditch, or
just lounging by the lake. At the evening meal, the ceiling of the Great Hall was a deep sapphire
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blue, with a crescent moon visible amid a crowd of stars. Lily had been sitting next to Cecilia at
the Gryffindor table, James across from them. Lily remembered it very clearly: James, his prefect
badge glittering on his robes, was laughing at something Sirius, who was seated next to him, was
saying. There was a cheerful hubbub of conversation in the hall.

Remus was sitting on James’ other side. She tried not to stare at him; she had just been with
him a week earlier, after telling herself she wasn’t going to let this happen again. She felt weak,
like the world’s worst person. Remus, as usual, had seemed oblivious to her inner turmoil. Now he
leaned over his plate, shoveling in his food as though worried someone would snatch it from him
any moment. He always eats that way, she reminded herself, and it occurred to her to wonder
whether he usually had enough to eat at home.

She was more and more aware of Peter Pettigrew’s crush on her; he was sitting next to her, as he
usually did. Sometimes he made her very nervous. She would turn a corner in the castle and find
him there, as though he’d been following her. She hoped James would never lend his Invisibility
Cloak to Peter. She shuddered at the idea of him sneaking into the girls’ dorms....

Lily studiously ignored Peter, listening to Cecilia instead, laughing at something she knew was
meant to be funny, hoping Cecilia wouldn’t actually ask her what she’d said. She glanced furtively
over at the Slytherin table while Cecilia continued talking. Severus Snape was eating with his head
down, not talking to anyone around him. She swallowed, looking at him. Sometimes he just seemed
to emanate loneliness....

Severus jerked his head up suddenly and glared at another Slytherin boy, whose hawk-nose was
more pronounced than his. Lily could tell the boy had said something Severus didn’t like.

Then she saw that Sirius had risen and was creeping toward the Slytherin table with a goblet
in one hand and something vaguely spherical and bulky in his other. Severus’ back stiffened, as
though he had a vague awareness that someone was looking at the back of his head. She looked
uncertainly at Remus, who was leaning around James Potter’s in order to have a better view of what
Sirius was doing. She saw him turn to James briefly, grinning, before going back to watching Sirius.
At that moment, she felt like she didn’t like her friends very much at all, even though she was still
hopelessly in love with Remus. Just because you love someone, she reminded herself, doesn’t mean
it’s easy to like them always.

When Sirius reached the Slytherin table, he tapped Severus Snape on the shoulder. He whirled
around, as though expecting it, and Lily saw Sirius discreetly hand the goblet and round item to
the boy sitting next to Severus, who switched Severus’ goblet for the one Sirius had brought and
placed the round item in the middle of Severus’ dinner plate. Even the Slytherins are in on it, she
thought indignantly, wondering what exactly was going on, and feeling helpless to stop it.

“What?” Severus barked at Sirius, turning away from his plate. The sound carried across the
room, above the rest of the conversation. There was a brief lull, then the students went right on.

“What what?” Lily heard Sirius say, looking like he was trying not to laugh. Severus glowered
at him, then turned back to his dinner. When he saw the thing on his plate (Lily couldn’t tell what
it was from across the room), he pushed it away from him in a panic, banging it into his goblet.
Nervously, he picked up the goblet and gulped, but lowered it almost immediately and spit out the
contents.

Lily saw something red splatter on the tablecloth and his robes, and on the people on either side
of him. “Eeeew-" some Slytherin girls complained. Severus turned angrily to Sirius. Was that blood
on his teeth and around his mouth? Lily wondered. Blood. Sirius had given him a goblet of blood.
When she realized this, she gripped her fork fiercely, having an incredible urge to stab Sirius Black
with it.

Sirius was back at the Gryffindor table now, laughing with Remus. She felt like stabbing him,
too. Peter Pettigrew tried to be a part of their joke, laughing along, but he was largely ignored by
the other boys. She turned and glared at him, and he cowered under her gimlet eye. James Potter
glanced over at the Slytherin table; when he looked back at Lily, he seemed distinctly uncomfortable.
Lily had to try very hard not to run to Severus and comfort him. It was equally difficult to resist
putting a hex on Sirius Black.

“Are you all right, Lily?” James asked her suddenly, looking concerned.

“Why did he do that?” she demanded, as though Sirius weren’t standing right there. “How could
you do that?” she said, addressing Sirius now, although she suspected it was the old vampire
rumor rearing its ugly head again.

“Why are you defending him?” Sirius wanted to know, glancing at Remus briefly out of the corner
of his eye. Remus had sobered and was looking as cowed under her gaze as Peter, so she glowered
at James instead, as she didn’t want to look at Sirius. But James glared back.

“Don’t look at me. I had nothing to do with this.”
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“Oh, washing your hands, are you? And I suppose you've never had anything to do with anything
that's happened to Severus?” she said testily. He looked uncomfortable at that, turning to look
again at the Slytherin table. When he turned back he was frowning.

Suddenly, Professor McGonagall was standing next to Sirius. Lily could see that Dumbledore
was standing over Severus, his hand on his shoulder.

“Black,” McGonagall said imperiously. “Come with me. We have a detention to discuss,” she
said, her mouth very thin. “And proper conduct at meals,” she added, each syllable very crisp. Lily
felt very grumpy; Sirius didn’t even look a little remorseful as McGonagall led him away. He seemed
to think a detention was worth having played the prank.

As Lily worked by Severus’ side all though Potions class, she thought about the goblet of blood.
Why would Sirius do that? she thought. Because he’s an insufferable git, that’s why, her brain
answered. And because everyone thinks he’s a vampire. She looked at Severus’ pale, pale skin,
watched his dark eyes move over the potions ingredients. She had crossed the Great Hall after
dinner on the night of the prank and had discovered the largest head of garlic she’'d ever seen
sitting on Severus’ plate. Why should he fear garlic? And then she remembered that he had to put a
salve on his skin to be able to go sailing, and he had also mentioned that he and his uncle preferred
cloudy weather for sailing. She had thought the vampire nonsense was exactly that, but now she
wasn't so sure....What if he really was a vampire?

It was this question, and the possible answer, that made her especially nervous. Oh, you're being
stupid, she tried to tell herself. It’s just a silly rumor. It couldn’t be.

Still, when he asked her to stay to help him after the class was over, she hesitated, thinking of
the goblet of blood, thinking of the enormous head of garlic.

“I-I need to get some notes from-from James. Maybe another time?” she said nervously. He
looked very disappointed, and started packing up his things.

“Oh. Well, if you can’t stay, then I'll wait until a day that you can.” He sounded forlorn, and she
felt like a heel as she bolted after James and the others. But in the corridor, she found none of the
Gryffindor boys. Sirius, Remus, Peter and James had just left moments before, and now only the
other Slytherins were there, moving toward their common room (she assumed) while Cecilia, Moira
and Myra moved in the opposite direction, toward the stairs to the entrance hall. As she stood in
the corridor, contemplating the absence of the boys and biting her lip, Severus came up behind her,
startling her. His steps were very quiet.

“What's wrong? I thought you had to-"

“No,” she answered nervously. “There’s been a change of plan. Do you still want to work on a
potion?” She tried not to be silly about this. She’d worked alone with him countless times in the
dungeons; why should anything be different now that Sirius had played a woefully tasteless prank
on Severus? And yet-it was.

A little.

Lily looked up at him, standing next to her at the work table. He seemed so much more mature
since the new term had started. They had both performed well on their O.W.L.s, and he credited
her with helping him do as well as he did in Potions. She was surprised he had asked her to stay
to help him today, though, as Slytherin had a Quidditch match coming up soon against Hufflepuff,
and he had been down on the pitch every afternoon between the end of classes and when dinner
was served, to get in some practice before dark. Severus was the Keeper for the Slytherin team.

While they waited for the potion to brew, they talked. Lily made sure she listened attentively as
well as contributing to the conversation, and she found that he was opening up more and more-only
to retreat and withdraw before she could delve too deeply into his psyche, his innermost thoughts,
his desires and ambitions. There were times when he smiled at her and she thought, Yes. It will
be different with Severus... Other times she thought, Same old story.... They had corresponded
frequently during the summer, but his letters had always been very stiff and formal, very revealing
about his day-to-day activities, very unrevealing about his inner life. She wondered for the millionth
time what he was hiding.

Finally, it seemed that the potion was almost ready. Lily leaned over his potions text, reading.
“You know, Severus, you didn’t tell me why you wanted to make Eutharsos Potion, or what it was
for-”

Severus suddenly panicked and grabbed the book from her, putting it on the side of the cauldron
away from her. “It-it doesn’t matter, does it?” his voice shook. “Thank you for your help. I would've
botched it, most likely. Where are-your friends?”

“They’re—off doing things they don’t want me to know about.” She assumed that they had man-
aged to disappear quickly after class by using that map Remus had shown her. She sighed. “For
the past year-" she began, then looked up at him, shook herself. She wasn’t going to dwell on how
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they seemed to be purposefully excluding her, whispering amongst themselves, disappearing mys-
teriously....Remus being distant with her except when he needed’ her was only a part of it, really.
She changed the subject back to the potion. “Actually, if you’d have boiled anything but the roots,
you certainly would botched it up. But you still haven't let me read what it’s for-"

She reached for the closed book he’d set down just as he poured the potion into a beaker,
straining it through cheesecloth. Lily was still paging through the book, searching for the right
potion recipe.

Severus stared uncertainly at the murky concoction and then drank it all down, just as Lily
cried, “Aha! Here it is...”

But as she read, Severus Snape began to feel rather peculiar. Each individual part of his body
seemed to go to sleep, then wake up again. He looked at Lily; he could see deep into her clear green
eyes, and each strand of hair on her head. Why, he thought, they aren’t all red. That one is gold,
and that one copper....He was seeing everything with a clarity he’d never experienced before.

Lily stared at him. His eyes looked a bit glassy; then he shook himself and his eyes looked closer
to normal again. She realized that the potion had probably taken effect. She turned to the book
again, still trying to figure out what he’d taken. Finally, she found the right entry. “Eutharsos
Potion,” she read, “is brewed from the root of Eupatorium fistulosum, a common weed that grows to
a height of seven feet. Over three-thousand years old, Eutharsos Potion increases a person’s courage
and makes him feel safe whether he is or not. One of the most common fears is speaking to large
groups; Eutharsos Potion has proved very effective as a method of assisting people with this fear....”

Severus saw that she was frowning as she read, a vertical line developing between her brows.
Still looking down at the book, she said, “I still don’t see why you need to...”

But Severus Snape was feeling very different, very daring. He put his hands on her shoulders
and turned her to face him. He looked extremely determined, and his eyes burned into hers.

“Lily,” he said in a firm voice, no longer shaking. “I have to tell you something.” He pulled her
closer to him; she looked up at him, perplexed.

“Ilove you,” he said suddenly, and lowered his mouth to hers. Lily couldn’t move; she was frozen,
unresponsive at first. It was starting to feel like Sirius all over again. No, she thought. I don’t want
it to be like that. She had waited for so long for Remus to say that to her, especially in the throes of
passion, but she’d never heard the words pass his lips. She thought, I should probably say it back
to Severus. But did she feel the same way? She liked him a good deal, and she was attracted to
him, but did she love him?

And then she thought of the description of the potion in the book, but she tried to push this to
the back of her mind as she slid her hands up around his neck. I like Severus, she reminded herself.
I've wondered what it would be like to kiss him, and here it is, happening... He pulled her closer and
she decided to open her mouth under his. He seemed momentarily startled, then clutched at her,
and the fevered nature of the kiss increased.

This is how it’s supposed to be, she thought. No furtive groping on the common room floor late
at night, or frenzied coupling in an old dungeon storage room.... He was actually a very good Kisser,
and she felt her pulse quicken. Lily wanted to cry for joy-and then she wanted to cry for a different
reason. No matter how hard she tried, she found that she just could not forget the potions text.
And there was Sirius’ prank to consider. This situation was an improvement over Remus, but it still
had its problems.

Eutharsos Potion increases a person’s courage and makes him feel safe whether he is or not....

He needed to take a potion to approach me, she thought, feeling less sure that she wanted to be
kissing him. The more she thought about it, the angrier she felt. Plus, there was still the vampire
question. Finally, trying maintain her dignity (and especially, trying not to cry), Lily pulled back
and slapped him hard across the face.

“How dare you!” she cried, backing away from Severus, her chest heaving. She pulled her hair
behind her with her hands, then nervously began twisting it into a coil. She wouldn’t look at him.
He had an expression of complete and utter confusion on his face.

“How dare I-” Severus began, baffled.

For once, she let her emotions flow freely. “How dare you take that-that courage potion and then
kiss me! Is that what it takes for a boy to tell me he cares about me and kiss me? I'm so sick of
being treated like a disembodied brain floating around here, like I don’t exist from the neck down.”
Or, she thought, being treated like I'm nothing but a body, as Remus has been doing. I'm a whole
person! she wanted to scream. She felt like a dam had burst, as she voiced the frustrations that
had plagued her for the previous two years. “‘Ask Lily, she knows the answer’,” she said in a snide,
high-pitched voice. “I'm a human being! I have feelings, and needs. Taking a potion to talk to me
is-insulting. Am I so scary?” she demanded of him. He looked at her with wide eyes, obviously a
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bit alarmed.

He thought it might be a bit tactless to tell her, Yes. I'm scared to death to talk to you about how
I feel. Why do you think I took the potion? Luckily, the potion was making him feel fairly confident,
so he said, “No, Lily, that’s not it. I was just—just nervous. I've wanted to say this for so long...” He
had. For so very long...

“Then you should have just said it!” she spat at him. “Damn you...” she trailed off, looking like
she was going to cry. She frequently looked on the verge of tears lately. He had wanted many times
to enfold her in his arms and comfort her, tell her that whatever was frightening her or upsetting
her, he would be her rock.... Thanks to the influence of the potion, he finally felt the confidence
to step closer to her and put his arms around her. She acquiesced at first, putting her head on
his chest, then pulled away, wiping her eyes, adopting a more businesslike manner. Perhaps, he
thought, she realized that this was also because of the potion. She glared at him.

“You meet me under the oaks by the greenhouses in four days time, or however long it takes
that potion to wear off. Don’t take any more of it! Then if you want to tell me you love me and kiss
me-well, we’ll see! But don’t you touch me until that damn potion wears off!” Her eyes were blazing,
and she turned and stormed out of the room. Severus stared after her, his stomach clenching.

Had she just told him to meet her by the oaks? To kiss her and tell her he loved her? He
couldn’t quite believe it. And she actually had kissed him back. He touched his lips in wonder. She
actually seemed to want him to profess his love without being under the influence of any foreign
substances....

He smiled broadly and resisted the urge to give a little skip into the air. Yes! Lily Evans. Severus
Snape and Lily Evans. He tried saying it out loud, then looked around guiltily, in case anyone heard
him. And he saw, to his dismay, that someone had indeed heard him: a tall, thin, red-haired boy
who was, despite his height, probably only in first or second year. The boy was standing in the
doorway of the potions dungeon, and Severus thought he looked vaguely familiar. Gah. All of these
children look alike.

“What?” Severus Snape snapped at him.

“Er,” the boy said uncertainly, looking like he was going to bolt any second. “I was looking for
the Potions Master,” he said very quickly. Somehow, Severus Snape wasn’t convinced that that was
what the boy had meant to say.

“Well, he’s not here!” Snape answered him tersely.

“Oh, okay,” the boy said, bolting. Severus Snape put his face into the corridor for a moment,
watching the long, thin legs sprinting away from him as though he was running from death itself.

& %k ok ok ok

It had all started with just trying to get a good night’s sleep. Bill was tired of the noise around him
in the second-years boys’ dorm.

“I'll bet you he is,” Alex Wood said, with an evil edge to his voice.

“Bet you he isn’t,” Booth countered.

“Is.”

“Isn’t.”

“Is.”

“Isn’t.”

“Then why did Sirius Black give him that goblet of blood? And the garlic? Did you see the way he
acted about the garlic? And when he spewed the blood all over....even the Slytherins were disgusted.
If no one else had been around, I bet he would have drunk every drop.”

It had been rather spectacular, Bill remembered. Trust Sirius Black to play the prank of pranks.

“Come on. They wouldn't let a bloody vampire into the school. What'll you be suggesting next?
That the Head Girl is a banshee?”

“She screams like one,” Orville Simpson groused sleepily.

“Ha!” Alex said, triumphant. “You said bloody vampire. What other kind is there?”

Bill sighed. He was very, very tired, having been writing a yard-long History of Magic essay until
after midnight, including some things his dad had told him about the Emperor Tiberius, and now
he couldn’t get any sleep for all of the noise in the room.

“Someone go and offer to let him bite you, why don’t you, and find out that way?” Bill suggested
irritably, punching his pillow. I got more sleep at home with a yowling baby in the house.

“All right,” Rembert Leonard agreed.

“Who should do it?” Orville Simpson asked, sounding more awake. Bill heard some movement
and steps across the stone floor of the round tower room.
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Suddenly, in a burst of noise, the other four boys tore open his curtains and proclaimed, “Bill!
Bill will do it!” they yelled gleefully.

“You've got to offer yourself up to Snape, Weasley. See whether he makes a snack of you,” Booth
said, smacking his lips.

“I am not getting involved in this,” Bill told them, wondering if he’d get in a great deal of trouble
for hexing all four of them.

“It was your suggestion,” Booth pointed out.

“Doesn’t anyone around here recognize sarcasm when they hear it?”

“No,” Leonard said decisively.

“If you do it-you can make one of us do something we don’t want to do,” Alex said with a wicked
smile. Now Bill was feeling slightly wicked himself.

“How about something you want to do?”

Orville frowned. “What do you mean?”

Bill looked at Alex. “I mean that if I do this, you,” he said to his best friend, “have to kiss Mary
Ann Boxwood. On the mouth.”

Alex looked appalled. “No! No way!”

“If I can ask Snape-a possible vampire, according to you-to bite me on the neck, you can kiss
the girl you're crushing on.”

“I am not-" Alex started to say.

He was interrupted by Booth and Leonard repeating the sing-song chant, “Mary Ann and Alex,
Mary Ann and Alex...”

“Sod off,” Alex said grumpily, returning to his own bed. Bill rolled over to get back to sleep.

In the morning, Bill had forgotten all about it, as though it had been a dream, but Alex reminded
him after breakfast, after the first and second classes, after lunch, and when all of their classes
were done for the day. He still had his end of the bargain to uphold. As they left their last class, Bill
thought, Now I have to find Severus Snape and ask him to bite me. He grimaced at the thought. Erg.

“Where do I even find him?” Bill asked Alex as they walked back to the Gryffindor common room.
“What if he’s in his dorm?”

Alex shrugged. “Then you wait until later.”

When they reached the common room, Bill threw himself into a chair near the windows. A chess
game was going on nearby. “No, really,” he said. “It’'s a huge castle. How'm I supposed to find one
person in this place? He could be anywhere.”

Suddenly, the twin girls from sixth year looked up from their chess game. Bill couldn’t remember
their names.

“If you're looking for someone, ask James and Sirius,” one of them said.

“They always seem to know where everyone is,” the other one said.

Bill felt very grumpy; he did not really want someone to solve his problem. Alex grinned at him
evilly. “Go on then, you. Get up to their dorm and ask them.”

Bill grimaced and dragged himself to the spiral stairs. He trudged up, up the stone steps until
he was on the level where the sixth years lived. The door was locked and he heard a muffled hum
of conversation behind it. He knocked loudly, hoping they wouldn’t hex him for disturbing them.
He heard footsteps approaching the door and it was swung open by James Potter, who immediately
grinned when he saw Bill.

“Weasley! Hullo there. What can I do for you?” Behind Potter, Bill saw that Peter Pettigrew and
Remus Lupin were hurriedly pulling the curtains around a four-poster with a lot of parchments on
it.

“Um. Those twin girls in your year. Downstairs. They said you could help me find someone. In
the castle,” he added awkwardly. Potter got a wise look on his face and ushered Bill into the room,
locking the door securely.

“Well. You came to the right place,” Potter told him conspiratorially. “Sirius! Get out the you-
know-what.”

Sirius Black nodded and went to his wardrobe. He opened the door, which was mirrored on
the inside, and rummaged among some boxes on the floor. However, in the mirror, Bill could see
that that wasn’t where he was getting the you-know-what from. After he saw Black slip a piece of
parchment from the pocket of a robe hanging in the wardrobe, Black made some more pointless
noise with the boxes, and finally turned round with the parchment. Pettigrew, of all people, yelled,
“No!” and jumped at Black, putting himself between him and Bill, seemingly to keep Bill from seeing
the parchment.

“Do you want him to see it?” Pettigrew demanded of Black, who looked chagrined.
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“Sorry. You're right,” he said quietly to the small boy. Raising his voice, he said to Bill, “You wait
over there. You'll get your information, don’t worry. But-turn around.”

Bill turned, and he noticed that in this position, the open door of another wardrobe was at the
perfect angle to give him a clear view of what Black was doing with the parchment, reflected in the
mirror on that wardrobe’s door. Bill heard him say, as he touched his wand to the parchment, “I
solemnly swear that I am up to no good.”

Bill covered his mouth to keep them from hearing his gasp (he wasn’t supposed to be able to see
what they were doing) as lines began to draw themselves all over the parchment. It was a map, he
could tell. A map of Hogwarts castle! But how would that help him find Severus Snape?

“So,” Black said, “who are we looking for, then?”

Bill swallowed. “Snape.”

There was nothing but silence behind him. “Snape,” Sirius Black repeated without inflection.

“That’s right.”

James Potter said, “That’s easy. We just left him. He’s down in the potions dungeon.”

“Sirius!” Pettigrew said now. Bill heard the parchment being rattled. “Look how close together
their dots are! It’s like-like one dot!” Bill wanted to turn around, but he willed himself to stay put.

“I'm going down there,” he heard Sirius Black say stiffly, obviously very angry.

“No, Sirius,” Potter said, his voice shaking. You don’t know-"

“But-what if he’s—you know-"

James Potter was sounding very annoyed. “Oh, come on, Sirius. You're the only one who really
believes that-"

“I'm not! Even the Slytherins—"

“And you're going to take their word for it?” Potter countered.

Sirius Black began cataloguing every unlikable thing there was about Severus Snape. Roughly
every other item on the list was He’s a slimy Slytherin.

It seemed to Bill that Remus Lupin had been very quiet. Now, reflected in the wardrobe mirror,
Bill could see that he was staring at the map.

“Send Weasley,” he said softly.

“What?” Sirius said, interrupting his anti-Snape diatribe. He had reached number forty-three:
He’s a really, really, really slimy Slytherin.

“Send Weasley. He'll be an intrusion. It’s better than one of us.”

“But he might-" Sirius began.

“Shut it, Padfoot,” Remus said suddenly. “That’s rubbish and you know it. Send Weasley. That’s
all that will be necessary. He’s looking for him anyway.” He resumed contemplating the map. Bill
was mystified about how a map could tell him where Snape was, but then he saw in the mirror that
Remus had taken out his wand; he tapped the map and said, “Mischief managed.”

Bill swallowed. The map disappeared again. They had charmed a parchment to reveal its secrets
only with a password. Another password wiped it clean. Bill couldn’t believe it. It was an amazing
piece of magic, and he was fairly certain it wasn’t on the Hogwarts curriculum for any year.

“Th-thanks,” Bill stuttered out, trying to walk toward the door without looking at the wardrobe
where he knew Sirius Black was returning the parchment to its hiding place (its real hiding place,
not in the boxes on the floor of the wardrobe, as he wanted Bill to believe). When he was on the
landing again, he heard them securely bolt the door and resume the hum of conversation.

All the way down to the dungeons, he just kept marveling at the map he’d seen, still wondering
what the “dots” were, and how a map could help you locate a person. Then he stopped, remembering
a conversation he’d overheard at the Gryffindor table in the Great Hall the previous spring.

James Potter had been talking about meeting his girlfriend in the library, and he had said, “The
trouble is-there’s something I need to get from a certain place, for which I need a certain product
from Mr. Moony, Mr. Padfoot, Mr. Wormtail and Mr. Prongs. Trouble is, I think Remus has just what
I need....”

Bill remembered that Sirius Black had said something about giving “it” to Remus that morning.
“He sometimes feels the need to go off alone the day before,” he had added. “You know. He can use it
to make sure no one sneaks up on him.” And Bill had wondered what could possibly keep a person
from sneaking up on you? Other than an Invisibility Cloak, and he didn’t think that was what Black
meant. And up in the dorm, Remus Lupin had called Sirius Padfoot....

It must have been the map they were talking about, Bill decided. The map must-it must show
the locations of people in the castle. As he realized this, his heartbeat increased. They could do
anything, go anywhere, with such a map, he realized.

Since Sirius Black was evidently “Padfoot,” the other names must be the codenames his friends
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were using. He wondered which one was Moony, which Wormtail and which Prongs. Prongs? he
thought. Odd, that. Why would you use a codename like Prongs? Wormtail wasn’t much better.
Moony was all right. That was probably Pettigrew, he guessed. All he ever seemed to do was moon
about after Lily Evans.

He was still thinking about this when he reached the corridor outside the potions dungeon, but
he stopped when he heard something very strange. A girl was yelling in the dungeon, and Bill
couldn’t believe what she was saying:

“You meet me under the oaks by the greenhouses in four days time, or however long it takes that
potion to wear off. Don’t take any more of it! Then if you want to tell me you love me and kiss me-well,
we’ll see! But don’t you touch me until that damn potion wears off!”

Bill was even more shocked when Lily Evans, of all people, stormed into the corridor, her eyes
blazing. He pressed himself into the wall, and she passed without his presence registering; she
looked blinded by rage, so he wasn’t completely surprised. What he was interested in was knowing
was who had she been talking to?

Then, he heard a voice in the dungeon say, “Severus Snape and Lily Evans.” Bill walked toward
the door, seeing the boy he’d come looking for looking uncharacteristically dreamy and lovesick.
When Severus Snape looked up and noticed Bill’'s presence, his face closed up. Bill didn’t even
remember their exchange precisely; he remembered later that he made up something about looking
for the Potions Master, who wasn’t there. When Snape told him as much, very tersely, Bill went
tearing up the stairs out of the dungeon, having no idea what he would tell Alex Wood and the
others. If he told them what really happened, what Lily Evans had said, they’d never believe him.

But if Severus Snape was a vampire, Lily Evans, for one, certainly didn’t seem to mind.

Notes: In the Pensieve chapter of Harry Potter and the Goblet of Fire Moody does not yet have his magical eye, and that
is supposed to be after Voldemort’s fall. As such, he does not yet have his magical eye in this chapter, and no one has yet
given him the name of “Mad-Eye.” Earlier in GoF, Charlie speaks of going to work with his father and meeting Moody, so this
is my version of that. (Bill does not say he met him, so I did not have anyone but Charlie actually speak to him.) Readers
who are familiar with my fic Harry Potter and the Psychic Serpent will recognize some incidents that are mentioned in that
story, although they are presented from a different point of view here. I first developed my concept of the Ministry of Magic’s
physical description for Chapter 30 of Psychic Serpent, where the reader may get Harry’s perspective on it. The only other
thing I have to add at this time is that I do not consider the film(s) to be canon, so please, no one else tell me that James
Potter was a Seeker, not a Chaser. J.K. Rowling called him a Chaser in an online chat well before the film was released.
While it is true that she approved many things for the script, I can only assume that she approved his Quidditch position
changed to Seeker because, frankly, it doesn’'t matter one way or the other. Since I made James a Chaser back when I
started writing Psychic Serpent, well before the film’s release, a Chaser he shall remain in my universe.



— CHAPTER FIVE —

Wolf’s Howl

Friday, 11 December, 1976

Lily shifted uncomfortably in the hospital bed; she was going to get bedsores at this rate. She
couldn’t do much but lie on her back and wait for the boneset under the bandages to work its
miracles. She never had a broken bone in her life, and while she was very glad to be able to avail
herself of wizarding medicine-something her mother couldn’t do-she still remembered the pain of
breaking the bone with a freshness she was afraid wouldn’t go away for some time.

She tried to think of something more pleasant than breaking her leg. She thought of Severus.
That made a slow smile spread across her face. Almost as though he had read her mind, the door
to the infirmary opened and he entered, and the expression he wore on his face made her catch
her breath. The intensity of feeling she saw there was humbling. Do I deserve that? she wondered.
She tried not to think, Do I feel the same way? How could she not? How could she not return his
feelings, when he had expressed them at such cost, and he treated her like a queen, and adored
her beyond all reason?

He was swiftly at her bedside, with his long strides, and he sat, never taking his eyes from her,
reaching for her slim, pale hand, holding it firmly. She gazed back at him; they were both silent for
several minutes.

“What are you thinking?” she finally asked him softly.

He held her hand even more firmly, as though it was the most precious thing to him. “That
day...under the oaks....”

She gave him a small smile. “I was, too.”

It had without a doubt been a time to remember, the day when the Eutharsos Potion had worn
off and he had met her under the oaks that led to the greenhouses....

The huge overarching trees were every shade of scarlet and ochre; acorns and fallen leaves
carpeted the sheltered path between the oaks. She started down the path nervously, feeling a chill
run through her bones from a cool autumn breeze and the fact that no sun infiltrated this passage,
since too many leaves still clung to the branches.

She had challenged Severus, in the Potions Dungeon. Then if you want to tell me you love me
and kiss me-well, we’ll see! Would he do it? What would she do if he did? She remembered what it
was like to kiss him, to feel like she was treasured for herself, not just someone who could satisfy a
physical craving, someone who happened to be the nearest warm body. Realizing that he might not
have proclaimed his love or kissed her were it not for the potion had been crushing.

She saw from the far end of the leafy tunnel that Severus was waiting for her, idly tearing leaves
apart as he waited. He sat on the ground, leaning against the trunk of an enormous tree near the
end of the arboreal passage, closest to the greenhouses; his dark robes puddled around him and
his skin was very pale. There wasn’t a ray of sun touching him. Don’t think about the vampire thing,
she told herself as she drew nearer. A split second later, she thought, Drat. Too late.

Severus Snape watched her approach, his stomach in knots. He was quite certain that the
Eutharsos Potion had worn off. His heart was pounding in his chest too insistently for it to still be
in effect. Underneath the spreading branches he could see Lily drawing nearer, her robes billowing
behind her. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. She’s actually coming to meet me, he thought,
incredulous. She’s not being threatened, or coerced....

An attack of nerves struck him forcibly and he struggled to calm himself again before she was
close enough to see how shaky he was. When she was a couple of yards away, he began to stand,
but before he was on his feet, she was starting to sit, and he awkwardly fell to the ground again,
feeling incredibly stupid and ungainly. She was having trouble adjusting her robes, yanking at
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them with an irritated frown, to prevent them from pulling down in the back and strangling her.
He smiled, watching her; she seemed she might put a curse on the robes any second, her face
appeared so cross. Then he tried to sober, in case she thought he was laughing at her. That was
the last thing he wanted her to think. One reason he loved her was that, in spite of her brilliance
and beauty, she was also incredibly human. He remembered holding her in his arms, and the way
she had responded to his kiss, opening her mouth under his....

He wished he had dared to make more of the potion. He was afraid she would see that his hands
were shaking.

She did see them, but pretended she didn’t. She looked at him squarely, and with no preamble,
said, “Well, Severus?”

He tried to imagine that he was under the influence of the potion, and the placebo effect started
to help him; he moved his eyes down to her hands in her lap, and picked up one of them, twined
his long fingers in between hers, raised his eyes to hers again. “Lily,” he began, his voice catching.
He cleared his throat, then tried beginning again. “Lily,” he finally managed to say, “I meant what I
said in the Potions Dungeon.”

She frowned and shook her head. “Try again.” But she liked the feeling of holding his hand and
did not separate her fingers from his.

He cleared his throat yet again. “Lily,” he said louder and firmer, deciding to get it over with. “I
love you.” He leaned over and kissed her lightly on the lips, pulling back after the quick contact,
waiting for the verdict. His heart was a thunderstorm in his ears.

Lily smiled this time, glancing down at their linked hands, then back up at his face. “There,
now, was that so hard? I mean, without potion?” Severus shook his head, a slight smile pulling
at his mouth. “But that kiss,” she went on, “wasn’t much like the one from the other day, was
it?” she said in a lower voice, hoping he understood her meaning. Where’s the rabid Slytherin,
dying to get unsuspecting Gryffindor girls alone to have his way with them? she wondered, thinking
about a typical Slytherin stereotype. He can really be quite sweet when he’s not trying to be a typical
Slytherin....

She was feeling daring as leaned in toward him, opening her mouth a little, seeing for a split
second that he was shocked. A moment later, his shock had given way to desire and pleasure, as he
enfolded her in his arms and deepened the kiss, holding her head up to his, snaking his hand under
her hair, stroking her neck with his long fingers in order to hear her sigh against his mouth, feel
her shudder slightly with the sensation. They both broke the kiss slowly at the same time, pulling
back tentatively, lips tingling. She loved the way his dark eyes shone with happiness, thinking, I
did that.

But then his eyes became hooded once more, familiar to her from accompanying him to the
hospital wing. She saw pain there, but unlike the physical pain she had sometimes seen him with-
stand, this seemed more like an emotional pain. Severus looked at her soberly. He had vacillated
on whether to tell her, but somehow he knew that he had to be honest with her from the start or
it would be no good. She knew what others said about him, and although she hadn’t seemed to
believe, and had just been kissing him deeply, he wanted to be certain she knew the truth. He
wanted to be completely open with her and avoid complications later. If she didn’t want to be with
him after hearing what he had to say, he would just have to accept that, he thought, his breath
catching. But hopefully....hopefully it wouldn’t matter to her and she wouldn’t leave him....

“There’s something else I want to tell you, Lily. Something no one else knows. Well, no other
students. I want you to know everything about me.” He tried to keep his voice from going up in
pitch, but it wasn’t easy. He’'d never in his life told anyone outside his family about this. The
headmaster and matron knew, but his parents had told them, when he’d started school. Before
they had been killed by over-enthusiastic Aurors who would never be brought to justice....He shook
his head, trying to concentrate and simultaneously gauge whether she was likely to take it well.

Lily appeared to be a little apprehensive, but didn’t say anything. She gazed at him expectantly,
silently, but with an air of judging that he found difficult to ignore. To be fair, he wasn’t sure how
someone should look who had just kissed someone and then heard, I want you to know everything
about me. She was bound to be apprehensive.

Severus went on. “I want you to know the truth, about why I avoid the sunlight, and eating
garlic, and that potion I have to get from Madam Pomfrey...”

Lily felt bile rise in her throat, as she thought about kissing him; she backed up from him a
little, pointing at him with a shaking hand, feeling like her heart had stopped. Sirius was right! She
said it aloud now: “Sirius was right!” She was breathing quickly and looking like she might bolt any
second.

“What?” He frowned, utterly confused; then his eyes widened as understanding dawned on him.
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But she was barreling on.

“Well, avoiding sunlight, and garlic, and going to Madam Pomfrey for potion regularly-Sirius saw
it, but I didn’t want to!” The night of the goblet-of-blood prank, he’d been ranting about this in the
Gryffindor common room. James had rolled his eyes and argued with him, stating all of the reasons
why it couldn’t be. “James thought he was crazy, but-you're a vampire! Oh, my god, I let you kiss
me...” She touched her lips, then withdrew her hand hastily, as though her mouth had been soiled.

His jaw dropped. She actually believed that rot. “Is that what-" He appeared to be both angry
and sad. “No, Lily. I am not a bloody vampire. Pardon the pun. I have porphyria.”

“Porphyria?” She was perplexed.

“It's a liver disease. I take Porphyry Potion for it, made largely of spleenwort, with love-lies-
bleeding as well. There’s also a topical salve I can put on, to increase the time I can spend in
the sun. Porphyria is a little like hepatitis, but it’s hereditary. It's not usually found in wizard
bloodlines, but I had a Muggle great-great-grandfather or something like that, and he had it.” He
explained to her then about the photophobia, or sun-sensitivity, and his sensitivity to the alium
bulb and all related bulbs, which meant he had to avoid onions and garlic. She correctly surmised
that since it was a liver disease, it affects his blood.

“Yes. So, at one time, it was thought that people with porphyria needed other people’s blood.
Hence the whole idea that those suffering from it were vampires.”

She was confused again. “But-there are real vampires, aren’t there?”

“Oh, yes, and they can’t go out in the sun either. And I do have a reflection-not that I care
much for it...” She smiled at his modesty; she liked his appearance just fine. “But they really do
drink blood. People with porphyria don’t, although it was assumed that they did-that we did-for
centuries. And vampires are only repelled by garlic; I have a bad reaction to anything related to
alium-" He explained that he had bad reactions especially to elephant garlic and shallots, and that
the sun made him appear jaundiced and gave him blisters, since he couldn’t process its nutrients,
like most fair-skinned people. “It’s a chronic, incurable disease, both in the wizarding world and
the Muggle world. It can be treated, managed, but there’s no cure, and if I have children, there’s an
excellent chance they’ll inherit it.”

Lily looked at him silently, pityingly. Severus saw this and tried not to let his anger overwhelm
him. Keeping his voice very even, he said, “Don’t look at me that way, Lily. Don’t pity me. That’s
not why I told you. I just thought you should know.” He wished she would stop looking at him that
way, with that sad, pitying expression....

“Oh, Severus,” she said at last, linking her arm through his, putting her head on his shoulder.
He smiled down at her; not a huge smile, but an unsure pulling at the corners of his mouth. He
wasn't completely convinced that she wasn't still feeling sorry for him. But then she lifted her head
and brushed her lips against his, and he parted his lips and tentatively flicked his tongue against
her teeth, forgetting everything else as he drew her face to his for another kiss. This kiss wasn’t as
deep as the earlier one, but it had an element of honesty to it that the earlier one had lacked. She
knew. She knew all about him and she hadn’t turned and fled. Then Lily curled up next to him, her
head on his chest, while he felt her warm weight against him and stroked her hair and wondered
how he had gotten this lucky....

“What are you smiling about?” he asked her, smiling a little himself as he held her hand and
marveled at the beautiful juxtaposition of her deep red hair on the crisp white hospital linen. She
squeezed his hand and her eyes twinkled mischievously.

“I was thinking how I'd like to kiss you right now,” she said boldly. He tensed up, as he usually
did when she said anything similar. He was not very verbal about this sort of thing, she had found.
However—she was trying to have their physical relationship go more slowly than it had between her
and Remus, and all they had done thus far was some snogging. Even groping had been kept to a
minimum. She dreaded him finding out how she had broken her leg....

The door to the infirmary opened again and James and Bonnie entered. Severus abruptly with-
drew his hand from hers and stood up awkwardly, knocking his chair over, then fumbling to right
it.

“Um, so, those are the chapters you are expected to read for Potions. I promised the Potions
Master I would tell you and I have,” he said to her, his voice’s crisp businesslike air only marred by
a brief quaver.

He turned and practically walked right into James Potter and Bonita Manetti. He didn’t acknowl-
edge them at all. They might have been merely pieces of furniture he was trying to avoid walking
into. Both James and Bonnie frowned after him as he slammed the door of the infirmary on his
way out. When they turned back to Lily, she forced herself to smile, wishing she could have had
more time with Severus. On the other hand, it was also nerve-wracking to be with him, since they
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were in an early awkward phase of their relationship, and were not telling people that they were
seeing each other. It had been his idea; he was afraid her Gryffindor friends would make trouble.
She’d insisted that she wasn’t ashamed of him, but he hadn’t budged. Severus, she had quickly
discovered, could be very stubborn. Visiting with Bonnie and James, her friends, would be a bit
more relaxing, all told.

They soon had her laughing about Herbology mishaps and other things; James didn’t actually
talk much, but let the girls chatter. He found himself glancing furtively back and forth between the
two of them.

James knew how Lily had broken her leg.

The thought of it made his mouth go dry. Seeing her now, lying in the bed wearing the hospital
smock....He tried to focus on Bonnie, instead, pretty Bonnie, with her wide smile and sparkling eyes,
her perfect small nose and heart-shaped face, which had endearing dimples when she smiled....but
somehow his eyes kept going back to Lily....

He knew that she was sleeping with Remus. He couldn’t understand why they weren’t a public
couple, why it just seemed to be-shagging. And now-now was she interested in Snape? Sirius
insisted this was true; James wasn’t so sure. If they were indeed a couple, they behaved very oddly
together. But ever since he’d found out about Lily and Remus, he’d had a very difficult time thinking
of her in the same way, in a sisterly way. He remembered how she had given herself over to passion,
when he had found her and Remus in the common room almost a year earlier. She had seemed
like a different person. A person who crept into his dreams far too often these days, instead of the
person who belonged there, his girlfriend, Bonnie....

“Don’t you think so, James?” Bonnie looked at him expectantly.

“Huh? What?” he sputtered. “Oh, um, of course. Whatever you say, Bonnie.”

Both girls looked at each other, their eyes merry, before bursting into hysterical laughter. “You
haven’t any idea what Bonnie said, do you James?” Lily said, almost breathless.

He reddened and shook his head. “Sorry. I'm knackered.” It wasn’t a complete lie; it was just
far in advance. The full moon would be rising when the sun set, and he and the others would be
accompanying Remus. In the morning he would be completely exhausted. “I think I might go have
a lie-down before dinner. I-I hope you’ll excuse me Lily. I really did want to visit with you—"

She smiled indulgently; he was so flustered. It was quite endearing, really, Lily thought. James
had never quite lost the air of a lost eleven-year-old, despite the fact that he could also exert a
surprising authority at times, now that he was in his second year as a prefect. When he was caught
daydreaming, he turned bright red. Lily suspected he’d been thinking of Bonnie. They make such
a nice couple, she thought. Then she sighed inwardly. No one will ever think that about me and
Severus.

Bonnie took his hand as he stood. “Don’t worry. I'll keep Lily company. You go rest,” she told
him, as he leaned down to give her a peck on the cheek. He thought for a moment of kissing her on
the lips, but he had a feeling that she didn’t want to be that demonstrative in front of someone else.
He left the infirmary and stood in the corridor, leaning heavily against the door, hearing the murmur
of the girls’ voices again. Bonnie is my girlfriend, he reminded himself. Sirius already tried to make
an incompetent pass at Lily, and Peter is always fawning over her, and she’s actually sleeping with
Remus. Don’t get any stupid ideas about a girl who thinks of you as a brother.

He strode through the corridors, trying to get his mind off Lily, but it was difficult, since he was
soon going to be wandering the Forbidden Forest with her lover. James frowned, trying to figure
out how he felt about Remus. Deep down, although he envied him a bit, he didn’t begrudge him
a little happiness. He just wished-he didn’t know what he wished. He wished that he and Bonnie
hadn’t finally slept together on Halloween, that was something he knew he wished. It had been
an unmitigated disaster. Awkwardness personified. He hadn’t even finished, but lied about it, and
when he tried to do more for her (she seemed to be incredibly disappointed, but denied it) she had
been appalled, asking him, What on earth are you doing? and scuttling away from his hands and
mouth. When he’d tried to tell her (badly, as he’d never done it, only heard about it), she was
aghast, and he knew then that he would not be seeing her in the throes of passion that night.

They had attempted to have sex again a few weeks later, with a little more success (on James’
part) but she still wouldn’t let him help her to completion. She insisted it was fine, she was fine,
and said something vague about it being all for him, anyway. He hated her feeling that way, as
though it were some obligation on her part, something she’d decided to do because she thought
he expected it. He hoped he’d never given her that impression. Perhaps some other girls had. On
the whole, neither time had been very emotionally satisfying. After each encounter, they’d cuddled
and whispered endearments to each other, but it all felt rather empty, somehow. The second time
especially, feeling sated and knowing she wasn’t, he couldn’t help thinking that Lily wouldn’t be like
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that, Lily had a passion and a fire in her that-

He shook himself as he walked. He was doing it again. Remus and Lily. Don’t think about Remus
and Lily. Oh, bugger, I'm thinking about Remus and Lily. It also didn’t help that Sirius frequently
returned to Gryffindor Tower in the middle of the night after romantic liaisons, wanting to regale
the other boys with every detail of his latest conquest. Sirius couldn’t be said to have a girlfriend,
strictly speaking, but he certainly didn’t lack for girls queuing up to compete for the privilege. James
had let him think his relationship with Bonnie had gone further than it had before they'd actually
slept together the first time (or attempted to sleep together), in order to stop Sirius from ribbing him
mercilessly. He hadn’t felt ready yet. A bloke’s allowed to take these things slowly if he wants to, he
had thought. Now he wished he’d taken it even slower.

In the infirmary, Bonnie bade Lily goodbye and left. When the other girl was gone, Lily let her
face relax; it almost hurt from smiling so much. She peeked under the sheet to peek at her leg. She
wished she hadn’t given in and gone down to the common room the night before....but she hadn’t
met him the week after kissing Severus under the oaks, and she hadn’t met him the month after
that, either, feeling very bad for him when she saw the outward signs of his suffering. The first time,
he had asked her the next day whether she was feeling well, and she said she’d been exceptionally
tired the night before. He nodded, but did not speak of it again. The following month, two days
afterward, he asked her whether she was angry with him. She denied it, and didn’t mention the
way in which she’d been providing him with “friendly” help. He didn’t mention it either.

And then, the previous day, all day, his face had been grey and dripping with sweat, his eyes
had been wide and pained, with that red glint in them, and she started to feel incredibly guilty.
She knew she could give him relief, but she still loved him, and being with him when she couldn’t
tell him how she felt was excruciating. She knew he would give her as much physical pleasure
as she gave him, but she wanted to accompany that with a proclamation of her feelings. She was
afraid that if they went on this way she couldn’t help but blurt it out eventually, which would be
incredibly awkward, as the didn’t return her feelings. And yet-she positively ached from not being
able to tell him. And she also felt guilty for meeting with Severus, for kissing him when she wasn’t
completely certain her feelings for him were as strong as they were for Remus. She did have feelings
for Severus, but-

The door to the infirmary opened once more and she looked up, surprised. It was Remus. His
face was ashen. He walked over to her nervously; she was blushing deeply, from seeing him right
after thinking about him, but he interpreted this as anger. As far as he could tell, he was probably
the last person she wanted to see. She didn’t exactly have a welcoming expression on her face, he
thought. When he stood beside her bed, he twisted his robes in his fingers nervously.

“I know I'm the last person you want to see right now, Lily,” he said, his voice shaking. Her eyes
were very round.

No, she thought. Unfortunately, that’s only partially true...

“Don’t be silly, Remus,” she answered, her voice also shaking. “You didn’t mean to hurt me.”

“But I broke your leg!”

“Sssh!” she said quickly, hushing him, glancing toward Madam Pomfrey’s office, lest she hear
him. “I told Madam Pomfrey I fell down the stairs, remember?”

“But-but-" Remus said, sinking into a chair by her bedside and then bending over, his face
buried in the sheets and blankets on her bed. She tentatively touched his head, then laced her
fingers through his hair soothingly, her heart turning over.

“Don’t, Remus,” she whispered as his shoulders hunched and he cried silently. “I'll be fine,
really,” she murmured.

She wondered now whether the fact that she hadn’t met him since September had meant there
was a kind of dammed up river of passion which had burst when she’d come into the common
room the night before. He’d been about to put on the Invisibility Cloak and leave, but stood near
the portrait hole, still holding its silvery folds, and the moment he saw her enter the room his eyes
had dilated and she had felt like he was a hunter and she the prey. Yet, it was a delicious feeling;
she’d almost forgotten what this was like, being with Remus. She’d tried to tell herself that she was
moving on, with Severus, that Remus had never thought of her as anything more than a helpful
friend. She knew she needed to get over him, to stop thinking he would ever proclaim his love, and
sleeping with him was certainly not going to help. She had quite purposefully not met him when
she’d seen his symptoms flare up during the previous two months, she reminded herself. She had
promised herself that she was not going to get caught up in him again, not when he didn’t love
her....

All of that went flying out the window the moment he strode across the room and took her in
his arms. She immediately responded, pulling him to her, and they didn’t even remember to cover
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themselves with the Invisibility Cloak until they were both completely unclothed. None of their other
encounters had been quite so fervent, even when he’d bitten her. Then, near the end, when he was
very close, he’d pulled her legs around his waist more thoroughly, but the way he’d pulled her left
leg had made her cry out, and then he realized, in his hazy lust-filled stupor, that there had been
a report like a gunshot, and that her leg was no longer behaving as it should. Her eyes were black
with pain and she bit her lip, moaning in her throat not with passion, but with agony.

“I think,” she had finally whispered with a rasp in her voice, tears running down into her hair,
“m-my leg is b-broken....”

He had separated from her, his stomach clenching, his brain crying, No! I've hurt her again! He
stared at her for what seemed an eternity, before coming to his senses and taking action. He pulled
his wand from the pile of clothes and waved it over her leg, saying shakily, “Ferula.” A splint and
bandages now wrapped her leg, so that it wasn’t flopping awkwardly about. She still needed to see
Madam Pomfrey though, he thought. Stupid! So stupid! he berated himself silently.

He pulled on his boxers and helped Lily pull her nightdress over her head so she was covered.
They were no longer under the cloak. Remus reached for it when he heard footsteps on the stairs
from the boys’ dorms, but too late; James was entering the room, his wand out, his hair standing
on end and his glasses hooked over only one ear. He hadn’t pulled his dressing gown on over his
too-short pajamas and he was very pale. When he saw them, Lily blushed deeply, wishing she could
flee up the stairs to the girls’ dorm, like the other time James had found them together. He walked
toward them, frowning.

“I-I heard a noise-"

He looked back and forth between Remus and Lily, the evidence of what they’d been doing quite
plain. Remus was still wearing only his underwear, and Lily only wore her nightdress. She hadn’t
tried to pull her knickers on over the splint; they lay on the floor nearby, next to her dressing gown,
which she also wished she was wearing, as her nightdress was rather thin and James seemed to be
looking at it very intently, making her blush persist.

“Lily-Lily broke her leg,” Remus said, pulling on his trousers clumsily, as though the break had
occurred spontaneously and had nothing to do with the sexual activity in which they’d obviously
been engaged.

James’ eyes widened. “What?” he whispered. He immediately went on his knees next to her. She
didn’t know whether to feel grateful for his concern or incredibly embarrassed that he knew they’d
been shagging. It didn’t help that her knickers were right next to his knee.

He sat her up and gently helped her put her arms into her dressing gown sleeves, carefully
rolling her side to side in order to wrap it around her and tie the belt. He noticed the knickers then,
his mouth working soundlessly, unsure what to do about this. She grimaced and reached out for
them, hurriedly stuffing them into her dressing gown pocket, her face feeling very hot. He put his
hand on her brow; it felt icy against her skin.

“You're burning up,” he said. “You rest while I talk to Remus about the best way to get you to
the hospital wing, all right?”

She nodded, her eyes very wide still; she felt oddly bereft when he left her side to go speak to
Remus, who had been pacing the floor about ten feet away, wringing his hands, looking dreadful.

“Finish getting d